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EDINA. 


PART THE FIRST. 


CHAPTER I. 

HEARD AT MIDNIGHT, 

The village, in wliich tlio first scenes of tliis history are 
laid, was called Trennacli ; and the land about it was bleak 
and bare and dreary enough, though situated in the grand 
old county of Cornwall. For mines lay around, with all 
the signs and features of miners’ work about them ; yawning 
pit mouths, leading down to rich beds of minerals— some of 
the mines in all the bustle of full operation, some w^orked 
out and abandoned. Again, in the neighbourhood of these, 
might be seen miners' huts and other dwelling-places, and 
the counting-houses attached to tlu, shafts. The little 
village of Trennach skirted this tract of labour ; for, while 
the mining district extended for some miles on one side the 
hamlet; on the other side, half-an-hour’s quiet walking 
brought you to a different country altogether — to spreading 
frees and rich pasture land and luxuriant vegetation. 

The village street chiefly consisted of shops. Very 
humble shops, most of them; but the miners and tho 
other inhabitants, out of reach of better, found* them 
sufficiently good for their purposes. Most of the shops 
dealt in mixed articles, and might be called general shops. 
The linendraper added brushes and brooms to his cottons 
Etfinii. 1 
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•and stuffs ; the grocer sold saucepans and grid^ons ; the 
baker did a thriving trade in home-made pickles. On a 
dark night, the most chooi'ful-looking shop was the drug- 
gist’s ; the coloured globes displayed in its windows sending 
forth their reflections into the thoroughfare. This shop had 
also added another branch to its legitimate trade — that of 
general literature : for the one solitary doctor of the place 
dispensed his own medicines, and tlio sale of drugs was not 
great. The shop boasted a small circulating library ; the 
miners and the miners’ wives, like their betters, being fond 
of sensational fiction. Tlie books consisted entirely of cheap 
volumes, issued at a shilling or two shillings each ; some 
indeed at sixpence. The proprietor of this mart, Edmund 
Float, chemist and druggist, was almost a confirmed invalid, 
and would often bo laid up for a week at a time. The doctor 
told him that if he would devote less of his time to that 
noted hostelry, the Golden Shaft, he might escape these 
attacks of illness. At these times the business of the shop, 
both as to drugs and books, was transacted by a young native 
of Falmouth ; one Blase Pellet, who had served his appren- 
ticeship in it and remained on as assistant. 

The doctor’s name was Kaynor. He wrote himself Hugh 
Raynor, M.D., Member of the Royal College of Physicians. 
That he, a man of fair ability in his profession and a 
gentleman as well, should be . contented to live in this 
obscure place, in all the di'udgery of a general practitioner 
and apothecary^, may seem a matter of surprise — but his 
historjr'sTiall bo given further on. His liouse stood in the 
middle of the village, somewhat back from the ^reet: a 
low, sq^uare, detached building, a bow window on’ each side 
its entrance, and three windows above. On the door, which 
always stood open in the day-time, was a brass plate, bearing 
the name, “ Dr. Raynor.” The bow window to the loft was 
screened by a brown wire blind, displaying the word 
“Surgery” in large white letters. Above the blind Dr. 
Raynor’s white head, or the younger head of his handsome 
nephew, might occasionally be seen by the passers-by, or by 
Mr. Blase Pellet over the way. For the doctor’s house 
and the druggist’s shop faced f ach other ; and Mr. Pellet, 
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being of an inquisitive disposition, seemed never tired of 
peeping and peering into bis neighbours* doings generally, 
and especially into any that might take place at Dr. 
Kaynor’s. At either end of this rather straggling street 
were seated respectively the parish church and the Wesleyan 
meeting-house. The latter was the better attended ; for 
most of the miners followed their fathers* faith — that of the 
Wesleyan Methodists. 

It was Monday morning, and a cold clear day in March. 
The wind came sweeping down the wide street ; the dust 
whirled in the air ; overhead, the sun was shining brightly. 
Dr. Raynor stood near the fire in his surgery, looking over 
his day-boob, in which a summary of the cases under treat- 
ment was entered. He was dressed in black. A tall, grand- 
looking, elderly man, very quiet in manner, with a* pale, 
placid face, and carefully-trimmed thin white whiskers. It 
was eight o’clock, and he had just entered the surgery : his 
nephew had already been in it half-an-hour. Never a more 
active man in his work than Dr. Raynor, but latterly his 
energy had strangely failed him. 

“ Has any message come in this morning from Pollock’s 
wife, Frank ? ** he asked. 

“ No, sir.** 

“Then I suppose she*s bettor,** remarked the doctor, 
closing the book as he spoke, and moving towards tho 
window. 

A square table stood at the end of the room, facing tho 
window. Behind it was Frank Rayi;or, making up mixtui’es, 
the ingi*edients for which he took from some of tho various 
bottles ranged upon the shelves behind him. He was a 
slender, gentlemanly young fellow of four-and-twenty, 
rather above the middle height, and w^ore this morning a 
^suit of grey clothes. Tho thouglit that passed tlirough a 
.stranger*s mind on first seeing Frank Raynor was. How 
good-looking ho is! It was not, however, so much in 
physical beauty that tho good looks consisted, as* in tho . 
bright expression of his well-featured face, and the sunny, 
laughing blue eyes. The face wanted one thing— firmness. 
In the delicate mouth, very Stveet and pleasant in form 



4 


EDINA. 


though it was, 'might bo traced his want of stability. He 
could not say No to a petition, let it be what it might : he 
was swayed as easily as the wind. Most lovable was Frank 
Baynor ; but he would bo almost sure to bo his own enemy 
as he went through life. You could not help liking him ; 
every one did that — ^with the exception of Mr. Blase Pellet 
across the road. Frank’s hair was golden brown, curling 
slightly, and worn rather long. His face, like his uncle’s, 
was close-shaved, excepting that ho too wore whiskers, which 
were of the same colour as tlic hair. 

“ What a number of men aro standing about ! ” exclaimed 
Dr. Raynor, looking over the blind. “ More even tlian usual 
on a Monday morning. One might think they were not at 
work.” 

“ They are not at work,” replied Frank. “ As I hear.” 

“ No 1 what’s that for ? ” 

Frank’s lips parted with a smile. An amused look sat in 
his blue eyes as ho answered. 

Through some superstition, I fancy, Uncle Hugh. They 
say the Seven Whistlers were hoard in the night.” 

Dr. Baynor turned quickly towards his nephew. “The 
Seven Whistlers ; ” he repeated. “ Why, wlio says that ? ” 

“ Boss told mo. He came in for somo laudanum for his 
neuralgia. As there is to bo no work done to-day, the over- 
seer thought ho might as well lie up and doctor himself. A 
rare temper ho is in.” 

“ Can’t he get the men to w'ork ? ” 

“Not one of them. Threats and promises alike fail. 
There’s safe to bo an accident if they go down to-day, say 
the men ; and they won’t risk it. Bell had bettor not come 
in Boss’s way wliilst his present temper lasts,” added Frank, 
as ho began to screw a cork into a bottle. “ I think Boss 
would knock him down.” 

“ Why Bell in particular ? ” 

“Because it is Bell who professes to have heard the 
Whistters.” 

“ And none of the others ? ” cried the doctor. 

“ I fancy not. Uncle Hugh, what is the superstition ? ” 
ad^d Frank. “ What does it ^ean? I don’t understand ; 



HEARD AT MIDNIGHT. 


5 


and Ross, when I asked him, he turned away instead of 
answering me. Is it something especially ridiculous ? ” 

Dr. Raynor briefly replied. This superstition of the 
Seven Whistlers arose from certain sounds in the air. 
They were supposed by the miners, when heard — which was 
very rarely, indeed, in this neighbourhood— to foretell ill 
luck. Accident, death, all sorts of calamities, in fact, might 
be expected, according to the popular superstition, by those 
who had the misfortune to hear the sounds. 

Frank Raynor listened to the doctor’#' short explanation, 
a glow of amusement on his face. It sounded to him like a 
bit of absurd fun. 

“ You don’t believe in such nonsense, surely, Uncle 
Hugh!” 

Dr. Raynor had returned to the fire, and w’as gazing into 
it ; some speculation, or perhaps recollection, or it might be 
doubt, in his grey eyes. 

“ All my experience in regard to the Seven Whistlers is 
this, Frank — and you may make the most of it. Many 
years ago, when I was staying amongst the collieries in 
North Warwickshire, there arose a commotion one morning. 
The men did not want to go down the pits that day, giving 
as a reason that the Seven Whistlers had passed over the 
place during the night, and had been heard by many of 
them. I naturally inquired wdiat the Seven Whistlers meant, 
never having heard of them, and received in reply the ex- 
planation I have now given you. But workmen were not 
so independent in those days, Fraiiiv, as they are in these; 
and the men were forced to go down the pits as usual.” 

“ And what came of it ? ” asked Frank. 

Of the going down ? This. An accident took place in 
the pit that same morning — through fire-damp, I think ; and 
many of them never came up again alive.” 

“ iSow dreadful I But that could not have been the fault 
of the Seven Whistlers ? ” debated Frank. 

My second and only other experience was at Trcnnach,” 
continued Dr. Raynor, passing over Frank’s, comment. 
“ About six years ago, some of the miners professed to have 
heard these sounds. That sami day, as they were descending 
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one of the shafts after dinner, an accident occuiTod to the 
machinery ” 

“And did damage,” interrupted Frank, with increasing 
interest. 

“ Yes. Three of the men fell to the bottom of the mine, 
and were killed ; and several others were injured more or 
loss badly. I attended them. You ask me if I jdace faith 
ill the superstition, Frank. No : I do not. I am suflicieiitly 
enliglitcuod not to do so. But the ex 2 )ericnces that I have 
told you of are facts. I look iijion them as mere coinci- 
dences.” 

A pause. Frank w'as going on witli his work. 

“ Are tlic sounds all fancy. Uncle Hugh ? ” 

“ Oh no. The sounds are real enough.” 

“ Tyhat do they proceed from ‘? What causes them V ” 

“ It is said that they proceed from certain night-birds,” 
rcjdied Dr. Eaynor. “ Flocks of birds, in their nocturnal 
passage across the country, making plaintive sounds ; and 
when thdse sounds are heard, they are supcrstitiously sup- 
posed to predict evil to tliose who hear them. Ignorant 
men are always credulous. That is all I know about it, 
Frank.” 

“ Did you ever liear the sounds yourself, Uncle Hugh ? ” 

“ Never, This is only the third occasion that I have 
been in any place at the time they have been lieard — or said 
to liavo been heard — and I liave not myself been ono of the 
luiarers. There’s Bell ! ” added Dr. Eaynor, seeing a man 
leave the chemist’s and cross the street in the direction of 
his house. “ He seems to be coming here.” 

“ And Float the miner’s following him,” observed Frank. 

Two men entered through the doctor’s open front-door, 
and thence to the surgery. The one was a little, middle- 
aged man, who carried a stout stick and walked somewhaf 
lame. His countenance, not very pleasing at the best of 
times, just now wore a grey tinge that was rather remark- 
able. This was Josiah Bell. The one who followed him in 
’ was a tall, burly man, with a pleasant face, as fresh as a 
farm-labourer’s; his voice was soft, and his manner meek 
ond^retiring. The little man’s voice, on the contrary, was 
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loud and self-asserting. Bell was given to quarrel with every 
one who would quarrel with him; scarcely a day passed 
hut he, to use his own words, “ had it out ” with some one. 
Andrew Float had never qUarrellcd in his life; not even 
with his quarrelsome friend Bell ; but was one of the most 
peaceable and easy-natured of men. Though only a common 
miner, he was brother to the chemist, and also brother to 
tlohn Float, landlord of the Golden Shaft. The three 
brothers were usually distinguished in the place as Float 
the druggist. Float tlic miner, and Float the 2>ublican. 

“Tve brought Float over to ask you just to look at -this 
arm of his, doctor, if youTl bo so good,” began Bell. ‘’It 
strikes me his brother is not doing what’s right by it.” 

There was a refinement in the man’s accent, a readiness 
of speech, an independence of tone, not at all in keeping 
>vith wliat might he expected from one of a gang of miners. 
Tlic fact was, Josiali Bell had originally held a far better 
imsition in life. lie had begun that life as a clerk in the 
office of some largo colliery works in Staftbrdshire ; but, 
j)artly owing to unsteady habits, partly to an accident which 
had for many months laid him low and lamed him for life, 
he had sunk down in the world to what he now was — a 
workman in a Cbmish mine. 

“ Won’t the burn heal ? ” observed Dr. Kaynor, “ Let me 
see it. Float.” 

“ If you’d please to be so kind, sir,” replied the big man, 
witlx deprecation, as ho took off his coat and prepared to 
display his arm. It had been badly burned some time ago ; 
and it seemed to get worse instead of better, in spite of the 
doctoring of his brother the chemist, and of Mr. Blase Pellet, 

“ I have asked you more than once to lot me look to your 
arm, you know, Float,” remarked Mr. Frank Raynor. 

“But I didn’t like to trouble you. Master Raynor. I 
thought Ned and his salves could do for it, sir.” 

“ And so you men arc not at work to-day, Bell ! ” began 
the doctor, as he examined the arm. “ What’s this absurd 
story I hear about the Seven Whistlers ? ” 

Bell’s aspect changed at tlie question. The 2>allor on his 
face seemed to become greyci*. It was a greyness that 
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attracted Dr. Haynor s attention ; lie bad never seen it in 
the man’s face before. 

“ They passed over Trennach at midnight,” -said Bell, in 
low tones, from which all independence had gone out. 1 
heard them myself.” 

“ And who else heard them ? ” 

“I don’t know. Nobody — that I can as yet find out. 
TIic men were all indoors, they say, long before midnight. 
The Golden Shaft shuts at ten on a Sunday night.” 

“ You stayed out later ? ” 

“ I came on to Float the druggist’s when the public-house 
closed, and smoked a pipe with him and Pellet, and sat there, 
talking. It was in going home that I heard the Whistlers.” 

“ You may have been mistaken, in thinking you heard 
them.” 

“ No,” dissented Bell. “ It was in the middle of the Bare 
Plain. I was stepping along quietly ” 

“ And soberly ? ” interposed Frank, with a twinkling eye, 
and a tone that’ might be taken either for jest or earnest. 

“ And soberly,” asserted Bell, resentfully. “ As sober as 
you are now, Mr. Frank Raynor. I was stepping along 
quietly, I say, when the church clock began to strike. I' 
stood to count it, not believing it could be twelve — not 
thinking I had stayed all that time at the druggist’s. It 
was twelve, however, and I was still standing after the last 
strqjce had died away, wondering how the time could have 
passed, when those other sounds broke out high in the air 
above me. Seven of them : I counted them as I had counted 
the clock. The saddest sound of a wail I’ve ever heard — 
save once before. It seemed to freeze me up.” 

“ Did you hear more V ” asked Dr. Raynor. 

^‘No. And the last two sounds of the seven were so 
faint, I should not have heard them if I had not been listen- 
ing. The cries had broken out right above where I was 
standing ; they seemed to die away gradually in the distance.” 

“ I say that you may have been mistaken, Bell,” persisted 
Dr, Raynor. “ The sounds you heard may not have been 
the Seven Whistlers at all.” 

Bell shook his head. His manner and voice this morning 
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were more subdued than usual. “ I can’t be mistaken in 
them. No man can be who has once heard them, Dr. 
Raynor.” 

“ Is it this that has turned your face so grey ? ” questioned 
Frank, alluding to the pallor noticed by his uncle ; but 
which the elder and experienced man had refrained from 
remarking upon. 

“ I didn’t know it was grey,” i*ejoined Bell, his resentful 
tones cropping up again. 

“ It’s as grey as this pov/dcr,” persisted Frank, holding 
forth a delectable compound he was preparing for some 
unfortunate patient. 

“ And so, on the strength of this night adventure of yours.. 
Bell, all you men are making holiday to-day ! ” resumed the 
doctor. 

But Bell, who did not seem to a2)prove of Frank’s remarks 
on his complexion, possibly taking them as ridicule —though 
he might have known Frank Raynor better — stood iu 
d jidg eon, and vouchsafed no reply. Andrew Float took up 
the retort in his humble, hesitating fashion. 

“ There ain’t one of us. Dr. Raynor, that would venture 
down to-day after this. When Bell come up to the pif this 
morning, where us men was collecting to go down, and said 
the Seven Whistlers had passed over last night at midnight, 
it took us all aback. Not one of us would hazard it after 
that. Ross, he stormed and raged, but he couldn't force us 
down, sir.” 

“And the Golden Shaft will have the benefit of you 
instead ! ” said the doctor. 

“ Our lives are dear to us all, sir, ’ was the deprecating 
rei)ly of Float, not attempting to answer the remark. “ And 
I thank yc kindly, sir, for it feels more comfortable like 
'already. They burns be nasty things.” 

“ They are apt to be so when not properly attended to. 
Your brother should not have allowed it to get into this 
state.” 

“Well, you see, Dr. Raynor, some days he’s been bad 
abed, and I didn’t trouble him with it then; and young 
Pellet don’t seem to know much about they bad places.” 
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“ You sliould have come to me. Bell, how is your wife 
to-day ” 

“ Pretty much as usual,” said surly Bell. “ If she’s worse, 
it’s through the Seven Whistlers. She don’t like to hear tell 
of them.” 

“ Why did you toll her ? ” 

Josiali Boll lifted his cold light eyes in wonder. “ Could 
I keep sucli a thing as that to myself, Dr. Ihiyiior? It 
comes as a warning, and must be guarded against. That is, 
as far as we can guard against it.” 

“ Has the sickness returned ? ” 

“ For the matter of that, she always feels sick. 1 should 
just give her some good strong doses of mustard-and- water to 
make her so in earnest, were I you, doctor, and then perhaps 
the feeling w’ould go off.” 

“ Ah,” remarked the doctor, a faint smile i)arting his lips, 
‘‘ we are all apt to think we know other people’s business 
best. Boll. Float,” added he, as the two men >vcre about to 
leave, “ don't you go in for a bout of drinking to-day ; it 
would do your arm no good.” 

‘‘ Thank ye, sir ; I’ll take care, k) be mod’ratc,” replied 
Float, backing out. 

“ The Golden Shaft will have a good deal of liis company 
to-day, in spite of your w'arning, sir; and of Bell’s too,” 
observed Frank, as tlie surgery-door closed on the men. 
“ How grey and (pieer Bell’s face looks ! Did you notice it, 
Uncle Hugh?” 

“Yes.” 

“ He looks just like a man who lias had a sliock. The 
Seven Whistlers gave it him, I suppose. I could not have 
believed Bell was so silly,” 

“ I hope it is only the shock that has done it,” said the 
doctor. 

“ Done what. Uncle Hugh V ” 

“Turned his face that i>cculiar colour.” And Frank 
looked* uj) to his uncle as if scarcely understanding him. 
But Dr. Raynor said no more. 

At that moment the door again opened, and a young lady 
glanced in. Seeing no stranger present, she came forward. 
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“ Papa ! do you know how late it is getting V Breakfast 
has been waiting ever so long.” 

The voice was very sweet and gentle ; a patient voice, 
that somehow gave one the idea that its owner had known 
sorrow. She was the doctor’s only child : and to call her a 
youn(j lady may be regarded as a figure of speech, for she 
was past thirty. A calm, sensible, gentle girl she had ever 
been, of great practical sense. Her pale face w^as rather plain 
than handsome: but it was a face pleasant to look iipou) 
with its cxiu'cssioii of sincere earnestness, and its steadfast, 
truthful dark eyes. Her dark brown hair, smooth and bright, 
Avas simply braided in front and idaited behind on the well- 
shaped head. She was of middle height, light and graceful ; 
and she Avore this morning a violet merino dress, Avith 
embroidered cuffs and collar of her own Avork. Such was 
Edina Kaynor. 

“ You may poui* out the coftce, my dear,” said her father. 
“ We are coming noAV.” 

Edina disappeared, and the doctor folloAved her. Frank 
stayed a minute or two longer to make an end of his pliysic. 
Pic then adjusted his coat-cuff's, Avhich had been turned up, 
pulled his Avristbands doAvn, and also passed out of the surgery. 
The sun Avas shining into the passage through the open 
entrance-door ; and I’rank, as if he would sun himself for an 
instant, or else Avishing for a Avider vicAV of the street, and of 
the miners loitering about it, stepped outside. The men 
had collected cliiefly in groups, and 'vt re talking idly, in 
slouching attitudes, hands in pockets , some were smoking. 
A little to the left, as Frank stood, on the other side of the 
way, AA^as that much-frequented hostelry, the Golden Shaft : 
it Avas evidently the point of atti’action to fiay. 

Mr, Blase Pellet chanced to be standing at his shop-door, 
-4‘ttbbing his hands on his AA'hitc ajiron. He was an aAvkward- 
looking, under-sized, unfortunatcly-plain man, Avitli very 
red-brown eyes, and rough reddish hair that stood up in 
bristles. When he caught sight of Frank, he backed into 
the shop, went behind the counter, and peeped out at him 
between two of the glass globes. 

“ I Avonder- what he’s come ouf to look at noAv? ” debated 
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Mr. Blase >\dth himself. “ She can’t be in the street 1 What 
a proud wretch he looks this morning ! — with his fine curls, 
and that ring upon his finger ! ” 

“Twenty of them, at least, ready to go in!” mentally 
spoke Frank, his eyes fixed on the minors standing about 
the Golden Shaft. “ And some of them will never come out 
all day.” 

Frank went in to breakfast. The meal was laid in a 
small parlour, behind the best sitting-room, which was on 
the side of the passage opposite to the surgery, and faced 
the street. This back-room looked dovAm on a square yard, 
and the bare open country beyond : to the mines and to the 
miners* dwelling-places. They lay to the right, as you 
looked out. To the left stretched a barren tract of land, 
called the Bare Plain — perhaps from its dreary aspect — 
which we sliall come to by-and-by. 

Edina sat at the breakfast-table, her back to the window ; 
Dr. Raynor sat opposite to her. Frank took his usual place 
between them, facing the cheerful fire. 

“ If your coffee’s cold, Frank, it is your own fault,” said 
Edina, handing his cup to him.' “ I poured it out as soon 
as papa came in.” 

“ All right, Edina : it is sure to bo warm enough for me,” 
was the answer, as he took it and thanked her. He w’as the 
least selfish, the least self-indulgent mortal in the world ; 
the most easily satisfied. 

“ What a pity it is about the men : ” exclaimed Edina to 
Frank : for this report of the Seven Whistlers had become 
generally known, and the doctor’s maid-servant had imparted 
the news to Miss Raynor. “ They will make it an excuse 
for two or three days’ drinking.” 

“ As a matter of course,” replied Frank. 

“ It seems altogether so ridiculous. I have been saying to 
papa that I thought Josiah Bell had better sense. He may 
have taken more than was good for him last night ; and 
fancied he heard, the sounds.” 

“Oh, I think he heard them,” said the doctor. “Bell 
rarely drinks enough to cloud his faculties. And he is 
certainly not fanciful.” 
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“But now, Undo Hugh,” put in Frank, “you cannot 
seriously think that there’s anything in it ! ” 

“ Anything in what ? ” 

“ In this superstition. Of course one can readily under- 
stand that a flock of birds may fly over a jdacc by night, as 
well as by day; and that they may give out sounds and 
cries on the way. But that these cries shotdd forebode evil 
to those who may hear them, is not to be credited for a 
moment.” 

Dr. Raynor nodded. He was languidly eating an egg. 
For some time past, appetite had failed him. 

“ I say, Uncle Hugh, that you cannot believe in such 
nonsense. You admitted that the incidents you gave just 
now were mere coineidences.” 

“Frank,” returned the doctor, in his quiet tone, that 
latterly had seemed to toll of pain, “ I have already said so. 
But when you shall have lived to my age, experience will 
have taught you that there are some things in this world 
that cannot be fathomed or explained. Wo must bo content 
to leave them. I told you that I did not myself place faith 
in this popular belief of the miners : but I related to you at 
the same time my own experiences in regard to it. I don’t 
judge : but I cannot explain.” 

Frank turned a laughing look on his cousin. 

“ Suppose we go out on the Bare Plain to-night and listen 
for the Seven Whistlers ourselves ; you and I, Edina ? ” 

“ A watched pot never boils,” said E I'n i, quaintly, quoting 
a homely proverb. “ The Whistlers W‘>nld be sure not to 
come, Frank, if we listened for them,” 
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CHAPTER II. 

ROSALINE BELL. 

FjiANK Raynor had been a qnalilied medical man for some 
few years ; he was skilful, kind, attentive, and possessed in 
an eminent degree that cheering manner which is so valuable 
in a general practitioner. Consequently he was much liked 
by the doctor’s patients, especially by those of the better 
class, living at a distance ; so that Dr. Raynor had no 
scruple in frequently making Frank liis substitute in the 
daily visits. Frank alone suspected — and it was only a 
half-suspicion as yet — that his uncle was beginning to feel 
himself unequal to the exertion of paying tliem. 

It was getting towards midday, and Frank had soen all 
the sick near home at present on their liands, when he 
started on his walk to see one or two living further away. 
But he called in at liome first of all, to give Dr. Raynor a 
report of his visits, and to change his grey coat for a black 
one. Every inch a gentleman looked Frank, as he left the 
house again, turned to the right, and went down the street 
with long strides. Ho was follow’od by the envious eyes of 
Mr. Blase Pellet : who, in the very midst of weighing out 
some pounded ginger for a customer, darted round the 
counter to watch him. 

“ Ho is off there, for a guinea ! ” growled Mr. Pellet, as he 
lost sight of Frank and turned back to his ginger. “ What 
possesses Mother Bell, I wonder, to go and fancy herself ill 
and in want of a doctor ! ” 

The houses and the church, which stood at that end of 
Trcnffach, were soon left behind; and Frank Raynor was 
on the wide tract of land which was called the Bare Plain. 
The first break he came to in its bleak monotony was a 
worked-out mine on the loft. This old pit was encompassed 
about by mounds of earth of different heights, where children 
would play at hide-and-seek during the daylight ; but not 
one of them ever approached the mouth of the shaft. Not 
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only was it dangerous, from being unprotected ; and children, 
as a rule are given to running into danger instead of avoid- 
ing it ; but the place had an evil reputation. Some short 
time ago, a miner had committed suicide there : one Daniel 
Sandon : had deliberately jumped in and destroyed himself. 
Since then, the miners and theii* families, who were for the 
most part very superstitious and ignorant, held a belief that 
the man’s ghost haunted the jnt ; that, on a still night, any 
one listening down the shaft, miglit hear liis sighs and 
groans. This caused it to be shunned : scarcely a miner 
would venture close to it alone after dark There was 
nothing to take them near it, for it lay some little distance 
away from the broad path that led through the centre of the 
Plain. The depth of the pit had given rise to its appellation, 
“ The Bottomless Shaft : ” and poor Daniel Sandon must 
have died before he reached the end. For any one falling 
into it there could be no hope: escape from death was 
impossible. 

Frank Raynor passed it without so much as a thought. 
Keeping on his way, he came by-and-by to a cluster of 
miners’ dwellings, called Bleak Row, lying on the Plain, 
away to the right. Not many of them : the miners for the 
most part lived on the other side the village, near the 
mines. Out of one of the best of these small houses, there 
chanced to come a girl, just as he was approaching it ; and 
they met face to face. It was Rosaline Bell. 

Never a more beautiful girl in the v ild than she. Two- 
and-twenty years of age now, rather f dl, with a light and 
graceful form, as easy in her movements, as refined in her 
actions as though she had been born a gentlewoman, witl^ a 
sweet, low voice and a face of delicate loveliness. Her 
features were of almost a perfect Grecian type ; her com- 
plexion was fresh as a summer rose, and her deep violet 
eyes sparkled beneath tlieir long dark laslies. Eyes that, in 
spite of their brightness, had an expression of settled sad- 
ness in them : and that sad expression of the eye is’ said, 
you know, only to exist where its owner is destined to 
sorrow. Poor Rosaline! Sorrow was on its way to her 
q[uickly, even now« Her dress was of some dark stuff, neatly 
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made and worn ; her bonnet was of white straw ; and the pink 
bow at her throat rivalled in colour the rose of her cheek. 

Far deeper in hue did those cheeks become as she recog- 
nized Frank Baynor. With a hasty movement, as if all too 
conscious of her blushes and what they might imply, she 
raised her hand to cover them, making pretence gently to 
put back her dark and beautiful hair. NTaturo had indeed 
been prodigal in her gifts to Bosaline Bell. Eosaline had 
been brought up well ; had received a fairly good education, 
and profited by it. 

“ How do you do, Bose ! ” cried Frank, in his gay voice, 
stopping before her. “ Where are you going ? ” 

She let her hand fall. The rich bloom on her face, the 
shy, answering glance of her lustrous eyes, were charming 
to behold. Frank Baynor admired beauty wherever he saw 
it, and he especially admired tliat of Bosaline. 

“ I am going in to find my father ; to induce him to come 
back with me,*’ she said. ‘‘My mother is anxious about 
him ; and anxiety is not good for her, you know, Mr. Frank.” 

“ Anxiety is very bad for her,” returned Frank. “ Is she 
worse to-day ? ” 

“ Not worse, sir ; only worried. . Father hoard the Seven 
Whistlers last night ; and I think that is rather disturbing 
lior.” 

Frank Baynor broke into a laugh. “It amuses me 
beyond everything, Bose — those Whistlers, I never heard 
of them in all my life until this morning.” 

Bosaline smiled in answer — a sad smile. “My father 
firmly believes in them,” she said ; “ and mother is anxious 
because ho is. I must go on now, sir, or I shall not get 
back by dinner-time.” 

Taking one of her hands, ho waved it towards the village, 
as if ho would speed her onwards, said his gay good-bye-, 
and lifted the latch of the door. It opened to the kitchen : 
a clean and, it might almost be said, rather tasty apartment, 
with the red-tiled floor on which the fire threw its glow, and 
a strip of carpet by way of hearthioig. A mahogany dresser 
was fixed to the wall on one side, plates and dishes of the 
old willow pattern were ranged on its shelves ; an eight-day 
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clotik in its mahogany case ticked beside the fireplace, 
which faced the door. The window was gay with flowers. 
Hyacinths in their blue glasses stood on the frame half-way 
up : beneath were red pots containing other plants. It was 
easy to be seen that this was not the abode of a common 
miner. 

Seated in an arm-chair near the, round table, which was 
covered with a red cloth, her back to the window, was Mrs. 
Boll, who had latterly become an invalid. She was rubbing 
some dried mint into powder. By this, and the savoury 
smell, Frank Raynor guessed they were to have pea-soup 
for dinner. But all signs of dinner to be seen were three 
plates warming on the fender, and an iron pot steaming by 
the side of the fire. 

“ And now, mother, how are you to-day ? ” asked FAnk, 
in his warm-hearted and genuine tones of sympathy, that so 
won his patients* regard. 

He drew a chair towards her and sat down. The word 
“ mother ’* came from him naturally. Two years ago, just 
after Frank came to Trcnnach, he was taken ill mth a 
fever ; and Mrs. Boll helped Edina to nurse him through it. 
He took a great liking to the quaint, well-meaning, and 
rather superior woman, who was so deft with her fingers, 
and so ready with her tongue. He would often then, partly 
in jest, call her “ mother ; ** he called her so still. 

Mrs. Bell was seven-and-forty now, a^d very stout ; her 
short grey curls lay flat under lioi mob-cap ; lier still 
bright complexion must once have been us delicately beauti- 
ful as her daughter’s. She put the basin of mint on the 
table, and smoothed down her clean white apron. 

l*m no great things to-day. Master Frank. Sometimes 
nqw, sir, I get to think that I never shall be again.” 

“ Just as I thought in that fever of mine,” said Frank, 
purposely making light of her words. “ Why, my good 
woman, by this day twelvemonth you’ll bo as strong and 
weU as I am. Only take heart and have patience. Youis 
is A case, you know, that cannot be dealt with in a day : it 
requires time.” 

Into the further conversation wo need not enter. It 
Edina. 2 
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ivlatcd to her ailments. Not a word was said by cither about 
that disturbing element, the Seven Whistlers; and Frank 
went out again, wishing her a good aiipctito for her dinner. 

Putting his best foot foremost, ho sped along, fleet as the 
wind. The Bare Plain gave pliK'c to pasture land, trees, 
and flowers. A (j[uartor-of-an-hour brouglit liim to The 
]\[ouut— a moderately-sized mansion, standing in its own 
grounds, the residence of the St. Clares. By the sudden 
tleath of the late owner, who had not reached the meridian 
of life, it had fallen unexpectedly to a distant cousin ; a 
young lieutenant serving with his regiment in India. In 
his absence, his mother had given uj) her house at Bath, 
and taken possession of it; she and her two daughters. 
They had come quite strangers to the place about two* 
months ago. Mrs. St. Clare — it should be mentioned that 
they chose to give their name its full pronunciation, Saint 
Clare — had four children. The eldest, Charlotte, was with 
her husband, Captain To^vnley, in India ; Lydia was second ; 
the lieutenant and present owner of The Mount came next ; 
and lastly Margaret, who was several years younger than 
the rest, and indulged accordingly. Mrs. St. Clare was 
extremely fond of society ; and considered that at The Mount 
she was simply buried alive. 

The great entrance-gates were on the opposite side; 
Frank Raynor never went round to them, unless ho was on 
horseback : w^hen on foot, he entered, as now, by the small 
postern-gate that was almost hidden by clustering shrubs. 
A short walk through the narrow patlnvay between these 
shrubs, and he was met by Margaret St. Clare ; or, as they 
generally called her at home, Daisy. It frequently ha2)penod 
that she did meet him : and, in truth, the meetings were 
becoming rather precious to both, most especially so to her. 
During these two months’ residence of the St. Clares at The 
Mount, Mr. Raynor and Margaret had seen a good deal of 
each other. Lydia was an invalid— or fancied herself one 
— and the Raynors had been in attendance from the first, 
paying visits to The Mount almost every other day. The 
doctor himself now and then, but it was generally Frank 
who went. 
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And Mrs. St. Clare was quite contented that it should be 
Frank. In this dead-alive spot, Frank Eaynor, with his 
good looks, his sunny presence, his attractive manners, 
seemed like a godsend to her. She chanced to know that 
he was a gentleman by birth, having met members of his 
family before : Major Eaynor ; and, once, old Mrs. Atkinson, 
of Eagles’ Nest. She did not know much about them, and 
in her proud heart secretly looked down upon Frank : as 
she would have looked upon ai!y other general ijractitioner. 
But she liked Frank himself, and she very much liked his 
society, and often asked him to dinner, en fiimille. The 
few visiting people who lived within reach did not form a 
large party; but Mrs. St. Clare brought them together 
occasionally, and made the best of them. 

Margaret St. Clare would be nineteen to-morrow.* A 
slight-made, fair, pretty girl, putting one somehow in mind 
of a fairy. Her small feet scarcely seemed to touch the 
ground as she walked, her small arms and hands, her I 
delicate throat and neck, were all perfectly formed^ The 
face was fair and piquante, quiet and rather grave when in 
repose. Her eyes \vero of that remarkable shade that some 
people call light hazel and others amber ; and in truth they 
occasionally looked as clear and bright as amber. 

She was fond of dress. Mrs. St. Clare’s daughters were 
all fond of it. Margaret’s gown this morning, of fine, light 
blue texture, fell in soft folds around her, some narrow 
white lace at the throat. A thin poia chain holding a 
locket was round her neck. Her hat, its blue ribbons 
streaming, hung on her arm ; her aubiu’n hair was somewhat 
ruffled by the breeze. As she came*lorward to meet Frank, 
her face was lighted up with smiles of pleasure ; its blushes 
wpre almost as deep as those that had lighted up Eosaline 
Bell’s not half-an-hour ago. Frank took both her hands in 
silence. His heart was beating at the sight of her: and 
silence in these brief moments is the finest eloquence. 
Bapidly indeed was he arriving at that blissful stale, de- 
scribed by Lord Byron in a word or two : “ For him the^ 
was but one beloved face on eai*t}\” Ay, and arriving ali&o 
at its consciousness. Even now it was shining on him.’’ 
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She was the first to break the silence. “You arc late, 
Mr. Baynor. Lydia has been all impatience.” 

“ I am a little late, Miss Margaret. There is always a 
good deal to do on a Monday morning.” 

Lydia St. Clare might be impatient, but neither of them 
seemed anxious to hurry in to her. The windows of the 
house could not be seen from here ; evergreens grew high 
and thick between them, a very wilderness. In fact, the 
grounds generally were little better than a wilderness; 
the late owner was an absentee, and the place had been 
neglected. But it seemed beautiful as Eden to these two, 
strolling along side by side, and lingering on this bright 
day. The blue sky was almost cloudless; the sun gilded 
the budding trees; the birds sang as they built their 
nests: early flowers were coining up; all things spoke 
of the sweet spring-time. The sweet spring-time that 
is renewed year by year in nature when bleak winter 
dies ; but which comes to the heart but once. It was 
reigning in the hearts of those two happy strollers; and 
it was in its very earliest dawn, when it is freshest and 
sweetest. 

“See,” said Margaret, stooping; “a beautiful double- 
daisy, pink-fringed! It has only come out to-day. Is it 
not very early for them V ” 

He took the flower from her unresisting hand as she held 
it out to him. “ Will you give it me, Daisy ? ” he asked, in 
low, tender tones, his eyes meeting hers with a meaning she 
could not misunderstand. 

Her eyes fell beneath his, her fingers trembled as she 
resigned the blossom. He had never called her by that pet 
name before ; only once or twice had he said Margai*et with- 
out the fonnal prefix. 

“It is not worth your'having,” she stammered. “It is 
only a daisy.” 

“ Only a daisy ! The daisy shall be my favourite flower 
of airflowers from henceforth.” 

“ Indeed, I think you must go in to Lydia.” 

“ I am going in. How the wind blows! You will catch 
cold without your hat.” 
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“ I never catch cold, Mr. Raynor. I never have anything 
the matter with me.’* 

He put the daisy into his button-hole, its pink and white 
head just peeping out. Margaret protested hotly. 

“ Oh, don’t ; please don’t ! Mamma will laugh at you, 
Mr. Raynor. Such a stupid little flower! ” 

‘‘ Not stupid to me,” he answered. “ As to laughing, Mrs. 
St. Clare may laugh at it as much as she pleases 4 and at mo 
too.” 

The house was gained at last. Crossing the flagged 
entrance-hall, they entered a very pretty moniiiig-room, its 
curtains and furniture of pale green, bordered with gold. 
Mrs. St. Clare, a large, fair woman with a Roman nose, lay 
bock in an easy-chair, a beautifully-worked screen attached 
to the white marble mantelpiece shading her face from the 
fire. Her gown was black and white: grey and black 
X'ibbons composed her head-dress. She looked half-dead 
with ennui. Those largo women are often incorrigibly idle 
and listless : she never took up a needle, never cared to turn 
the pages of a book. She was indolent by nature, and had 
grown more so during her life in" India before tlic death (»f 
lier husband, Cmonel St. Clare. 

But her face lighted up to something like animation when 
Mr. Raynor entered and w^ent forw^ard. Margaret fell into 
tlie background. After shaking hands wdth Mrs. St. Glare, 
he turned to the opposite side of thr ti’ oplace; where, in 
another easy-chair, enveloped in a pijik morning-wrapper, 
mt the invalid, Lydia. 

She was a tall, fair, Roman-nosed young woman too, 
lU'omising to be in time as large a^: her mother. As idle 
she was already. Dr. Raynor said all she wanted w'as to 
exert herself: to walk and take an interest in the bustling 
concerns of daily life as other girls did ; she would talk no 
more of nervousness and chest-ache then. 

Frank felt her pulse, looked at her tongue, and inquired 
how she had slept ; with all the rest of the usual liiedical ^ 
routine. Lydia answered fretfully, and began complaining of 
the dulness of her life. It was this wretched Cornish mining 
country that was uaaking her worse : she felt sure of it. 
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“ And that silly child, Daisy, declared this morning that 
it was the sweetest place she was ever in ! ” added Miss St. 
Clare, in withering contempt meant for Daisy. “ She said 
she should like existence, as it is just at present, to last for 
ever ! 

Frank Raynor caught a glimpse of a painfully-blushing 
face in the distance, and something like a smile crossed his 
own. Ho took a small phial, containing a tonic, from his 
pocket, which ho had brought with him, and lianded it to 
the invalid. 

“ You will drive out to-day as usual, of course ? said he. 

“ Oh, I suppose so,” was Miss St. Clare’s careless answer. 
“I don’t know how wo should live through the hours 
between luncheon and dinner without driving. Not that I 
care* for it.” 

“ Talking of dinner,” interposed Mrs. St. Clare, “ I want 
you to dine with us to-day, Mr. Raynor. Is that a daisy in 
your coat ? What an absurd ornament ! ” 

“ Yes, it is a daisy,” replied Frank, looking down on it. 
“ Thank you very much for your invitation. I will come, if 
I possibly can.” 

“ I cannot allow you any ‘If* in the matter.” 

Frank smiled, and gave a flick to the lavender glove in 
his hand. He liked to be a bit of a dandy when ho called 
at The Mount. As to dining there — in truth, he desired 
nothing bettor. But he was never (piitc sure w’hat ho could 
do until the hour came. 

“ A doctor’s time is not hiS own, you know, Mrs. St. Clare.” 

“You must really give us yours this evening. Our 
dinners are insufferably dull when wo sit down alone.” 

So Frank Raynor gave the promise — and ho meant to 
keep it if possible. Ah, that he had not kept it ! that he 
had remained at homo ! But for that unfortunate evgning’s 
visit to The Mount, and its conse(iucnces, a groat deal of this 
history would not have been written. 

The day went on. Nothing occurred to prevent Frank’s 
fulfilling his engagement. The dinner hour at The Mount 
was seven o’clock. It was growing dusk when Frank, a 
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light coat thrown over his evening dress, started for his 
walk to it, but not yet dark enough to conceal objects. 
Frank meant to get over tlie ground in twenty minutes: 
and, really, his long legs and active frame w-ero capable of 
any feat in the matter of speed. That would give him ten 
minutes before dinner for a chat with Daisy ; Mrs. and Miss 
St, Clare rarely entered the drawing-room until the last 
moment. 

“Going off to dine again witli that proud lot at The 
Mount!” enviously remarked Mr. Pellet, as ho noted 
Frank’s attire from his usual post of observation, the 
threshold of the chemist’s door. “ It’s fine to be him ! ” 

“ Blase,” called his master from within, “ where have you 
put that now lot of canmmiles ? ” 

Mr. Blase was turning leisurely to respond, whea his 
<piick red-brown eyes caught sight of something exceedingly 
disagreeable to them : a meeting between Fi*ank and 
Ilosalino Boll. She had come into the village apparently 
from liomo : and she and Frank were now talking together. 
Mr. Blase felt terribly uncomfortable, almost splitting with 
wrath and envy. 

He would have given his ears to hear what they were 
saying. Frank was laughing and chattering in that usually 
gay manner of his that most people found so attractive ; she 
was listening, her pretty lips parted with a smile. Even at 
this distance, and in spite of the fa^iu'^ light, Mr. Blase, 
aided by imagination, could sec her shy, half-conscious look, 
and the rose-blush on her cheeks. 

And Frank stayed talking and laughing with her as 
though time and The Mount \vero nothing to him. He 
tliought no liarm, ho meant no ^vrong. Frank Kaynor never 
meant liarm to living mortal. If lie had only been as 
cautious as ho was w ell-intcntioned ! 

“ Blase 1 ” reiterated old Edmund Fhiat, “ I want to find 
they now camomiles, just come in. Don’t you hear me? 
What have you done with them ? ” 

Mr. Blase was quite impeiwious tc the words. They hatT 
parted now : Frank was swinging on again ; Rosaline was 
coming tl^is way. Blase went strolling across the street to 
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meet her : but she, as if purposely to avoid him, suddenly 
turned down an opening between the houses, and was lost to 
sight and to Blase Pellet. 

“ I wonder if she cut down there to avoid me ? thought 
he, standing still in mortification. And there was a very 
angry look on his face as he crossed back again from his 
fruitless errand. 

Daisy was not alone in the drawing-room this evening 
when Frank amved. Whether his gossip witli Rosaline 
had been too prolonged, or whether he had not walked as 
quickly as usual, it was a minute past seven when Frank 
reached The Mount. All the ladies were assembled : Lydia 
and Daisy in blue silk; Mi’s. St. Clare in black satin. 
Their kinsman had been dead six months, and the young 
ladies had just gone out of mourning for him ; but Mrs. St. 
Clare wore hers still. 

Daisy looked radiant ; at any rate, in Frank’s eyes : a 
very fairy. The white lacc on her low body and .sleeves 
was scarcely whiter tlian her fair neck and arms : one white 
rose nestled in her hair, 

“ Dinner is served, madam.” 

Frank offered his arm to Mrs. St. dare: the two young 
ladies followed. It was a large and very handsome dining- 
room: the table, with its white clotli, and its glass and 
silver glittering under the wax-lights, looked almost lost in 
it. Lydia faced her mother ; Frank and Daisy were opposite 
each other. He looked ’well in evening dress: worthy of 
being a prince, thought Daisy. ' 

The conversation turned chiefly on the festivities of tlio 
following evening. Mrs. St. Clare was to give a dance in 
honour of her youngest daughter's birthday. It would not 
be a large party; the neighbourhood did not afford that; 
but some guests from a distance were to slec]) in the house, 
and remain for a day or two. 

“ Will you give me the first dance, Daisy ? ” Frank seized 
an opportunity of whispering to her, as they were all re- 
‘turning to the drawing-room together. 

Daisy shook her head, and blushed again. Blushed at 
the familiar word, which he had not presumed to use until 
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that day. But it had never sounded so sweet to her from 
other lips. 

“ I may not,” she answered. “ Mamma has decided that 
my first dance must be with some old guy of a Cornish 
baronet — Sir Paul Trellasis, Gointj, do you say! AVhy? 
It is not yet nine o’clock.” 

“ I am obliged to leave,” he answered. “ I promised Dr. 
Raynor. I have to see a country patient for him to-night.” 

Making his apologies to Mrs. St. Clare for his early 
departure, and stating the reason, Frank left the house. It 
was a cold and very light night : the skies clear, the moon 
intensely bright. Frank went on with his best step. When 
about half-way across the Bare Plain he met Rosaline Bell. 
The church clock was striking nine. 

“ Why, Rose ! Have you been all this time at Giuiiny 
Sandon’s ? ” 

“ Yes ; the whole time,” she answered. “ I stayed to liolp 
her into bed. Poor granny’s rheumatism is very bad : slie 
can searcely do anything for herself.” 

“ Is her rheumatism bad again ? I must call and see lior. 
A cold night, is it not *? ” 

“ I am nearly perished,” she said. I forgot to take a 
shawd with me.” 

But Rosaline did not look perished. The meeting had 
called up warmth and colouring to her face, so inexpressibly 
beautiful in the full, bright moonlight. A beauty that 
might have stirred a heart less susceptible than w’a& Frank 
Raynor’s. 

“ Perished I ” he cried. ‘‘ Let have a dance together. 
Rose.” And, seizing her hands. It; waltzed round wdth her 
on the path, in very lightness of spirit. 

“ Oh, Mr. Raynor, pray don’t ! I must be going home, 
indeed, sir. Mother will think T am lost.” 

“ There ! Are you warm now ? I must go, also.” 

And before she could resist — if, indeed, slie w^ould have 
resisted — Frank Raynor snatched a kiss from the lovely 
face, released her hands, and wont swiftly away over the 
6are Plain. 

There was not very much harm in this: and most 
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assuredly Frank intended none. That has been already 
said. He would often act without tliought ; do mad things 
upon impulse. Ho admired Eosaliiic’s beauty, and he liked 
to talk and laugh with her. He might not have chosen to 
steal a kiss from her in the face and eyes of Tronnach : but 
what hann could there be in doing it when they were alone 
in the moonlight ? 

And if the moon had been the only spectator, no harm 
woidd have come of it. Unfortunately a pair of human eyes 
had been looking on as well : and the very worst eyes, taken 
in that sense, tliat could have gazed — Mr. Blase relict’s. 
After shutting up the shop that night, ill luck had put it 
into Mr. Pellet’s head to take a walk over to Mrs. Bell’s. 
He went in the hope of seeing Rosaline : in wliicli he was 
disappointed : and was now on his way home again. 

Rosaline stood gazing after Frank Raynor. No one but 
herself knew how dear he was to her ; no one over would 
know. The momentary kiss seemed still to tremble on her 
lips; her lieart beat wildly. Wrapt in this ecstatic con- 
fusion, it was not to bo wondered at that slic neither saw 
nor heard the advance of Mr. Pellet; or that Frank, 
absorbed in lier and the dance, had previously been equally 
Tinobservant. 

With a sigh, Rosaline at length turned, and found licrsc^lf 
face to face with the intruder. Ho had lialted close to her, 
and was standing quite still. 

“ Blase ! ” she exclaimed, with a faint cry. “ How you 
startled me ! ” 

“ Where have you been ? ” asked Blase, in sullen tones. 
“ Your mother says you’ve been out for I don’t know how 
many hours.” 

“I’ve been to Granny Sandon’s. Good-night to you, 
Blase : it is late.” 

“ A little too late for honest girls,” returned Blase, 
putting himself in her way. “ Have you been stopping out 
with /iim?” pointing to the fast^^disappearing figure of 
Frank Raynor. 

“I mot Mr. Raynor here, where wo are standing; and 
was talking with him for about a minute.” 
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“.It seems to me you are always meeting him,” growled 
Blase, suppressing any mention of the dance he had seen, 
and the kiss that succeeded it. 

“ Do you want to quarrel with mo. Blase ? It seems so 
by your tone.” 

“ You met him at dusk this evening as you were going to 
old Sandon’s — if you were going there ; and you meet him 
now in returning,” continued Blase. “ It’s done on j)urposc,” 

“ If I did meet him each time, it was by accident. Do 
you suppose I put myself in tlie way of meeting Mr. 
Ibiynor V ” 

“Yes, Ido. There!” 

“ You shall not say these things to me. Blase. Just 
because you chance to bo a fifteenth cousin of my mother’s, 
you tiiiiik that gives you a right to lecture me.” 

“You are always out and about somewhere,” contended 
Blase. “What on earth d’you want at old Sandon’s for 
ever?” 

“ She is sad and lonely. Blase,” was the j)leading answer, 
given in a tone of sweet pity. “ Tliiuk of her sorrow ! 
Poor Granny Sandon ! ” 

“ Why do you call her ‘Granny’?” demanded Blase, wIiq 
was in a fault-finding mood. “ She’s no granny of yours, 
Rosaline.” 

Rosaline laughed slightly. “ Indeed, I don’t know why 
WG call her ‘Granny,’ Blase. Every one does. Let me 
pass.” 

“ Every one doesn’t. No ; you are not going to pass yet. 
I intend to have it out with you a' ut the way you favour 
that fool, Raynor, Meeting him at .11 hours of the day and 
night. ’ 

Rosaline’s anger was aroused. In her heart slic disliked 
Blase Pedlct. He had given her trouble for some* time past 
in trying to force his attentions upon her. It seemed to 
her that half the work of her life consisted in devising 
means to repress and avoid him. 

“Tlow dare you speak to mo in this manner. Blase Pellet ? 
You have not the right to do it, and you never will have.” 

“ You’d rtither listen to the false palaver of that stuck-up 
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gentleman, Kaynor, than you would to the words of an 
honest man like mo.” 

“ Blase Pellet, heai* me once for all,” vehemently retorted 
the girl. “Whatever Mr. Raynor may say to mo, it is 
nothing to you ; it never will bo anything to you. If you 
speak in this way of him again, I shall tell him of it.’* 

She eluded the outstretched arm, ran swiftly by, and 
gained her home. Blase Pellet, standing to watch, saw the 
light witliin as she opened the door and entered. 

“ Is it nothing to me ! ” ho repeated, in a crestfallen tone. 
“ You’ll find that out before we are a day older, Miss 
Rosaline. I’ll stop your fun with that proud fellow', 
Raynor/’ 


CHAPTER III. 

ON THE BAUE PLAIN. 

“ In vain I look from height nnil tower, 

No wi>ihed-for form 1 see ; 

In vain I seek the woodbine bower— 

He comes no more tn me.’* 

So sang Rosaline Bell in the beams of tho morning sun. 
They came glinting between the hyacinths in tho wuiutow', 
and fell on the cups and saucers. Rosaline stood at tlio 
kitchen-table, w'ashing up the breakfast-things. She wore 
a light print gown, with a white linen collar fastened by a 
small silver brooch. 

An expression of intense happiness sat on her beautiful 
face. This old song, that she was singing to herself in a 
sweet undertone, was one that her mother used to sing to 
her when she was a child. Tho words came from the girl 
half unconsciously ; for, while she sang, she was living over 
again’in thought last night’s meeting with Frank Raynor on 
the Bare Plain. 

“ Rosie ! ” 

The fond name, called in her mother’s voice, interrupted 
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her. Putting down the saucer she was drying, she advanced 
to the staircase-door, which opened from Hie kitchen, and 
stood there. 

“ Yes, mother ! Did you want me ? ” 

“ Has your father gone out, Rose ? ” 

‘‘ Yes. He said he should not be long." 

“ Oh no, I dare say not I " crossly responded Mrs. Bell ; 
her tone plainly implying that she put no faith whatever in 
any promise of the sort. “ They’ll make a day of it again, 
as they did yesterday. Bnng me a little warm water in 
half-an-hour, Rose, and I’ll get up.” 

“ Very well, mother.” 

Rose returned to her tea-cups, and resumed her song ; 
resumed it in very gladness of heart. Ah, could she only 
have known what this day was designed to bring forth-for 
her before it should finally close, she had sunk down in the 
blankness of despair ! But there was no foreshadowing on 
her spirit. 

Twaa at the dawn of a summer morn, 
false love hied a\vay ; 

O’er his shoulder hung the hunter’s horn, 

And his looks were blithe and gax, 

“ * Ere the evening dew-drops fall, my love,' 

. lie thus to me did say, 

‘I’ll be at the garden-gate, my love ’■ — 

And gaily he rode awaj".” 

Another interruption. Some one tried the door — of 
which Rosaline had a habit of slipping the bolt—and then 
knocked sharply. Rosaline oplv v. it. A rough-looking 
woman, miserably attired, stood iiMn'c : an inhabitant of one 
of the poorest dwellings in this quarb'r. 

“ I wants to know,” cried this woman, in a voice as 
uncouth as her speech, and with a dialect that needs trans- 
lation for the uninitiated reader, ‘‘ whether they vools o’ men 
be at work to-day.” 

“ I think not,” replied Rosaline. 

^«*^There’s that man o’ mine gone ofi* again to the Golden 
shaaft, and he’ll come hoam as he did yesternight ! What 
tha plague does they father go and fill all they vools up 
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weth lies about they Whistlers for ? That’s what IM like to 
kno'w'. If Bell had hecrccl they Whistlers, others *ud hcv 
heered they.” 

“I can’t tell you anything at all about it, Mrs. Janes,” 
returned Eosaline, civilly but very distantly ; for she knew 
these people to be immeasurably lier inferiors, and hold 
them at arm’s-length, “ You can ask my father about it 
yourself ; hell be here by-and-by. I can’t let you in now ; 
mother’s just as poorly as ever to-day, and she cannot bear a 
noise.” 

Closing the door as she sjwke, and slipping the bolt, lest 
rude Mrs. Janes should choose to enter by force, Eosaline 
took up her song again. 

1 watched from the topmost, to))most height, 

Till the sun’s bright beams were o’er, 

And the pale moon shed her vestal light — 

IJut my lover returned no more.” 

Whether the men were still incited by a dread of the 
Seven Whistlers, and were really afraid to descend into tlic 
mines, or whether they used the pretext as an excuse foi* a 
second day’s holiday, certain it was that not a single man 
had gone to work. Ross, the overseer, reiterated his threats 
of punishment again and again ; and reiterated in vain. 

As a general rule, there exists not a more sober race of 
men than that of the Cornish miners; and the miners in 
(question had once been no exception to the rule. But 
some few years before this, on the occasion of a prolonged 
dispute between masters and men, many fresh workmen had 
been imported from distant parts of England, and they had 
brought their drinking habits with them. The Cornish men 
caught them up in a degree : but it was only on occasions 
like the present that they indulged them to any extent, and 
therefore, when they did so, it was the more noticeable. 

Mr. John Float at the Golden Shaft was doing a great 
stroke of business these idle days. As many men as could 
find seats in his hospitable house took possession of it. 
Amongst them was Josiah Bell. Few had ever seen Bell 
absolutely intoxicated ; but lie now and then took enough to 
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render him more sullen than uKual ; and at such times ho 
Was sure to bo quarrelsome. 

Turning out of the Golden Shaft on this second day 
between twelve and one o’clock. Bell went down the street 
towards his home, with some more men who lived in that 
direction. Dr. Raynor chanced to be standing outside his 
house, and accosted Bell. The other men walked on. 

“ Not at work yet, Bell ! ” 

“ Not at work yet,” echoed Bell, as doggedly as he dared, 
and standing to face the doctor. 

“ How long do you mean to let this fancy about the Seven 
Whistlers hinder you ? When is it to end ? ” 

Boll’s eyes went out straight before him, as if trying to 
foresee what and where the end would be, and his tones lost 
their fierceness. This fancy in regard to the Seven Whistlers 
— as the doctor styled it — ^liad evidently taken a serious, 
hay, a solemn hold upon him. Whether or not the other 
men anticipated ill-fortune from it, most indisputably Bell 
did so. 

“ I don’t know, sir,” ho said, quite humbly. “ I should 
like to see the end.” 

“ Are you feeling well. Bell ? ” continued Dr. Raynor, in 
a tone of sympathy — for thb strange grey pallor was on the 
man’s face still. 

“ I’m well enough, doctor. What should ail me ? ” 

“ You don’t look well.” 

Bfell shifted his stick from one hand to the other. “ The 
Whistlers gave me a turn, I suppose,” he said. 

“Nonsense, man! You should not bo so superstitious.” 

“ See here, Dr. Raynor,” was the leply — and the tone was 
lowered in what sounded very like fear. “You know of 
the hurt I got in the pit in Staffordshire — which lamed me 
for good? Well, the night before it I heard the Seven 
Whistlerfu They warned me of ill-luck then; and now 
they’ve warned me again, and I know it will come. I wonH 
go down the mine till three days have passed. The 'other 
nf^wrmay do as they like.” 

He walked on with the last words. Mr, Blase Pellet, who 
had been looking on at the interview from over the wayj 
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gazed idly after Bell until he had turned the corner and 
was out of sight. All in a moment, as though some recol- 
lection came suddenly to him, Blase tore off his white apron, 
darted in for his hat, and ran after Bell ; coming up with 
him just beyond the parsonage. 

"What Mr. Blase Pellet communicated to him, to put Bell’s 
temper up as it did, and what particular language ho used, 
was best known to himself. If the young man had any 
conscience, one would think that remorse, for what that 
communication led to, must lie on it to his dying day. Its 
substance was connected with Eosaline and ih*ank liaynor. 
He was telling tales of them, giving his own colouring to 
what he said, and representing the latter gentleman and 
matters in general in a very unfavourable light indeed. 

^ If he dares to molest her again. III knock his head off,’* 
threatened Bell to himself and the Bare Plain, as he parted 
with Pellet, and made his way across it, muttering and 
brandishing his stick. The other men had disappeared, 
each within his home. Bell was about to enter his, when 
Mrs. Janes came out of her one room, her hair hanging, her 
gown in tatters, her voice shrill. She placed herself before 
Bell. 

“ I’ve been asking about my man. They tells me he es 
in a-drinking at the Golden Shaaft. I’ll twist hes cars for 
ho when he comes out on’t ! And now I’m a-going to have 
it out with you about they Whistlers ! Ef the ” 

Mrs. Janes’s eloquence was summarily arrested. With 
an unceremonious push, Josiah Boll put her out of his way, 
strode on to his own door, and closed it against her. 

Eosaline was alone, laying the cloth for dinner. Boll, 
excited by drink, abused his daughter roundly, accusing her 
of “ lightness ” and all sorts of unorthodox things. Eosaline 
stared at him in simple astonishment. 

“Why, father, what can you bo thinking of?” she ex- 
claimed. “ Who has been putting this into your head ? ” 

“Blase Pellet,” answered Bell, scorning to equivocate. 
“ And I’d a mind to knock him down for his pains — wh^fe^ 
it’s true or whether it’s not.” 

“ True !— that I could be guilty of light conduct 1 ” 


1C- 
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turned Rosaline. Fath^, 1 thought you knew mo bettor. 
As to Mr. Baynor, 1 don’t believe he is capable of .an un- 
worthy thought. He would ralher do good in the world 
than evil.” 

And her tone was so truthful^ her demeanour so con- 
sciously dignified, that Bell felt his gloomy thoughts melt 
away as. if by magic ; and he wished he had knocked Mr. 
Pellet down. 

The day went on to evenings and tea was being taken at 
Dr. Raynor’s. Five o’clook was the usual hour for the 
meal, and it was now nearly seven : but the doctor had been 
some* miles into the country to see a wealthy patient, and 
Edina waited for him. They sat round the table in the 
best parlour ; the cme of which the bow-window looked t>n 
to the street ; the other room was chiefly used for breakfast 
and dinner. 

Its warm curtains were drawn before the window now, 
behind the small table that hold the stand of beautiful white 
coral, brought home years ago by Major Raynor; the fire 
burned brightly; two candles stood near the tea-tray. 
Behind the doctor, who sat facing the window, was a hand- 
some cabinet, a few choice books qu its shelves. Frank, 
reading a newspaper and sipping his tea, sat between his 
uncle and Edina. 

This was t&e night of the ball at The Mount. Edina was 
going to it. A most unusual dissipation for her ; one ^e 
was quite unaccustomed to. Ti^nnach afforded no oppor- 
tunity for this sort of visiting, ard it would have been all 
tbo same to Miss Raynor if it had. As she iaruly said, she 
bad not been to a dance for years and years. Frank was 
making merry over it, asking her whether she could re- 
member ber “ steps ” 

I am waxuy you accepted for me, papa,” she suddenly 
imid. 1 have regretted it ever since.” 

‘ « Why, Edina 9 ” 

jtfft is not in my way, you know, papa. And I have had 
ffie trouble of altering a dress.” 

Mrs. St. Clare was good enough to press your going9 

Edin*. r* 
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jSdina — she candidly told me she wanted more ladies— and 
I did not like to refuse. She wanted m to go,” added Dr. 
Baynor, with a broad smile. 

Tm sure, papa, you would be as much of an ornament at 
a ball as I shall he — and would be far more welcome to 
Mrs. Si Clare,” said Edina; 

** Omanient ? Oh, I leave that to I^rank.” 

“ 1 dare say you could dance, even now, as well as 1 can^ 
t)apa.” 

Something like a flash of pain crossed his face. He dance 
now t Edina little thought how near — ^if matters with regard 
to himself were as he suspected— how Very near ho was to 
the end of all things. 

** You looked tired, papa,” she said. 

I am tired, child. That horse of mine does not seem to 
carry me as easily as he did. Or perhaps it is 1 who feel 
his action more. What do you say, Frank ? ” 

About the horse, uncle ? I think he is just as easy to 
ride as he always was.” 

Dr. Baynor suppressed a sigh, and quitted the room* 
Frank rose, put his elbow on the mantelpiece, and glanced 
at his good4ooking face in the glass. 

What time do you :^ean to start, Edina ? ” 

« At half-past eight. I don't wish to go in later than the 
Card sayS— nine o^clock. It is a shame to invite people for 
so late an hour 1 ” 

«It*is late for Trennach,” acknowledged Frank; “but 
would be early for some places. Mrs. St. Clare has brought 
her fashionable hours with her ” 

At that moment, the entrance-door was ]pushed violently 
open, and an applicant was heard to clatter in, in a desperate 
hurry. Frank went out to see. 

Mrs. Molly Janes was lying at home, half killed, in 
immediate need of the services of either Dr. or Mr. Bayh<^. 
Mr. Janes had just staggered home l&om his day’s enjoyment: 
at the Golden Shaft: wife was unwfee enough to attack 

him in that state; he had retaliated and nearly “ done^*' ^or 
her. Such was the substance of the report brought by the 
messenger-^-a lad with wild eyes and panting breath* 
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“You will have to go, Frank,” said the doctor. “lam 
sorry for it, but I am really not able to walk there to-night. 
My ride &kOols: me fearfully.” 

“ Of course I will go, sir,” replied Frank, in his ready 
way. “ I shall back long teforo Edina wants me. What 
are Mrs. Janes’s chief injuries? ” he asked, taming to the 
boy. 

“ He heve faaled on her like a fiend, master,” answered 
the alarmed lad. “Ho’ve broke aal her bones to lermps, 
he heve.” 

A bad account. Frank prepared to start without delay. 
He had left his hat in the parlour ; and whilst getting it he 
said a hasty word to Edina — ^he had to go off to the cottages 
on the Bare Plain. Edina caught up the idea that it was 
Mrs. Bell who needed him : she knew of no other patientin 
that quarter. 

‘'*Come back as quickly as you can, Frank,” she said. 
“ You have to dress, you know. Don’t stay chattering with 
Rosaline.” 

“ With Rosaline ! ” ho exclaimed, in surprise. “ Oh, I see. 
It is not Mrs. Bell who wants me ; it is Molly Janes. She 
and her husband have been at issue again.” 

With a gay laugh at Edina’s advice touching Rosaline, 
and the rather serious and meaning tone she gave it in, 
Frank hastened away. The fact was, some odds and ends 
of joking had been heard in the village lately, coupling 
Frank’s name with the girl’s, and they had reached the ears 
of Edina. She intended to talk to Frank wamingly about 
it on the first opportunity. 

When about half-way across the Bare Plam, Frank saw 
some man before him, in the moonlight, who was not very 
steady on his legs. The lad had gone rushing forward, 
thinking to come in at the end of the fight ; should it, haply, 
still be going on. 

“What, is it you. Belli exclaimed Frank, recognising 
the staggerer as he overtook and passed him. “ You’ve? had 
as much as you can carry, have you not ? ” he eJded> 
in light good^natnre. 

It was Bell. Stumbling tipmewardg bom the Golden 
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Shaft. A very early hour indeed, considering the stato he 
was in, for him to quit the seductions of that hostelry. He 
had been unwise enough to go back to it after his dinner, 
and there he had sat until now. Had he chosen to keep 
sober, tho matter whispered by Blase Pellet would not have 
returned to rankle iii his mind: aahe did not, it had soon 
begun to do so ominously. With eyery cup be took, the 
matter grew in his imagination, until it assumed an ugly 
look, and became a very block picture. And he had now come 
blundering forth with the intention of looking out for 
himself,” as ingeniously suggested by Blase Pellet that day 
when they were parting. In short, to track the steps and 
movements of the two suspected people ; to watch whether 
they met, and all about it 

Perhaps other folks will have as much as they can cany 
soon,” was his insolent retort to Frank, lifting the heavy 
stick in his hand menacingly. At which Frank only laughed, 
and sped onwards. 

A tembly savage mood rushed over Josmh Bell. Seeing 
Frank strike off towards Bleak Bow, he concluded that it 
was to his dwelling-house he was bent, and to see Bosaline. 
And he gniushed Us teeth in fury, and gave vent to a fierce 
oath because he could not overtake the steps of the younger 
man. 

Bursting in at his own door when he at length reached 
it, he sent his eyes round the room in search of the offenders. 
But all the living inmates that met his view consisted of his 
wife in her mob-cap and white apron, knitting, os usual, in 
her own chair, and the cat sleeping upon the hearth. 

“ Where's Bosaline ? ” 

' Mrs. Bell put down her knitting — a grey worsted stocking 
for Bell himself— and fd^^ed deeply as she gazed at him. 
He had not b^n very sober at dinner-time : he was yrorso 
now. Nevertheless she felt thankfiil thst he had come Iromo 
so soon. 

“ She’s gone out I ” ho continued, before Mrs. Bell had 
Bj^ken : and it was evident &at the fEiot of Bosaline’s loing 
out was puttinn him into a fittions munion. << Who is she 
with?” 
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“ Eose went over after tea to sit a bit with Granny Sandon. 
Granny’s worse to-day, poor thing. I’m expecting her back 
every minute.” 

Bell staggered to the fireplace and stood there grasping 
his stick. His wife went on with her knitting in silence. 
To reproach him now would do harm instead of good. It 
must be owned that his exceeding to this extent was quite 
an exceptional case : not many times had his wife kno^n 
him do it. 

« Where’s Baynor ? ” he broke out. 

“ Raynor ! ” she echoed, in surprise. “ Do you mean Mr. 
Frank Baynor ? I don’t know where he is.” 

‘‘ He came in here a few .minutes ago.” 

“Bless you, no, not he,” returned the wife, in an easy 
tone, thinldng it the best tone to assume just then. 

“ I tell ye I saw him come here.” 

“The moonlight must have misled you, Josiah. Mr. 
Baynor has not been here to-day. Put down your stick and 
take off your hat : and sit do^ and be comfortable.” 

To this persuasive invitation, Bell made no reply. Yet 
a minute or two he stood in silence, gazings at the fire ; then, 
grasping his stick more firmly, and ramming his hat upon 
his head, he staggered out again, banging the door after him. 
Mrs. Bell sighej^ audibly ; she supposed he was returning 
to the Golden Shaft. 

Meanwhile Frank Baynor was with Mrs. Molly Janes 
Her damages were not so bad as had been represented, mi 
he proceeded to treat them : w'l I d took some little time 
Leaving her a model of artisticaliy-appli^ sticking-plaster, 
Frank started homewards again. The night was mosi 
beautiful ; the sky clear, except for a few fieecy clouds that 
now and then passed across it, the silvery^moon riding 
grandly above them. Just as Frank came opposite the 
Botton^ss Shaft, he met itesaline, on her way home from 
Granny Sandon’s. 

They stopped to speak — as a matter of course. Fi*ank 
toj^er of the affray that had taken place, and the punish- 
ment of Molly Janes. While Rosaline listened, she kept 
her fiice turned ip the direction she had come from, as 
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though sho were watching for some one: and her quick 
eyes discerned a'figuro approaching in the moonlight. 

Good-night— you pass on, Mr. Frank,” she suddenly and 
hurriedly exclaimodr ^’^am going to hide here for a 
minute.” 

Darting' towards the Bottomless Shaft, she took refuge 
amongst the surrounding mounds: mounds which looked 
like great earth batteries, thrown up in time of war. Instead 
of passing on his way, Frank followed her, in sheer astonish- 
ment : and found her behind the furthest mound at the back 
of the Shaft. 

“ Are you hiding from me ? ” he demanded. “ What is it, 
Bosaline ? I don't understand.” 

“Not from you,” she whispered. “Why didn't you go 
on? Hush! Some one is going to pass that I don't want 
to see.” 

“ Who is it ? Your father ? 1 think he has gone home.” 

“It is Blase Pellet,” she answered. “I saw him at the 
shop-door as I came by, and I think he is following me. 
He talks nonsense, and I would rather walk home alone. 
Listen ! Can we hear his footsteps, do you think, sir ? He 
must be going by now.” 

Frank humoured her: he did not particularly like Blase 
Pellet himself, but he had no motive in remaining still, 
except that it was her wish. On the contrary, he would 
have preferred to be going homewards, for he had not much 
time to lose. Whistling softly, leaning against the nearest 
mound, ho watched the white clouds coursing in the sky. 

“ He must have passed now, Bosaline.” 

She stole cautiously away, to reconnoitre ; and came back 
with a beaming face. 

“Yes,” she said, “and he has gone quickly, for he is out 
of sight. He must have run, thinking to catch me up.” 

“ I wonder you were not afraid to go through the mounds 
alone and pass close to the Bottomless Shf^ ! ” cried Frank, 
in a* tone cf raillery, no longer deeming it necessary to lower 
his voice. “ Old ^ndon’s j^ost might have oome ujfS^on 
know, and carried you off.” 

“ I am not afraid of old ISandon’s ghost,” said ]^saline, 
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I dare say not ! ” laughed Prank. 

In a spirit of bravado, or perhaps in very lightness of 
heart, Bosaline suddenly ran through the zigzag turnings, 
until she stood close to the mouth of the Shaft. Prank 
followed her, quickly also, for in truth he was impatient to 
be gone. 

I am listening for the ghost,” said she, her head bent 
over the yawning pit. It was a dangerous position: the 
least slip, one incautious step nearer, might have been 
irredeemable ; and Prank put liis arm round her waist to 
protect her. 

Another half-moment passed, when They hardly; 

knew what occurred. A howl of rage, a heavy stick: 
brandished over them in the air, and Eosaline started bach, 
to see her father, Old Bell must have been hiding amongst' 
the mounds on his own score, looking out for what might 
be seen. 

Down came the stick heavily on Prank’s shoulders. An 
instant’s tussle ensued : a shout ftom a despairing, falling 
man ; a momentary glimpse of an upturned face ; a cry of 
horror from a woman’s voice ; an agonized word from her 
companion; and all was over. Prancis Eaynor and tho 
uiiliappy Rosaline stood alone under tho pitiless moonlight. 


CHAPTER IV. 

WAITING : OB BELL, 

The fire threw its glow on Mra. Boll’s kitchen — ^kitchen and 
sitting-room combined — flighting up the strip of bright 
carpet before the fender and the red-tiled floor ; playing on 
the plates and dishes on the dresser, and on the blue hyacintli 
glasses in the window, now closed in by the outer Gutters. 
Stout Mrs. Bell sat by the round table in her white'apron 
wsA mob-cap, plying her knitting-needles. On the other 
side the hearth sat a neighbour, one Nancy Tornson, a tall, 
thin Cornish woman in a check apron, with projecting teeth 
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and a high nose, who had come in for a chat. On the table 
waited the supper of bread-and-cheese ; and a candle stood 
ready for lighting. 

The clock struck nine. Mrs. Bell looked up as though 
the sound half startled her. 

“ Who’d heye thought it I ” cried the visitor, whose chatter 
had been going incessantly for the last hour, causing the 
time to pass quickly. Bo they clock too fast, Dame Bell ? ” 

“ No,” said the dame. ‘‘It’s right by the church.” 

“ Well, I’d never hevo said it were nine. Your folks es 
late. I wonder where they be that they don’t come hoam.” 

“ No need to wonder,” returned Mrs. Bell, in sharp tones, 
meant for the absentees. Bosaline’s staying with poor 
Granny Sandon, who seems to have nobody else to stay 
with her. As to Bell, ho is off again to the Golden Shaft.” 

“ You said he had corned in.” 

“ Ho did como in : and I thought he had come in for good. 
But he didn’t stay a minute ; he must needs tramp out again. 
And he was further gone, Nancy Tomson, than I’ve seen 
him these three years.” 

Dame Bell plied her needles vigorously, as if her temper 
had got down into her fingers. The visitor plunged into 
renewed conversation, chiefly turning upon that interesting 
episode, the encounter between Janes and his wife. At 
half-past nine, Mrs. Bell put down her knitting and rose 
from her seat. She was growing uneasy. 

“ What can keep Bosaline ? She never stays out so late 
as this, let Granny Sandon want her ever so. I’ll take a 
look out and see if I can see her.” 

Unbolting and opening tho door she admitted a flood of 
pale moonlight: ^ide, compared with the ruddier glow of 
tho interior. Mrs. Bell peered out across the Bare Plain in 
the direction of Trenna^; and Nancy Tomson, who was 
always ready for any divertisement, advanced and stretched 
her long neck over Dame Bell’s shoulder. 

“ It’s a rare light night,” ehe said. But I don’t see 
nobody coming, Mrs. 1^11. They keeps to the Ooldp^n 
Shaaft.” 

Feeling the air cold after the hot fire, Nancy Tomsop 
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withdrew indc^rs again. She was in no hnrry to be gone. 
Her bnabaui maSe one of the company at the Golden Shaft 
to-night, and this warm domicile was pleasanter than her 
own. Dame Bell was about to shut the door, when a faint 
sound caused her to look quickly out again, and adyance 
somewhat farther than she did before. Leaning against the 
wall on the other side the window was a dark ol^ject : and, 
to Mrs. Bell’s intense surprise, she discovered it to be 
Rosaline. 

Rosaline, in what appeared to be the very utmost abandion- 
ment of grief or of terror. Her hands were clasped, her 
face was bent down. Every laboured breath she took 
seemed to come forth with suppressed anguish. 

" Why, child,, what on ea.rth’s Jhe matter ? ” ejaculated the 
mother. “ What are you staying therefor 9 ” 

The words quickly brought out Nancy Tomson. Her 
exclamations, when she saw Rosaline, might almost have 
been heard at Trennach. 

Ilosaline’s moans subsided into silence. She slowly moved 
from the wall, and they helped her indoors. Her face was 
white as that of the dead, and appeared to have a nameless 
horror in it. She sat down on the first chair she came to, 
put her arms on the table, and her head upon them, so that 
her countenance was hidden. The two women, closing the 
front’door, stood gazing at her with the most intense 
curiosity. 

/*She heve been frighted,” whispered Nancy Tomson. 
And it did indeed look like it. Mrs. Bell, however, 
negatived the suggestion. 

Frighted ! 'V^at is there to frighten her? .What’s the 
matter,^ Rosaline?” she continued, somewhat sharply. 
“ Be you struck mooney, child ? ” 

Nancy Tomson was one who liked her own opinion^ and 
held to the fright. She advanced a step or two nearer 
Rosaline, dropping her voice to a low key. 

Heve you seen anything o’ Dan Sandon ? Maybe hes 
ghost shawed itself to you as you come by the Bottomless 
Shaaft?” 

The words seemed to affect Rosaline so strongly that the 
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table, not a vezy Bubstantial one, vibrated beneath her 
weight. 

Then just you tell us whaat else it es,” pursued Nancy 
Tomson, eager for enlightemnent— for Bosaline had made a 
movement in the negative as to Dan Sandon’s ghost. ** Sure,” 
added the woman to Mrs. Bell, “ sure Janes and her be not 
a-fighting again I Sure he heven’t been and killed her I Is 
it whaat heve frighted you, Bosaline ? ” 

“ No, no,’’ murmui'ed Bosaline. 

“Well, it must be something or t’other,” urged the 
woman, beside herself with curiosity. “One caan’t be 
frighted to death for nothing. Heve ye faaled down and 
hurted yerself?” 

An idea, like an inspiration, seized upon Mrs. Bell. And 
it seemed to her so certain to be the true one that she only 
wondered she had not thought of it before. She laid her 
hand upon her daughter’s shoulder. 

“ Bosaline I You have heard the Seven Whistlers I ” 

A slight pause. Bosaline neither stirred nor spoke. To 
Nancy Tomson the suggestion cleared up the mystery. 

“ Tliaai^a it,’* she cried emphatically. “ Where was aal 
my wits, I wonder, thaat I never remembered they ? Now 
doan’t you go for to deny it, Bosaline Bell : you have beared 
they Seven Whistlers, and gashly things they be.” 

Another pause. A shiver. And then Bosaline slowly 
lifted her white face. 

“Yes,” she answered. “The Seven Whistlers,” And 
the avowal struck such consternation on her hearers, 
although the suggestion had first come from them, that they 
became dumb. 

“ Father heard them, you know,” went on Bosaline, a look 
of terror in her eyes, and a dreamy, far-off sound in her 
voice. “ Father heard them. And they mean ill-luck.” 

“ They bode death : as some says,” spoke Nancy Tomson, 
lowering her voice to an appropriate hey. 

“Yes,” repeated Bosaline, in a tone of sad wailing. 
“Yes: they bode death. Oh, mother! mother!” 

But now, Mrs. Bell, although given, like her neighbours, 
to patting some in the Seyen Whistlers: for example 
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is contagious: ms by no means one to be overcome with 
the fear of them. Bather was the superstition regarded by 
her as a prolific theme for gossip, and she altogether dis- 
approved of the men’s making it an excuse for idleness. 
Had she heard the Whistlers with her own ears, it would 
not have moved her much. Of course she did not par- 
ticularly like the Whistlers; she was willing to believe 
that they were in some mysterious way the har bingers of 
i ll-luck ; and the discomfort evinced by her husband on 
Sunday night, when he returned homo after hearing the 
sounds, had in a degree imparted discomfort to herself. 
But, that any one should be put into a state of terror by 
them, such as this now displayed by Rosaline, she looked 
upon as absurd and unreasonable. 

Don’t take on like that, child I ” she rebuked. “ $’ou 
must be silly. They don’t bode ymr death : never fear. I’ll 
warm you a cup o’ pea-soup. There’s some left in the crock.” 

She bustled into the back-kitchen for the soup and a 
saucepan. Rosaline kept her head down : deep, laboured 
breathings agitated her. Nancy Tomson stood looking on, 
her arms folded in her check apron. 

“Whereabouts did ye hear they Whistlers, Rosaline?” 
she asked at length. 

But there was no answer. 

“ On the Bare Plain, I take it,”, resumed the woman. 
“ Were’t a-nigh they mounds by the ^haaft ? Sounds echoes 
in they zig-zag paths rarely. I’ye heard the wind a-whistling 
like anything there afore now. She be a pewerly lonesome 
consarn, thaat Shaaft, for waun who has to paas her at night 
alone.” 

A moan, telling of the sharpest mental agony, broke from 
Rosaline. Dame Beil heard it as she was coming in. In 
the midst of her sympathy, it angered her. 

“ Rosaline, I won’t have this. There’s reason in roasting 
of eggs. Wo shall have your father here directly, and what 
will he say ? I can teU you, ho was bad enough when he 
went out. Gome I just rouse yourself.” 

“ Father heard the Whistlers, and— they— bode-^death 1 ” 
shivered Rosaline* 
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‘‘They don’t bodo yours, I say,” repeated Dame Bell, 
losing patience. Do you suppose death comes to every 
person who hears the Whistlers ? — or ill-luck either ? ” 

No, no,” assented Nancy Tomson, for Itosaline did not 
speak. For waun that foals into ill-luck after hearing they 
Whistlers, ten escapes. Tve knowed a whole ciowd o’ they 
men hear the sounds, and nought heve come on’t to any 
waun on ’em.” 

And that’s quite true,” said Mrs. Bell. 

Bosaline could not be persuaded *to try the soup. It was 
impossible that she could swallow it, she said. Taking a 
candle, she went up to her room; to bed, as her mother 
supposed. 

“ And the best place for her,” remarked Dame Bell. To 
think of her getting a fright like this ! ” 

But poor Bosaline did not go to bed, and did not undress. 
Taking her shoes off, that she might not be heard, she began 
to pace the few yards of her narrow chamber, to and fro, to 
and fro, from wall to wall, in an anguish the like of which 
has rarely been felt on earth. She was living over again the 
night’s meeting at the Bottomless Shaft and its frightful 
ending: she saw the white, upturned, agonized face, and 
heard the awful cry of despair of him who' was falling into 
its pitiless depths, and was now lying there, dead : and it 
seemed to her that she, herself, must die of it. 

The clock struck ton, and Nancy Tomson tore herself 
away from the wai'm and hospitable kitchen, after regaling 
herself upon the soup rejected by Bosaline. And Dame Bell 
sat on, knitting, and waiting for her husband. 

When Bosaline, her hands lifted in distress, tore away 
that evening from the Bottomless Shaft, and the tragedy 
that had been enacted there, and went flying over the Bare 
Plain towaids home, Frank Baynor, recovering from the 
horror whidh had well-nigh stunned his fteultieii, went after 
her. Two or three times he attempted to say a word to her, 
but she took no notice of him ; only sped &e quicker, if 
that wero possible. She never answered ; it was as if she 
did not hear. When they reached the narrow path that 



WAITING FOR BELL. 45 

branched off to the cottages, there she stopped, and turned 
tow^ds him. 

“ We part here. Part for ever ” 

Are you going home ? ” he asked. 

Where else should I go?*’ she rejoined, in anguish. 
‘‘ Where else can I go ? ** 

I will see you safe to the door.” , 

«No. No! Good-bye.” 

And, throwing up her hands, as if to ward him off, she 
would have sp^ onwards. But Frank Baynor could not 
part thus : he had something to say, and detained her, hold- 
ing her hands tightly. A few hasty words passed between 
them, and then she was at liberty to go on. He stood 
watching her until she drew near to her own door, and then 
turned back on his way across the plain. 

In his whole life Francis il^ynor had never, felt as be 
was feeling now. All. awful. hjfid seifled upon his 

soul. ^ His friends had been yifmt to say that no "calamify 
upon earth could bring down Frank’s ^uberant spirits, or 
change the lightness of his ways. But something had been 
found to do it now. Little less agitated was he than Rosa- 
line ; the sense of horror upon him was the same as hers. 

He was now passing.the fatal spot, the Bottomless Shaft ; 
its surroun^ng hillocks shone out in the moonlight. Frank 
turned his eyes that way, and stood still to gaze. Of their 
own accord, and as if some fascination impelled him against 
his will, his steps moved thitherwards. 

With a livid face, and noiseless feet, and a heart that 
ceased for the moment to beat, he took the first narrow 
zig-zag between two of the mounds. And^but what was 
it that met his gaze? As he came in view of the Shaft, he 
saw the figure of a man standing on its brink. The sight 
was so utterly unexpected, and so unlikely, that Frank st^ 
still, scarcely believing it to be reiJity. For one blissfiiL 
moment he lost sight of impossibiUties, and did indeed 
think it must be Josiah Bell. . ^ 

Only for an instant. The t^tb ^turned to. his mind in 
all its wretchedness, together with the reco^tion of Mr. 
Blase Pellet. Mr. Blase was gingmrly bending forward, but 
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with the utmost caution, and looking down into the pit. As 
if he were listening for what might be to bo hoard there : 
just as the unhappy Rosaline had professed to listen a few 
minutes before. 

Frank had not made any noise ; and, even though he had, a 
strong gust of wind, just then sv/eoping the mounds, deadened 
all sound but its own;- But, with that subtle instinct that 
warns us sometimes of a human presence. Blase Pellet turned 
sharply round, and saw him. Not a word jmssed. Frank 
drew silently back — though he knew the man had recognized 
liim — and 2)ursued liis way over the l^lain. 

He guessed how it was. When he and Rosaline liad been 
waiting amidst the mounds for Blase Pellet to pass. Blase 
]iad not jiassed. Blase must have seen them cross over to 
the S2)ot in the moonlight ; and, instead of continuing his 
route, had stealthily crossed after them and concealed him- 
self in one or other of the narrow zig-zags. He must have 
remained there until now. How much had he seen ? Ilow 
much did he know V If anything had been capable of adding 
to the weight of per2)lexity and trouble that had fallen on 
Frank Raynor, it would be this. He groaned in S2)irit as 
he i)ursued his way liomeward. 

“ Ilow late you arc, Frank ! ” 

The words, spoken by Edina, met him as lie entered. 
Hearing him come in, she liad opened the door of the sitting- 
room. In the bewildering confusion of liis mind, tlie jier- 
jdexity as to the future, the sudden shock of the one 
moment's calamity, which might change the whole current 
f)f his future life, Frank Raynor liad lost all recollection of 
the engagement for the evening. The aiipearance of Edina 
recalled it to him. 

She was in evening dress : though very sober dross. A 
jilain grey silk, its low body and sliort sleeves trimmed with 
a little white lace ; a gold cliain and locket on lier neck ; 
and bracelets of not much value. Quite ready, all but her 
gloves. 

“Are— are you going, Edina?** 

“ Goinff ! *’ replied Edina. “ Of course I am going. You 
are going also, are you not V ” 
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Frjiuk puslicil liis liair off his brow. The gay sceuc at 
The Mount, and the dreadful scene in which he had just 
been an actor, struck upon him as being frightfully incon- 
gruous. Edina was gazing at him : she detected some 
curious change in his manner, and she saw that he was 
looking very pale. 

“ Is anything the matter, Frank ? Are you not well V 

“ Oh, I am quite well.” 

“ Surely that poor woman is not dead ? ” 

“ What woman? ” asked Frank, his mts still wool-gather- 
ing. Or. Eaynor, leaving his chair by the parlour-fire, had 
also come to the door, and was looking on. 

“ Have you been to see more than one woman ? ” said 
Edina, “ I meant Molly Janes.” 

“ Oh — ay — yes,” returned Frank, passing his hand aver 
his perplexed brow. “ Shell bo all right in a few days. 
There’s no very serious damage done.” 

“What has made you so long, then?” questioned the 
doctor. 

“ I— did not know it was late,” was the only excuse poor 
Frjiiik could think of, as he turned from the steady gaze of 
Fidiiia : though he niiglit have urged that plastering up Mrs. 
]\[()lly’s wounds had taken time. And in point of fact ho 
did not, even yet, know whether it was late or early. 

“ Pray make haste, Frank,” said Edina. “ You can dress 
quickly when you like. I did not wdsh, you know*, to be so 
late as this.” 

He turned to seek his room. There was no help for it : 
lie must go to this revelry. Edina could not go alone : and, 
indeed, he liad no i)lea for declining to accompany her. Not 
until ho w'as taking off his coat did he remember the blow 
on his shoulder, Frank Eaynor, in his mind’s grievous 
trouble, had neither felt the pain left by tlio blo>v, nor re- 
membered that he had received one. 

Yet it was a pretty severe stroke, and the shoulder on 
whicli it fell was stiff and aching. Prank, his coat 'off, Avas 
passing his hand gently over the place, perhaps to ascertain 
the extent of the damage, when the door was tapped at and 
then opened by Edinn. 



48 


EDINA. 


“I Lave brought you a flower for your button-hole, 
Frank." 

It was a hot-house flower, white and beautiful as wax. 
Dr. Raynor had brought it from a patient’s house where ho 
had been in the afternoon, and Edina had kept it until the 
last moment as a small surprise to Frank. He took it 
mechanically ; thanking her, it is true, but very tamely, his 
thoughts evidently far away. Edina could only note the 
change : what had become of Frank’s light-hcartedness ? 

“Is anything wrong witli your shoulder?” 

“ It has a bit of a bruise, I think," he carelessly answered, 
putting the flower down on his dressing-table. 

She shut the door, and Frank went on dressing, always 
mechanically. How many nights, and days, and weeks, and 
years, would it be before his mkid would lose the horror of 
the recent scene ! 

“ I wish to Heaven that she-demon, Molly Janes, had been 
there / " he cried, stamping his foot on the floor in a sudden 
access of grief and passion. “ But for her vagaries, I sliould 
not have been called out this evening, and tliis frightful 
calamity would not have hai)pened ! " 

Edina was ready when he went down, cloaked and shawled, 
a warm hood over licr smootli brown hair. The doctor did 
not keep a close carriage ; such a tiling as a fly was not to be 
had at Treunach ; and so they had to walk. Mrs. St. Clare 
had graciously intimated tliat she would send lier carriage 
for Miss Raynor if the night turned out a bad one. But 
the night was bright and fine. 

“ You w'ill be sure not to sit up for us, pajia," said Edina, 
wliilc Frank was putting on liis overcoat. “ It is quite un- 
certain what time we shall return liomc." 

“ No, no, child ; I shall not sit up." 

When they came to the end of the village, Frank turned 
on to the roadway, at the back of the parsonage. Edina, 
wdio was on his ann, asked him why he did so ; tlie Bare 
Plain was the nearer way. 

“ But this is less dreary,” was his answer. “ We shall be 
there soon enough.” 

“ Nay, I think the Bare Plain far less dreary than the 
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road : especially on such a night as this,” said Edina. “ Hero 
we arc over-shadowed by trees ; on the Plain we have the 
full moonlight.” 

lie said no more: only kejit on liis way. It did not 
matter; it w'oiild make only about tliree minute ;s’ dillercncc. 
Edina stepped out cheerfully ; she never made a fuss ov(‘r 
trifles. r>y-and-by, slie began to wonder at his silence. It 
was very unusual. 

“ Have you a headache, Frank V ” 

“No. Yes. dust a little.” 

Edina said nothing to the contradictory answer. Sonio 
thing unusual and unpleasant had decidedly occurred to 
him. 

“ How' did you bruise your shoulder?*’ she presently 
asked. 

“Oh -gave it a knock,” he said, after the slightest 
possible pause. “ jNIy shoulder s all right, Edina : don’t 
talk about it. Mmdi better than that (fonfounded Molly 
Janes’s bruises are.” 

And with the sharj) words, sounding so striingely from 
Frank’s good-natured lijis, Edina gathered the notion that 
th(i grievance was in some way conneeti d with Molly Janes ; 
perhaps tluj dainagt'd shoulder also. Possibly she had 
turned obstreperous under the young doctor’s hands and had 
shown fight to him as well as to her husband. 

The IVlount burst upon them in a blaze of light. Plants, 
festoons, niusie, brilliancy ! As they were entering the chief 
reception-room, out-door wrappings removed, Edina missed 
the beautiful white flower : Frank's coat was umuhnaied. 

“ Frank ! what have you done with your flower ? ” 

TIis eyes wandered to the flowers decorating the rooms, 
and then to his button-hole, all in an absent sort of way that 
surprised Miss Raynor. 

“ I fear I must have forgotten it, Edina. I wish you had 
w^orn it yourself : it would have been more appropriate. 
Ilo>v well it would have looked in your hair ! ” 

“Fancy me with flowers in my hair!” laughed Edina. 
“ But, Frank, I think Molly Janes must have scared some 
of your wits away.” 

IMina 
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'riu'ir to ]\rrs. St. Olaro <»vcr, Frank found a scut 

for Edina, and stood back liiiuscdf in a corner, behind a 
n'lnoto door. How terribly this scene of worldly (sxcito 
nu'nt contrasted with the olu^ toauded so sln)i“l a time ji«^o ! 
He was liviii*^ it, pcTforce, over a.i^aiii ; ['oino tlirongh its 
sliort-livi'd action, tliat had all ])e(Mi over in one or two 
fatal moments : this, la^fore liim, scemt'd as a dream, d’he 
^aily-n)bcil woini'ii sweeping past him with Hj’^ht lau'jjliler ; 
the gleam of jewels : the p(nnp and pageantjy: all seemed 
but the shifting sci'iies of a }ian(»ramji. Frank could liav(^ 
groaned aloud at the bitt('r mockery : lane lite, gay, lu.'ed- 
less, joyous: tluu'e Dkatu : d<‘ath violent and siidihai. Never 
ludore, throughout his days, lunl tlu' sohaiin resjamsibilitit's 
of this world and of the lu'xt so paint'idly tu’essed themselves 
upon him in all tludr dread reality. 

“Oh, Air. JJayiior! 1 tlanight you were not; coming I 
Have you bei'ii here* hmg?*’ 

The eiiKJtional words came: from a fair girl in a cloud (»f 
white— Daisy St. ( 'Ian*. Frank's haiid went forward to mei-t 
the* om? held out to him : but never a smil(; ci’ossed his fact*. 

“How long have yon bcaai here*, Air. Faynor? " 

How long? I am not siii*e. Half-an-hoiir, I think." 
Have you been dancing?" 

‘•Oh no. I have been standiiig here." 

To hide ytuir^elf? I really >hould not have seen you 
but that I am looking evi:rywhere for Lydia’s card, which 
sh(; has lost.’’ 

He did not answer: his head was throbbing, his heart 
beating. Daisy thought him very silent. 

“ I have had my <lanc(i with Sir Faul d’rellasis," said 
Daisy, toying with lu*r own card, a blush on h<;r faei*, and 
her eyr;s cast down. 

At any other moment Frank W(»uld liave read the signs, 
and taken the hint: slu; was ready to dance with /ilin. Hut 
h(.* iKJVer asked lier : he did not takis tlui gihh'd leaves mnl 
ptaicil into his own hamis and write; down his name as many 
times as he pleased. He. simply stood still, gazing out with 
vacant eyes and a sad look <»n his face*. Daisy at length 
glanced up at liiin. 
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“ Ar(3 you illy” slio iiujuirorl. 

No ; only lirod.” 

“*Too tired to dance ?” slie ventured to ask, after a pause, 
her pulses ([uiekeniiig a little as slie put tlie suggestive 
question. 

“ Yes. I cannot dance to-niglit, ]\Iiss ]\[argaret.” 

Oh, Imt n liy ? ” 

Ifis breath was coining a little quickly with emotion. 
Not caused hy Daisy, and her ho 2 )e of damdiig ; hut by that 
terrible Subduing his lones as far as possible, 

he spoke. 

“ Pray forgive me, Miss AEargarct : I really cannot dance 
to-niglit.” 

And the cold denicanonr, tlie discouraging words, threw a 
chill iqion her licart. What had slie done to him, that -ho 
should change like this? With a bearing that souglit to be 
proud, l)ut a ([uivering lip, Alargaret turned away. 

lie caught lier eye as she was doing so ; caught tlie (.‘xjn’cs- 
sion of her face, and read its hitter disappointnu‘nt. The 
next monunit he was lumding over her, juvssing her hand 
within his. 

‘‘Forgive me, Daisy,” he v/hisju.red, in jileading tones. 
“ Tudc('d it is not ca]>ri(3e ill cannot dance lo-uiglit. Oo 
and dance to your heart’s content, and h'.t me* liide myself 
Iku’c until IMiss Thiynor is ready to h'avo you. Tlic kindest 
tiling you can do is to take no fiiriher notice of me.” 

lie r(deased her hand as he spoke, and stood hack again 
in ills dark corner. IMargaret turned away with a sigh. 
1 lor idcasui e in the cvoniiig had flown. 

“ And he iit^vcr Avished me any good wishes ! It might 
just as well not have hoen my birthday.” 
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CHAPTER V. 


MIS8IXG. 

There was commotion next morning at Trennach, cs2)ecially 
about the region of the Bare Plain and the cottages in 
Bleak Row. Josiali Bell bad disa2)peared. Mrs. Bell had 
sat lip half the night waiting for him ; then, concluding ho 
had taken too much liquor to be able to find his way home, 
and had cither stayed at the Golden Shaft or found refuge 
with Andrew Float, she went to bed. Upon making 
inquiries this morning, this proved not to be the case. 
Nothing seemed to be known of Josiah Bell. His comrades 
professed ignorance as to his movements : the Golden Shaft 
had not taken him in ; neither had Andrew Float. 

Mrs. Bell rose early. People in a state of cxasi>eration, 
lose sight of physical weakness : and this exactly expresses 
Dame Bidl’s state of mind. It was of course nceessary tluit 
she should bo up, in order to give Bell a projier lecture 
when lie should make liis ai>2>earauec. Wliilst dressing, slic 
saw Nancy Tomson's liusbaiid outside, a2>2)arcntly starting 
for Trennach. Tlirowing a warm sliawl ovit lier shoulders, 
she opened the window. 

“ Tomsoii ! ” she called out. “ Tomson ! 

The man heard and looked up, his face leaden and his 
eyes red and inflamed. Last night’s potations were not yet 
slept off. 

“ What was the reason my husband did not come home ? ” 

Tomson took a few moments to digest the question. 
Apparently his recollection on the 2>oint did not quickly 
serve him. 

“ I doan’t know,’’ said he. “ Didn’t Bell come hoam ? ” 

“ No, he didn’t.” 

Baan’t he come lioam ? ” 

“ No, he has not come. And I think it was a very un- 
friendly thing of the rest of yon not to bring him. Yon had 
to come yourselves. Did you leave him at the Golden Shaft ? ’’ 
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“ Boll warn’t at tba Golden Sliaaft,” said Tomson. 

“^Now don’t you tell me any of your untruths, Bon 
Tomson,” returned the dame. “ Not at tlie Golden Shaft ! 
AVhere else was lio V ” 

“ I’ll take my davy Bell were not weth us at tha Golden 
SJiaaft last evening ! *’ said the man. “ He cleared out at 
dusk.” 

“ But he went back to it later.” 

“ lie never did — not as I saw,” i)ersisted Tomson ; who 
was always obstinate in maintaining his own oj)inion. 

“ Was Andrew Float there ” asked Mrs. Bell. 

“ Andrew Float ? Yes, Float was there.” 

“ Then I know Bell was there too. And don’t you talk any 
more nonsense about it, Ben Tomson. Bell was too bad to 
get home by himself, and none of you chose to help him 
home ; perhaps you were too bad yourselves to do it. And 
there lie has stayed till now ; either at the Golden Shaft, or 
with Float the miner; and you’d very much oblige me, 
Tomson, if you’d hunt him u^). ’ 

She shut the casement, watched Tomson start on his way 
to Trennach, and, presently, went down to breakfast. 
Eosalinc was getting it ready as usual, looking more dead 
than alive. 

“ We’ll wait a bit, Rose, to see whether your fiithcr comes. 
Don’t put the tea in yet.” 

Rose was kneeling before the tire at tlic moment. She 
turned at the words, a wild look in her eyes, and seemed 
about to say some tiling ; but checked herself. 

Half-an-hour passed; Dame Bell growing more angry 
each minute, and relicarsing v. f^harper reception for Bell in 
her mind. At last they sat down to breakfast. Rose could 
not oat ; she seemed ill ; but her mother, taken up witli the 
ill-doings of the truant, did not observe her as much as she 
would otherwise have done. Breakfast was at an end, 
althougli Mrs. Bell had lingered over it, when Tomson 
returned ; and with him appeared the tall ungainly fonh\)f 
Float the miner. 

“Well?” cried the dame, rising briskly from her chair in 
expectation, as Tomson raised the latch of the door* 
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‘‘ Well, ’tis as 1 said,'’ said Toiiisoii. “ Bell didn’t come 
back to the Golden Sliaaft last night after he cleared put 
just afore dark. lie ain’t nowhercs about as we can see.” 

Mrs. Bell looked from one to the other: at Toinson’s 
rather sullen countenance, at Float’s good-natured one. 
She might have thouglit the men wero deceiving her, but 
she could see no motive for tluur doing so. Unless, indeed, 
Bell was lying somewhere in Tronnach, so ill after his bout 
that tlicy did not like to tell her. 

“ Where is he, then, I should like to kllo^v' ? ” she retorted, 
in reply to Tomsoii. 

“ ( 'aan't tell,” said Tomson. “ None o’ they men hove 
seen liim.” 

‘•Now this won’t do,’’ cried Dame Bell. “You must 
kuow where he is. Do you suppose lie’s lost ? Don’t stand 
simpering there on one leg, Andrew Float, but just toll nu; 
where ho 4s hiding.” 

“ I’<1 tell ye if I knew, ma’am,” said Andrew, in his nu'ek 
wa 3 ^ “ I'd like to know where lie is myself.” 

“ But he was at tlie Golden Shaft last night : lie must 
have been there,” insisted tlie danu.*, unable to divest herself 
of this opinion. “ What liecame of him when tlio place 
shut up ? What state was he in ? ’’ 

“No, ma’am, he was not there,” said Andrew, mildly, for 
he never liked contradicting. 

“Stuff!” said jMrs. Bell. ‘•There was nowhere else for 
liim to go to. What did you do with him, Andrew Float V " 

“ I hove done nauglit with him,” rejoined Andrew. “ Ibj 
kep' T and they t’other sees a-waiting all tlic evening for 
liim at the Golden Shaft ; but lie didn’t come back to’t.” 

“ I know he was at the Golden Shaft pretty nigh all yester- 
day,” retorted Mrs. Bell, angrily. 

“ He were,” acknowledged Andrew. “ Ho come back 
after liis dinner, and stayed tlierc along o’ the rest of us : 
but he was jicwerly silent and glum ; we (fouldna get a word 
from him. Just as they were a-ligliting up. Bell ho gets off’ 
the settle, and jmts on his hat ; and when wc asked where 
he was going, ho said to do liis work. Upon that, one o’ 
they soe.s — old T^iirkius, J think it were — wanted to know 
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wliat work ; but Bell wouldn’t answer him. He’d bo back 
by-and-by, he said ; and went out.” 

And he did not go back again ? ” reiterated Dame Bell. 

“ No, ma’am, ho didn’t. Though we aal stayed a bit later 
Gian usual on the strength of expecting him.” 

“ It’s very strange,” said she. “ He came home hero about 
seven o’clock, or between that and half-jiast — 1 can’t be sure 
as to the exact time. I thought he ]iad come for good ; he 
was three-parts tipsy then, and I advised him to sit down 
and make himself comfortable. Not a bit would ho heed. 
After standing a minute or so, twirling his stick about, and 
asking where Rosaline was, and this and the other, he 
siuhhuily pushes his hat down over his eyes, and out he 
goes in a passion — as I could tell by his banging the door. 
Of course he was g<nng back to the Golden Shaft. Th^ro 
can’t bo a doubt of it.” 

“ He never came to the Golden Shaft, ma’am,” said Float. 

“I say,” cried Tomson at this juncture, “what’s amiss 
with Rosaline ? ” 

During the above conversation, Rosaline had stood at the 
dresser, wiping the plates one by one, and keeiiing her back 
lo the company, so that they did not see her face. But it 
chanced tliat Tomson went to the fire to light his piiic, just 
as Rosaline’s work came to an end. As she crossed the 
kitchen to the staircase, Tomson met her and had full view 
of her. The man stared after her in surprise : oven when 
she had disappeared up the stairs and shut the door behind 
her, he still stood staring ; for he had never seen in all his 
life a fixco to e<pial it for terror. It was then that ho put 
his question to Mrs. Bell, 

“Didn’t your w'ife tell you what it was that frighteiiod 
her, Ben Tomson ? ” was the dame’s query. 

“ My wife have said ne’er a word to me since j^estorday 
dinner-time, save to call me a vool,” confessed Tomson. 
“ Her temper be up. Rosaline do look bad, though ! ” 

“Sho heard the Seven Whistlers last night,” exphir>^cd 
Mrs. Bell. “ It did fright her a’most to death.” 

“ What !— they Whistlers here again laast night ? ” criotl 
Tomson, his eyes opening with consternation. 
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Dame Bell nodded. “Your wife and me were sittings 
here, Ben Tomson, waiting for llosaline to come in, and 
wondering why Granny Sandon kept her so late. 1 opened 
the door to see if I could see her coming across the Plain — 
or Bell, either, for the matter o’ tliat — and there she was, 
leaning again’ the wall outside with terror. We got her 
indoors, me and Nancy Tomson, and for some time could 
make nothing of her ; she was too frighted to speak. At 
last she told us she had lieard the Seven Whistlers as she 
was coming over tlie Plain.” 

But now this statement of Mrs. Bell's unconsciously de- 
viated from the strict line of truth. llosaline had not 
“ told ” them that she heard the Seven Whistlers on the 
Plain. Wlien lier mother suddenly accused her of having 
heard the Whistlers, and was backed in the suggestion by 
Nancy Tomson, poor Rosaline nodded an athrmativc, but 
she gave it in sheer despair. She could not avow what had 
really frightened her; and the Seven Whistlers — which she 
liad certainly iioi lieard — served excellently for an excuse. 
The two women of course adopted the explanation religiously, 
and they had no objection to talk about it. 

“ They Whistlers again ! ” resumed Tomson, in dismay. 
“ Ross, he’s raging just like a bear this morning, threatening 
us weth law and wliat not ; but he caant cxiiect us to go 
down and risk our lives while they boding Whistlers be 
glinting about * 

“ There, never mind they Whistlers,’’ brokii in Mrs. Bell, 
w'ho sometimes fell into the native dialect. “ Where's Bell 
got to ? that's wliat 1 want to know.” 

Of course Tomson could not say. Neither could Float. 
The latter made the most sensible suggestion the circum- 
stances admitted of— namely, that tlioy should go and search 
for him Mrs. Bell urged them to do so at once and to 
make haste about it. Bell would be found in Trennach fast 
enough, she said As he had not taken refuge in Float’s 
thc^miner's house, he had taken it in somebody else’s, and 
was staying there till he grew sober. 

On this day, Wednesday, Trennach was again taking 
holiday, and laying the blame on the Seven Whistlers. But 
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tliis state of things could not last. The men knew that ; 
and they now promised the overseer, Ross, whose rage had 
reached a culminating point, that the morrow should sec 
them at work. One wise old miner avowed an opinion that 
three days would be enough to “break the spell o’ they 
Whistlers and avert evil.” 

So the village street was tilled with idlers, who really, 
apart from smoking and drinking, had nothing to do with 
themselves. It w^as a little early yet for the Golden Shaft : 
and when Andrew Float and Tomson arrived amongst them 
with the account that Josiali Bell had not been seen since 
tlie previous evening or been home all night, and that his 
wife (or as Tomson phrased it in the local vernacular, his 
woman) couldn't think wdicre he liad got to and liad put 
a rod ill pickle for him: the men listened. With ©ne 
accord, they agreed to go and look for Bell : and they set 
about it heartily, for it gave them something to do. 

But Josiali Bell could not be found. The minors’ dwell- 
ings w'crc searched, jicrhaps without a single exception, but 
he had not taken refuge in any one of them. Since quitting 
the Golden Shaft the previous evening at dusk, as testified 
to by the men wlio w’cre there, only two persons, apart from 
his wdfe, could remember to have seen him : Blase Pellet, 
and the Rector of Trennach, the Reverend Thomas Pine. 
Mr. Pellet, standing at his shop-door for recreation at the 
twdlight hour, had seen Bell pass dowm the street on his 
w'ay from the inn, and noticed that he w^as tolerably far 
gono in liquor. Tlie clergyman had seen and spoken to 
llell a very few minutes later. 

Chancing to meet the men on their search this morning, 
Mr. Pine learnt that Josiah Bell w’as missing. The clergy- 
man always made himself at home wdth the men, whether tliey 
belonged to his flock or wxrc Wesley ans. He never attempted 
to interfere in the slightest degree wdth their form of worship, 
but he constantly strove by friendly persuasion to lead them 
aw’ay from evil. The Wesleyan minister w’as obliged 4to 
him for it : he himself w^as lame, and could not be so active 
as he would have liked. Mr. Pine did much good, no doubt : 
but this last affair of the Whistlers, and the consequent idle- 
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ness, had been too strong for him. Latterly Mr. Pine had 
also been in very inditleront health ; the result of many 
years’ hard work, and no holiday. Dr. liaynor liad now 
told him that an entire rest of some mouths had become 
essential to him ; without it he would inevitably break down. 
Jle was a tall, thin, middle-aged man with a worn fac(i. 
Particularly worn, it looked, as he stood talking to the 
group of miners this morning. 

“I saw Bell last evening myself,” observed Mr. Pine. 

And I was very sorry do see him as 1 did, for ho could 
hardly walk straight. I was coming olf the Idaiu and met 
liini there. He liad lialtcd, and was gazing about, as if 
looking for some one : or, perliaps, in doubt —as it struck 
me — whether he should go on home, or return whence he 
had come ; which I supi)osed was from that favourite resort 
of yours, my men, the (folden Shaft. ‘Better go straight 
liome, Bell,’ 1 said to him. ‘ Pm going tliat way, sir,’ he 
answered. And lie did go that way: for 1 watclied him 
well on to the Plain." 

“Well, we caaii't find liim nohow, sir,” observed Andreu’ 
Float. “ What time might that have been, sir, please ? ” 

“ Time? Something past seven. I should think it likely 
that Bell lay down somewlierc to sleep the litpior otf,” added 
the clergyman, preparing to continue his way. “ It is not - 
often Bell exceeds as lie did yesterday, and therefore it 
would take morcj ellect upon liim.” The Bells, it may as 
well Be remarked, were church people. 

“ Most likely he have faaled down, as tha paai-son says ; 
but he’s a vool for lying there still," observed the men 
amongst themselves, as they turned off to pursue the scan^h. 
Frank liaynor was out on his round this morning, as usual, 
and paid a visit to Molly Janos, whom he found going on 
satisfactorily. In passing Mrs. Boll’s wdndow, ho saw llosa- 
line : hesitated, and then lifted the latch and went in. He 
stayed a minute or two talking with her alone, the mother 
bciUg upstairs : and left her with the one word cmidiatically 
repeated : “ Iloracmbcr.” 

When Tomson went home to his mid-day meal, he oi)ened 
Mrs, Bell’s door to inform her that there were no tidings of 
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her husband. Dame Bell received the information with 
ingredulity. Much they had searched ! she observed to her 
daughter, as Tomson disa2)pcarcd : they had just sat them- 
selves down again at the Golden Shaft ; that was what they 
had done. Which accusation was this time a libel. She 
resolved to go and look after him herself when she had 
eaten her dinner. As to liosalinc, she did not know what 
to make of her. The girl looked frightfully ill, did not 
S2)cak, and every now and then was seized with a lit of 
trembling. 

“Such nonsense, child, to let the Wliistlers frighten you 
into this state ! ” cried Mrs. Bell, tartly. 

Iietiring to her room after dinner, she came down by-aiid- 
by witli her things on. Bosaline looked surprised. 

“ Wlicre are you going, mother ? 

“ Into Trcnnach,” said Dame Bell. “ There's an old 
saying, ‘ If you want a thing done, do it yourself.’ I sliall 
find your father, I’ll be bound, if he is to bo found any- 
where.” 

“ You will be so tired, mother,” 

“ Tired ! Nonsense. Mind you liave tea ready, Rosaline, 
1 shall bo sure to bring him back with me ; I’lii not going 
to stand any nonsense : and you might make a nice bit of 
l)uttcred toast ; he’s fond of it, you know.” 

Stepjiiiig briskly across the Plain, Mrs. Bell w ent onwards. 
Nothing induces activity like a little aecess of temper, and 
she Avas boiling over Avith indignation at her husband. Tlic 
illness from Avhich she AA^as suftering did not deprive her 
of exertion : and in truth it AA^as not a serious illness as yet, 
tliougli it might become so. Symptoms of a sIoav, iiiAA^ard 
com^daint Avere liianifesting themsclA^es, and Dr. Raynor Avas 
doing his best to subdue them. PriA'^ately he feared the 
result ; but Dame Bell did not siisiicct that yet. 

Dr. Raynor and his ncjdicAA' stood in the surgery after 
their mid-day dinner, the doctor Avith his back to the. fire, 
Frank handing some lu’eparcd medicines, for delivery,^ to 
the boy Avho Avaited for them. As the latter AA’cnt out AA’ith 
his basket. Blase Pellet ran across the road and came in, 
apron on, but minus his hat. 
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“ Could you oblige us with a small quantity of one or two 
drugs, sir ? ” ho asked of Dr. Raynor : mentioning those 
required. “ We are out of them, and our traveller won t 
call before next week. Mr. Float’s respects, sir, and lie’ll be 
much obliged if you can do it.” 

“I dare say we can,” replied Dr. Raynor. “Just see, 
Frank, will you ? ” ..y 

As Frank was looking out the drugs, Mr. Pine came in. 
1 [e yras rather fond of running in for a chat with the doctor 
aiitf Frank at leisure moments. Frank was an especial 
favourite of his, with his unaffected goodness of heart and 
his gonial nature. 

“ A fine state of things, is it not 1 ” cried the clergyman, 
alluding to the idlers in the streets. “ Three days of it, w'C 
haie had now.” 

“ They wdll bo at work to-morroAV, I hoar,” said the doctor. 

“ Has Bell turned up yet ? ” 

“ No. The men have just told mo they don't know where 
to look for him. They have searched everywhere. It seems 
strange where ho can have got to ” 

Blase Pellet, standing before the table, waiting for the 
drugs, caught Frank’s eye as th6 last words wore spoken. A 
meaning look shot out from Pellet, and Frank Raynor’s gaze 
fell as he met it. It plainly said, know wdiere ho is : ” 
or it scc3med so to Frank’s guilty conscience. 

“ Tlie fellow must have seen all ! ” thought Frank. 
“ What on earth wdll come of it ? ” 

Some one pushed back the half-open door, and stopped in 
with a quick gait and rather a sharp tongiu) : sharp, at least, 
this afternoon. Dame Bell : in her Sunday Paisley shawl, 
and green strings to her bonnet. 

“ If you please. Dr. Raynor— I beg 2 )A.rdon, gentlefolk ” — 
catching sight of the clergyman — “if you please, doctor, 
could you give me some little thing to quiet Rosaline’s 
nerves. She heard the Seven Whistlers last night, and they 
hale frightened her out of her senses.” 

“ Heard the Seven Whistlers ! ” repeated the clergyman, 
a hearty smile crossing his face. 

“ She did, sir. And pretty nearly died of it. I’m sure 
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last night I thought she would have died. I*d never have 
supposed Eosalino could be so foolish. But there ; it is so ; 
and to-day she’s just like one dazed. Not an atom of colour 
in her face ; cowed down so as hardly to he able to put one 
foot before the other ; and every other minute lias a fit of the 
shivers.” 

To hear this astounding account of the hitlierto gay, 
light-hearted, and self-contained Bosaline Bell, surprised 
the surgery not a little. Dr. Raynor naturally asked for 
further particulars ; and Dame Bell plunged into the history 
of the previous night, and went through with it. 

“ Yes, gentlefolk, those were her very words — almost all 
we could get out of her : ‘ Father heard them and they boded 
death.’ I ” 

“ But you should have tried to reason her out of such 
nonsense,” interrupted Dr. Raynor. 

“Jlfe tried!” retorted Dame Bell, resenting the words. 
“ Why, sir, it is what I did do. Me and Nancy Torason both 
tried our best; but all she answered was just what I now tell 
you : ‘ Father heard the Whistlers, and they boded death.’ ” 

Mr. Blase Pellet, standing with the small packet of drugs 
in his hand, ready to de^mi’t, but apparently unable to tear 
himself away, glanced up at Frank with the last words, and 
again momentarily met his eye. A slight shivering passed 
through Frank— caught perhaps from hearing of Rosaline’s 
shiverings — and he bent his face over a deep drawer, wdicre 
it could not be seen ; as if searching for something missing. 

“ Well, it is a pity Rosaline should suffer herself to be 
alarmed by anything of the sort,” observed Dr. Raynor; 
“ but I will send her a composing draught. Are you going 
home now, Mrs. Bell ? ” 

“ As soon as I can find my husband, sir. I’ve come in to 
look for him. Tomson wanted to persuade me that he and 
Andrew Float and a lot more of them had been hunting for 
him all the morning ; but I know better. Bell is inside one 
of their houses, sleeping off the effects of drink.” * , 

“ The m6n have just told me they can’t find him,” said tlie 
clergyman. “ I know they have been searching.” 

“ There’s an old saying, sir, ‘ If you want a thing well done, 
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do it yourself.’ I repeated it to Hose before I came out. Fiuo 
searebing, I’ve no doubt it Las been ! — tbe best part of it 
inside the Golden Shaft. I’m going to look him up myself 
— and if you please, Dr. Raynor, I’ll make bold to call in, as 
I go back, for the physic for Rosaline.” 

Unbelieving Mrs. Ilcll departed. Rlase Pellet followed 
her. Dr. Raynor told Frank what to make up for Rosaline, 
and then he himself went out with Mr. Pine. 

A few minutes afterwards, Edina softly opened the surgery- 
door, and glanced in. She generally came cautiously, not 
knowing whether patients might bo in it or not. But there 
was only Frank. And Frank had his arms on the desk, and 
liis head resting on them. The attitude certainly told of 
despondency, and Edina stood in astonishment : it was so 
unlike tlie gay-hearted young man. 

“ Why, Frank ! What is the matter ” 

He started up, and stared, bewildered, at Edina : as if his 
thoughts had been far away, and lie eould not in a moment 
bring them back again. Edina saw' tlie trouble in his un- 
guarded hicc, but he smoothed it aw'ay instantly. 

‘‘ You have not seemed yourstdf since last night, Frank,” 
said she in low tones, as she advanced further into the room. 

Something or other has haiipened, I am sure. Is it any- 
thing that I can set right ’? — or help you in ? ” 

“ Now', Edina, don’t run aw'ay with fancies,” rojoiiied he, 
as gaily as tliough he had not a care in tlie world. “ There’s 
nothing at all the matter wdtli me. 1 suppose I had drojiped 
asleep Over the physic. One docs not stay out raking till 
tliree o’clock in tlie morning every day, you know'.” 

“You cannot deceive mo, Frank,” rejoined Edina, her 
true, thoughtful eyes fixed earnestly upon him. “I — I 
cannot help fancying that it is in some way connected w'ith 
Rosaline Bell,” she added, lowering her voice. “ I hope you 
are not getting into any entanglement : falling in love W'ith 
her • or anything of that sort ? ” 

Not a bit of it,” readily answered Frank. 

“ Well, Frank, if I can do anything to aid you in any 
way, yon have only to ask ino ; you know that,” concluded 
Edina, perceiving he w'us not inclined to speak out. “ Always 
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remember this, Frank : that in any trouble or perplexity, the 
best course is to look it straight in the face, freely and fully. 
Doing so takes away half its sting.” 

Meanwhile Dame Bell was pursuing her search. But she 
found that she could not do more than the miners had done 
towards discovering her husband. Into this house, out of 
that one, iiniuiring hero, seeking there, went she, but all to 
no purpose. Slie was not uneasy, only exasperated : and she 
gave Mr. Blase Pellet a sharp reprimand upon his venturing 
to hint that there might exist cause for uneasiness. 

The reprimand occurred as she was returning towards 
home. After her unsuccessful search, she was walking back 
down the street of Trennach in a state of much inward 
wonder as to where Bell could be hiding, and had nearly 
reached Dr. Raynor’s, when she saw Float the druggist 
standing at his shop-door, and crossed over to enlarge upon 
the mystery to him. Mr. Blase Pellet came forward, as a 
matter of course, from his place behind the book-counter to 
assist at the conference. 

“ Bell is safe to turn up soon,” remarked the druggist, 
who was a peaceable man, after listening to Mrs. Bell for a 
few minutes in silence. 

“ Turn up ! of course he will turn up,” replied the dame. 
“ What’s to hinder it V And he will have such a dressing 
from me that I don’t think he’ll be for hiding himself again 
in a hurry.” 

Upon that, Blase Pellet, partially sheltered behind the 
burly form of the druggist, spoke. 

“ Suppose he never does turn up ? Suppose he is dead ? 
— or something of that kind.” 

The suggestion angered Mrs. Boll. 

“Arc you a heathen. Blase Pellet, to invent such a 
thought as that ? ” she demanded in wrath. “ What do you 
suppose Bell’s likely to die from ? — and where ? ” 

Leaving Mr. Pellet to repent of his rashness, she marched 
over to Dr. Raynor’s for the composing draught promised ft)r 
Rosaline. And when Mrs. Bell went home wdth it she fully 
expected that by that time the truant would have made his 
appearance there. 
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But he had not done so. Bosaline had prepared the tea 
and toast, according to orders, but no Bell was there to 
partake of it. Nancy Tomson shared it instead. All the 
rest of the evening Dame Bell was looking out for him ; and 
exchanging suggestions with her neighbours, who kept 
dropping in. Rosaline scarcely sj)oko : not at all unless she 
was spoken to. Tlie same cold, white hue sat on her face, 
the same involuntary shiver at times momentarily shook her 
frame. The gossips gazed at her curiously — as a specimen 
of the fright those dreaded Whistlers had power to inflict. 

Tliey sat up again half the night, Avaiting for Bell, hut 
waiting in vain ; and then they went to rest. Mrs. Bell 
did not sleep as Avell as iisual: she Avas disturbed Avith 
doubts as to Avhcrc he could bo, and by repeated fancyings 
that she heard his step outside. Once she got up, opened 
the casement, and looked out ; but there Avas nothing to be 
seen ; nothing except the great Bare Plain lying bleak and 
silent in the silver moonlight. 


( IIAPTER VT. 

DINING AT THE MOUNT. 

When another day daAvned upon Trennach, and still Josiah 
Bell had not returned, his Avifo’s exasperation gave place to 
real anxiety. She could not even guess Avhat had become of 
him, or Avhcrc he could be. Suspicion was unable to turn 
upon any particular quarter; not a shadow of foundation 
appeared for it anyAvhere. Had the man taken refuge in 
one of the minors’ houses, as she had supposed, there lie 
would still be; but there ho was not. Had he stretched 
himself on the Bare Plain to sleep off the stupidity arising 
from drinking, as suggested by Mr. Pino, there ho would 
have been found. No : the miners* dwellings and the Plain 
Avere alike guiltless of harbouring him ; and Mrs. Bell was 
puzzled nearly out of her wits. 

It cannot be said that as yet fear of any fatal accident or 
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issue assailed her. The mystery as to ^Yllcro her husLuiid 
cottld he was a great mystery, at present utterly unaccount- 
able ; but she never supposed that it would not be solved by 
his rcap2)caranco sooner or later. And she would have been 
quite ready to put down any hint of the kind, as she had 
put down Mr. rollers hint the previous day. Mrs. Bell 
fully believed that this day w'ould not pass without bringing 
him home : and she was up with the lark, and down before 
Eosalinc, in antici2)ation of it. 

The miners had returned to their work this morning, and 
to their usual habits of sobriety : all things were quiet out 
of doors. The world was going on in its old groove ; just 
as though, but for the absence of Bell, no ill-omened flock 
of Whistlers had come to raise a commotion in it. 

Tliis had been another night of sleeplessness for Rosaline, 
another prolonged interval of remorse and terror. She had 
undressed the previous night, and got into bed ; and there 
she lay until morning, living through her fits of despondency, 
and striving to plan out the future. To stay at Trcnnach 
would, she felt, bo simply impossible ; if she did, she should 
die of it ; slie firmly believed tliat only to pass the Bottom- 
less Shaft again, and look at it, would kill her. Discovery 
must come, she supposed, sooner or later; but she dared 
not stay in the place to face it. 

Mrs. Bell was a native of Warwickshire. Her sister had 
married a Cornish man, who kept a shop in Falmouth. 
His name was John Pellet, and ho was cousin to Blase 
Pellet’s father. So that in point of fact there was no 
relationship between the Bells and Blase, although Blase 
enlarged upon their “ cousinship,” and Rosaline admitted it. 
They were merely connections. Mrs. Pellet had a small 
business as a milliner : she had no children, and could well 
attend to it. She and her husband, what with his trade and 
her work, wore very comfortably off. Bhc was fond of 
Rosaline, and frequently had her at Falmouth. It was. to 
' this refuge that Rosaline’s thoughts now turned. She 
' determined to go to it without delay. But so many neigh- 
= hours came in during breakfast, inquiring after Bell, that 
I she found no opportunity to speak of it then, 

^ KiUna. 5 
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“ Mother,” she said, coming into the kitchen after attend- 
ing to the upstairs rooms, Mrs. Bell having this morning 
undertaken to put away the broakfast-things : “mother, I 
think I shall go to Falmouth.” 

“ Go where ? ” cried Dame Bell, in surprise. 

“ To Aunt Pellet’s.” 

“ Why, what on earth has put that into your head. Hose f” 
demanded Mrs. Bell, after a prolonged i)ausc of amazement. 

Rosaline did not answer immediately. She had caught 
up the brass ladle, that chanced to lie on the table, and a 
piece of wash-leather from the knife-box, and was rubbing 
away at the ladle. 

“ Aunt will be glad to sec me, mother. She always is.” 

“ Glad to see you ? What of tliat ? Why do you want 
to* go just now? And what are you polishing up that ladle 
for ? ” wont on Mrs. Bell, uniting the grievances. “ The 
brasses and tins had a regular cleaning last Saturday, for I 
gave it ’em myself.” 

Again Rosaline did not S2)eak. As Mrs. Bell glanced at 
her, waiting for some rejoinder, she was struck with the 
giiTs extreme pallor, her look of utter misery. Rosaline 
burst into tears. 

“ Oh, mother, don’t hinder me ! ” she cried imjdoringly, 
dropping the ladle, and raising her hands in su2)2)lication. 
“ I canH stay here. I must go away.” 

“ You arc afraid of hearing the Seven Whistlers again ! ” 

“ Lot me go, mother ; let me go ! ” 2>itcously sobbed 
Rosaline. And her mother thought she had never seen any 
one in so deplorable a state of agitation before. 

“ Well, well, child, we’ll see,” said the dame, too much 
concerned to oppose her. “ I wish the Whistlers had been 
somewhere. It is most unreasonable to let them take hold 
of your nerves in this way. A bit of an absence will put 
you all right again, and drive the thought out of your head. 
You shall go for a week, child, as soon as your father comes 
home.” 

“ I must go to-day,” said Rosaline. 

“ To-day I ” 

“Don’t keep me, mother,” besought Rosaline. “You 
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don’t know what it is for mo here. These past two nights 
1 have never closed my eyes ; no, not for a moment. Let 
mo start at once, mother! Oh, let mo go! 1 shall have 
brain-fever if I remain.” 

“ Well, I never ! ” cried Mrs. Bell, other words failing her 
to express her astonishment. I never did think you could 
have put yourself into this unseemly fantiguc, child; no, 
not for all the Whistlers in the air. As to starting off to 
Falmouth to-day, why, you could not have your things 
ready.” 

“ They can be ready in half-an-hour,” returned Eosaline, 
eagerly, her lips feverish with excitement. “ I have already 
put them together.” 

“Well, I’m sure! — taking French leave, in that way, 
before you knew whether you might go or not! Thc*rc, 
there; don’t begin to ciy and shake again. There’s an 
afternoon train. And — and perhaps your father will be in 
before that,” 

‘‘ It is the best train I could go by,” said Kosaline, turn- 
ing to hang up the ladle on its hook by the dresser. 

“ It’s not the best ; it’s the worst,” contradicted Dame 
Bell. “ Not but what it may be as well if you do go. I’m 
ashamed of the neighbours seeing you can bo so silly and 
superstitious. The train does not get into Falmouth till 
night-time.” 

“ Oh yes, it does,” said Kosaline, anxiously : “ it gets in 
quite early enough. Why, mother, I shall be at Aunt 
Pellet’s soon after dark.” And she crossed the kitchen 
with a quicker step than had been seen since that past 
miserable Tuesday night, and opened the staircase-door. 

“And suppose your father does mt come home first?” 
debated Mrs. Bell, not quite pleased with the tacit leave she; 
had given. “How will you reconcile yourself to going 
away in the uncertainty, Rose ? ” 

Rose did not answer. She only ran up the stairs, shutting 
the door behind her. “What in the world does ail the 
child ? ” exclaimed Dame Bell, considerably put out, “ It’s 
my belief the fright has turned her head. Until now she 
has always laughed at such things.” 
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But Mrs. Bell made no further opposition to the journey. 
A discerning woman in most kinds of illness, she recognized 
the fact that change of some sort might bo necessary for Kosa- 
line. Still Bell did not return, and still the day went on. 

In the afternoon Eosaline was ready to start, with a band- 
box and hand-bag. Nancy Tomson had volunteered to 
accom 2 )any her to the station. 

“ I might perhaps have managed the walk to the train ; 
1 don’t know; it’s a goodish step there and back,” said 
Dame Bell, as Eosaline stood before her, to say good-bye. 
“ But you sec, child, I want to wait in for your failier. 1 
sliouldn’t like him to find an empty house on his return.” 

Eosaline burst into a fit of sobbing, and laid hold of her 
mother as if seeking protection from some visible terror. 
Aiid once again Mrs. Bell was puzzled, and could not make 
]ier out at all. 

‘•Oh, mother dear, take care of yourself! And forgive 
me for all the ill I have ever done. Forgive, forgive me ! ” 

“ Goodness bless mo, child, there’s notliing to forgive tliat 
1 know of I ” testily cried Dame Boll, not accustomed to this 
sort of sensational leave-taking. “ I shall take care of 
myself ; never fear. Mind you take care of yourself, Eose : 
those steam railways arc risky things to travel by : and give 
my love to your aunt and my respects to Pellet.” 

“ And we hed better be going,” put in Nancy Tomson, 
wlio had put on her Sunday cloak and bonnet for tlie occa- 
sion. “ They trains don’t wait for nobody.” 

They were in ample time for this one : perhaps Eosaline 
liad taken care of that : arriving, in fact, twenty minutes too 
soon. Eosaline entered it when it eame uj), and was 
steamed away. 

In returning, Nancy Tomson saw Frank Eaynor. He was 
on horseback ; riding along very leisurely. 

“ Good-day,” said he, nodding to her in passing. “ Been 
out gallivanting ? ” he added in his light way. 

• “ I hevo been a-seeing Eosaline Bell off by one o’ they 
trains, sir,” answered the woman. And Frank checked his 
horse as he heard it and sat as still as a statue. 

“ Where has she gone to ? ” 
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‘‘Off on a maggot to Falmouth. They Whistlers went 
and give her a prime fright, sir: she lievc hardly done 
shaking yet, and looks as gashly as you please. Rlic hove 
gone to her aunt’s to forget it.” 

“ Oh, to he sure,” carelessly assented Frank : and rode on, 

A few minutes afterwards, when near Trcnnach, he met 
]\rrs. St. Clare’s carriage ; herself, two ladies, and Lydia 
seated within it. Tlic coachman pulled up hy orders. Of 
course Frank had to do the same. 

“ Have you been to The Mount, Mr. Ttaynor ? ” 

“ No, I have been across to Pendon,” ho answered, keeping 
his hat off ; and tlic breeze took advantage of that to stir llie 
waves of his bright hair. 

“ Tliis makes two days that we have seen nothing of you,” 
said Mrs. St. Clare. “You have not been near us swico 
Tuesday night.” 

A faint flush passed over his face. lie murmured some- 
thing about Iiaving been very busy himself —concluded tlicy 
wore occupied : but he spoke rather confusedly, not at all 
witli the usual ready manner of Frank Kaynor. 

“ Well, wc shall sec you this evening, Mr. Raynor. You 
are (doming to dine with us.” 

Very liastily ho declined the invitation. “ I cannot come, 
thank you,” he said. “I shall have patients to see, and 
must stay at home,” 

“ But you must come ; you are to come,” rcjointul Mrs. 
St. (Jlare. “ I have seen 13r. Raynor, and he has promised 
tliat you shall. Finally, Mr. Raynor, you will very miicli 
oblige me by doing so,” 

What furtlicr objection could Frank make ? None. lie 
gave the required assent, together with a sweeping bow, as 
the carriage drove on. 

“ What a bright-looking, handsome man ! ” exclaimed one 
of the ladies to Mrs. St. Clare. “ I really do not remember, 
thougli, to have seen him the night of the ball, as you say 
I did.” 

% 

“ Oh, he stuck himself in a corner all the night,” put in 
Lydia. “ I don’t believe he came out of it once, or danced 
at all.” 
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“ He is too good-looking for a doctor. I should tremble 
for my daughters’ hearts.'’ 

“ Being a doctor, there is, I hope, no cause for me to 
tremble for the hearts of mine,” haughtily rejoined Mrs. 
St. Clare. “ Not but that he is of fairly good family and 
(expectations : the eldest son of Major Raynor and the heir 
to Eagles’ Nest.” 

Mrs. St. Clare, unconsciously to herself, was not altogether 
correct in this statement. But it may pass for the present. 

Frank rode home. Dr. Raynor was out ; and he wont 
into the parlour to Edina. She sat in the bow window, 
prosily darning stockings. 

“Why did Uncle Hugh promise Mrs. St. Clare that T 
should dine at The Mount to-night ? Do you know, Edina V ” 

“ Because she invited you, I suppose. I saw the carriage 
at the door and papa standing at it as ho talked to them. 
Don’t you care to go ? ” 

“ Not this evening — particularly.” 

“ Papa just looked in here afterwards and said would I 
toll you that you wore to dine at The Mount. I thought you 
were fond of dining there, Frank.” 

“ So I am sometimes. Where is Uncle Hugh ? ” 

“ He has been sent for to the parsonage. Mr. Pino is not 
well.” 

Again Frank Raynor — and this time sorely against his 
will — sat at Mrs. St. (Marc’s brilliant dinner-table. He 
could see why she had made so great a point of his coming : 
only one gentleman was present besides himself. In fact, 
there was only Frank in all Trcnnach to fall back upon. 
Dr. Raynor never dined out : the Rector pleaded ill-health. 
Most of the guests who had been staying in the house had 
left it this morning after their two nights’ sojourn : those 
remaining — General Sir Arthur Beauchamp, Lady and Miss 
Beauchamp, and a young married woman, Mrs. Fox — were 
to leave on the morrow. It fell to Frank’s lot to take in 
Lady Beauchamp : she it was who had expressed doubts as 
to the stability of young ladies’ hearts, if exposed to the 
attractions of Mr. Raynor. Margaret, as it chanced, sat on 
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Frank’s left hand ; and Margaret, for the time being, was 
supremely happy. 

Are you better than you were on Tuesday night, Mr. 
Ilaynor ? ” she took occasion to ask him in a whisper, when 
a bnz^ of conversation was goin g^. 

“Better? I was not hot ill, Frank was about to 
respond in surprise, and then recollected himself. “Oh, 
thank you, yes, Margaret. I was rather out of sorts that 
night.” 

“ Mr. Raynor, what is this story about some man being 
lost?” asked Mrs. St. Clare, from the head of the table. 
“ One of the miners, we hear, has mysteriously disappeared 
and cannot be found.” 

Frank’s face flushed hotly, and he would have given tho 
world to avoid tho subject. But he could not: and^he 
related tho particulars. 

“ But where is it supposed that he can he, this J osiah 
B(dl ? ” asked the general. Where should yon think ho is, 
Mr. Raynor?” 

Perhaps no one at the table, with the exception of Mar- 
garet, noticed that tho young surgeon was somewhat agitated 
by the topic : that his breath seemed a little laboured as he 
answered tho repeated questions, and that his complexion 
changed from red to pale. Margaret silently wondered why 
tho disappearance of a miner should so aftcet him. 

“ Are there any old pits, used out and abandoned, that the 
man could have fallen into ? ” asked the sensible general. 

A strjingcly- vivid flush now on Frank Raynor’s face. A 
marked hesitation in his voice, as ho replied. 

“Not — not any — tliat arc easy of access, I fancy. Sir 
Arthur.” 

“ Well, the man must be somewhere, dead or alive. You 
say it is not at all thought that he would run away.” 

“Oh no; his friends say he would not be likely to do 
that.” 

“ He has a very beautiful daughter, lias he not ? ” S][>oko 
Lydia to Frank, from the ojiposito side of the tabhj. 

“ Yes, she is nice-looking.” 

“Nice-looking is not the word for it, Mr. Raynor— as wo 
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nro told,” persisted Lydia. “ Wo hear she is strictly, fault- 
lessly beautiful. Fancy that, for the daughter of a common 
miner ! ” 

Miss St. Clare’s tone seemed to savour of mockery— as 
lier tones often did. Frank, straightforward and truo-lieartod 
to the core, answered rather warmly. 

“ The man has come down in life ; lie was not always a 
common miner : and Eosaline is superior in all ways to lior 
station. She is very beautiful.” 

“ You seem to know her well.” 

Oh, very well,” carelessly rcjilicd Frank. 

“We should not have been likely to hear of the affair at 
all : of the man’s disappearance, or that he liad a daughter 
who was celebrated for her looks ; but for mamma’s maid,” 
said Lydia, more slightingly ; for in truth she considered it 
a condescension even to speak of such people. “ Tabitlm 
has relatives in Trennach : she paid them a visit tliis morn- 
ing, lieard the nows about the missing man, and entertained 
us with it on her return.” 

“ I should like to see this Rosaline,” spoke Lady Roau- 
charap. “I am a passionate admirer of beauty. You do, 
by some rare chance, now and again, find it wonderfully 
developed in a girl of the lower orders.” 

“Well, it is to bo liojicd the poor man will be found all 
right,” •oncluded Sir Arthur. 

And, with tliat, the conversation turned to some otlier 
topic— to Frank’s intense relief. Rut Margaret St. Clare 
still marvelled at the interest he had betrayed : and slio ^vas 
fated to rememb(^r it, to her cost, in the time to come. 
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(CHAPTER VII. 
epina’s bomance. 

In tlio (lays g<nio Ly there were three of the brothers 
Jltiyiior : Francis, Henry, and Ilugli. Francis entered the 
army ; Henry the church ; and Hugh tlie medical 2)r()fcssion. 
Witli tlic two former wo liavo at 2>i'tiSont nothing to do. 
Hugli Raynor 2>asscd liis examinations satisfactorily, and 
took all his degrees — tlius becoming Dr Raynor. ( 'banco 
and fortune favoured him. Ho was at once taken by the 
hand by an old doctor who had an excellent 2^1’actice in 
Mayfair, and became his assistant and frequent com2)anion. 
The old doctor had one only child, a daughter, who was just 
as much taken with Hugh (and he witli her) as was her 
father. Tliey were married; and on tlic death of the old 
doctor shortly afterwards, Dr. Raynor succeeded to a good 
deal of the 2)i*i^ctice. Ho Avas quite a young man still, 
thoroughly W(;ll inteiitioned, but not so 2 >i'ndcnt as he might 
have been. He and liis wife lived ratlicr extravagantly, and 
the doctor sometimes found himself short of ready-money. 
They resided in tlic house that had been the old doctor's ; 
and they heedlessly, and 2 >ci’ha'PS unconsciously, niiide the 
mistake of beginning where he had left off: that is, they 
continued their housekeeping on the same scale as his : main- 
tained the same expenses, horses, carriages and entertain- 
ments. The result was, that Dr. Raynor in the course of 
four or five years found himself considerably involved. In 
an evil moment, thinking to make money by which to 
retrieve his fortunes, he embarked his name (and as much 
money as ho could scra2)0 together) in one of the bubble 
schemes of the day. A scheme which — according to its 
. 2u*ospectus, its 2>i*oraotcrs’ assertions, and the credulous 
doctor’s own belief — was certain to realize an iminonso 
fortune in no time. 

Instead of that, it realized 2)Overty and ruin. The scheme 
failed — the usual rcsult~and Dr. Raynor found himself 
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responsible for more money than he would ever make in this 
world. Misfortunes, it has been too often said, do not come 
singly: Dr. Kaynor proved an examine of it. Just before 
the bubble burst, he lost his wife ; and the only one clement 
of comfort that came to him in the midst of his bitter grief 
for her, was to know that she died before the other blow 
fell. 

A frightful blow it was, almost prostrating Dr. Eaynor. 
The creditors of the ruthless comjjany took all from him : 
even to the gold watch upon his person. They sold up his 
furniture, his books, liis carriages and horses, every tiling ; 
and they told him he might tliank their leniency that they 
did not imprison him until ho could pay up the scores of 
thousands they made out he was responsible for. The fact 
was, the promoters of the company, and those of its directors 
who possessed funds, had gone over to the Continent ; and 
there remained only the poor doctor, innocent and honour- 
able, to come upon. 

Turned out of house and home, his name in the papers, 
liis prospects gone, Dr. Eaynor felt he should be glad to die. 
1 [c did not even attempt to retain his practice, which was a 
great mistake ; his only care was to escape from the scene of 
his prosperity and hide liis humiliated head for ever. His 
little child, Edina, the only one he had, was five years old ; 
and for her sake he must try and keep a roof over his head 
and find bread to eat. So ho looked out for employment 
after a time, as far away from London and in as obscure a 
corner of the land as might be, and obtained it amidst the 
collieries in North Warwickshire, as assistant to a general 
practitioner. After remaining there for some years, he 
heard of an opening at a place in Cornwall. The surgeon 
of the place, Trennach, an old man, who wanted to retire, 
(jhanced to know Dr. Eaynor, and wrote to offer him the 
succession upon very easy terms. It was accepted, and the 
doctor removed to Trennach. The returns from the practice 
were very small at first, he found, scarcely enabling him to 
make way, for it lay almost entirely amongst the poor ; but 
subsequently Dr. Eaynor dropped into a better class of 
practice as well through the death of another surgeon some 
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two or three miles from Trcnnaeli. And here, in Trcimach, 
he remained ; a sad and silent man ever since tlie misfortune 
of his early days; and lived as retired a life as might ho. 
His only care, liis constant companion, had hcen his beloved 
child, Edina. He had trained her to be all that a woman 
should be : true, earnest, thoughtful, good. Mrs. Pine, who 
liad no children of her own, had helped liiin, and been to 
Edina almost as a second mother. Not many women in this 
world were like Edina Raynor. 

The only sister of the three brothers Raynor had married 
a London banker, Timothy Atkinson, tlie junior partner in 
the house of Atkinson and Atkinson. When Edina was two- 
and-twenty years of ago, she w'ont on a visit to lier aunt in 
London. Mr. and Mrs. Timothy Atkinson, who had mairio.d 
rather late in life, were childless ; and in these later year^ 
Mrs. Atkinson had become an invalid. She w’as also 
eccentric and capricious ; and, for the first few days after 
her arrival, Edina thought she should not enjoy her visit at 
all. Timothy Atkinson was a sociable little man, but he 
spent all his time in the business downstairs — for they lived 
at the banking-house. His cousin, the head and chief, 
disabled by illness, rarely came to business now ; it all lay 
on Timothy’s shoulders. No one seemed to have any time 
to give to Edina. 

But soon a change came. ( Jeorge Atkinson, the son of the 
elder partner, found out Edina ; and perhaps pitying her 
loneliness, or out of courtesy, constituted himself her 
cavalier. Ho was nine or ten years older than Edina : a 
good-looking, rather silent young man of middle height and 
grave courtesy, with a pleasant voice and thoughtful face. 
He was not strong, and there had been some talk of his 
liaving been ordered to travel for his health ; but tlie death 
of liis mother had intervened and prevented it. But, though 
a silent man to the world in general, ho was eloquent to 
Eflina. At least, she found him so. As though they had 
been the actual cousins that Mrs. Atkinson sometimes called 
them, lie was allowed to take lier everywhere. To the 
theatres, the opera, the gardens, all the shows and sights 
of London, Edina was entrusted to the care of George 
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Atkinson. Sometimes Mrs. Atkinson was with them ; more 
often she was not. 

And better care ho could not have taken of her, or shown 
liimself more solicitous for her comfort, had she been his 
sister or cousin. Honourable, instinctively kind, upright 
and noble, there was in George Atkinson a chivalrous devo- 
tion to women, that could only betray itself in manner and 
tell upon those on whom it was exercised. It told ui)on 
Edina. Highly educated, and possessing a fund of general 
information, ho was a most agreeable companion. Before 
one-half of their few weeks’ intercourse together had passed, 
she had learned to love George Atkinson with a lasting 
affection. 

Many a half-hour did he spend talking to her in low 
^gentle accents of his recently dead mother. His love, his 
reverence, his still lively grief for her loss, was expressed in 
the truest and most tender terms. This alone would have 
taken Edina’s heart by storm. She believed there lived not 
another man in the world who was so true a gentleman, so 
estimable and admirable in all respects as George Atkinson. 
Indeed he was very much so, as young men go ; and neither 
Edina nor any other girl need feel anything but pride at 
being clioscn by him. 

Poor Edina ! It was the one groat mistake of her life. 
Whilst George Atkinson had no ulterior thought of her, 
hope was whispering to her heart the possibility that they 
might pass their future lives together. And oli, what an 
l^ldeii it would have been for Edina ! She loved him with 
all the intensity of a pure young heart ; a heart in its virgin 
freshness. Wliilst he, though no doubt liking her very 
much indeed ; nay, perhaps even loving her a little just in 
one corner of his heart ; had no tliought, no intentions beyond 
the present hour. He knew ho was not strong; and he 
meant to see what travelling far and wide would do to make 
him so. Consequently the idea of marriage had not entered 
his head. 

It was only on the last day of her stay, the one previous 
to her departure for home, that the revelation came to Edina, 
and her eyes were opened all too abruptly. They were 
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together in the drawing-room in the half-hour before dinner. 
Mr. Timothy Atkinson had not come up from the eoniitiiig- 
housc, his wife was in her chamber, dressing. It was a 
lovely day in late spring. Edina stood by one of tlio open 
windows, which had been made into a sort of small fernery. 
The western’ sunlight was playing upon the loaves, and 
touching her own smooth hair and her fair young face. 

“ It is very beautiful — but I think very delicate,” observed 
Edina, speaking of a now specimen of fern just i)lantcd, 
which they were both looking at. “ Do you think it will 
live ? ” 

George Atkinson passed his fingers under the small leaf, 
and somehow th(^y met Edina’s. He did not appear to 
notice the momentary contact ; her pulses thrilled at it. 

“ Oh yes, it wdll live and flourish,” ho answered. “ In* 
six months’' time you will see what it will be.” 

“ You may see,” she said, smiling. “ It will bo a great 
many more months than six, I suppose, before I am lioro 
again. Perhaps it may bo years.” 

“ Indeed, Edina, you are more likely to bo here in six 
months’ time than I am. But for my mother’s death and 
my father’s failing health, I should have left before this.” 

“ But you Avill return ? ” said Edina. 

“ Some time I may do so. I cannot answer for it.” 

“ What do you moan, George ? ” 

“ Not very much,” he answered, with a grave and kindly 
smile in his dark grey eyes. “An idea crosses niy mind 
now and then, that when once I am in those genial laiuls, 
where the skies are blue and the winds temperate, I shall 
bo in no hurry to quit them again. Of course I don’t say 
that I shall remain there for life ; but — it might happen so.” 

A pang, sharj) as a two-edged sword, struck Edina. 
“ What, and abandon your country for ever, and — and homo 
ties?” 

“ As to home ties, Edina, I shall have none then. Thejre 
is only my father now. Of course my future movements 
will be regulated with reference to him as long as he is 
with us. But — I fear — that may not be very much longer. 
As you know.” 
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Slie made a slight movement of assent ; and bent her head 
over the ferns. 

“ And I shall not bo likely to make home ties for myself,’’ 
went on George Atkinson, unconscious of the anguish he 
was inflicting. “ I shall never marry.” 

“ Why ? ” breathed Edina. 

“ I scarcely know why,” he replied, after a pause, as if 
searching for a reason. “ I have^cver admitted the thought. 
I fancy I sliall like a life of change and travel best. And 
so — when once wo part, Edina — and that must-be to-morrow, 
you say, though I think you might have remained longer 
— it is hard to say when w^e shall meet again. If ever.” 

‘‘ Halloa, who’s here ? Oh, it is you, George ; and Edina ! 
Where’s your aunt ? Dinner must be nearly ready.” 

- The interruption came from brisk little Timothy Atkinson, 
who bounded into the room wdth quick steps and his sliining 
bald Iicad. 

As Edina turned at his entrance, George Atkinson caught 
the expression of her face ; the strange sadness of its eyes, 
its extreme pallor. She looked like one who has received a 
shock. All at once a revelation broke upon him, as if from 
subtle instinct. For an instant he stood motionless, one 
hand pushing back his brown hair ; hair that was very mucli 
the same shade as Edina’s. 

“ It may be better so,” ho said in a whisper, meeting licr 
yearning eyes wdth his earnest "gaze. “ At any rate, I have 
thought so. Better for myself, better for all.” 

The tall, portly frame of Mrs. Timothy Atkinson, clothed 
with rich crimson satin, rolled into the room, and the con- 
versation was at an end. And with it, as Edina knew, her 
life’s romance. 

“ God bless you, Edina,” George Atkinson said to her the 
next day, as he attended her to the station >vith Mr. Timothy, 
and clasped her hand at parting. “ When I return to 
England in years tp come— if ever I do return — I shall find 
you a blooming matron, with a husband and a fiock of 
children about you. Farewell.” 

And as Edina sat back in the swiftly-speeding railway- 
carriage, not striving, in these early moments of anguished 



ROSK-rOLOURKD 1 TO 

awakening to do battle with her breaking lieart, she knew 
that ,the blow would last her for all time. Dr. Raynor 
thought her changed when she arrived home : he continued 
to think her so as the days went on. She was more quiet, 
more subdued: sad, even, at times. He little knew the 
struggle that was going on within lier, or the incessant 
strivings to subdue the recollection of the j)ast : and from 
henceforth she endeavoured to make duty her guide. 

Never a word was exchanged between hither and daughter 
upon the subject ; but probably Dr. Raynor sus2)ected some- 
thing of the truth. About a year after Edina’s return from 
Loudon, a gentleman who lived a few miles from Trennach 
made her an offer of marriage. It would have been an 
excellent matcli in all respects ; but she refused him. Dr. 
Raynor, perha2)S feeling a little vexed for Edina’s sakcf 
asked her the reason of her rejection. “ 1 shall never marry, 
j)apa,” she answered, her check flushing and paling with 
emotion. “ Please do not let us ever talk of such a thing ; 
jdease let me stay at home with you always.” 

Nothing more was said, then or later. No one else came 
forward for her, and tlie matter dwindled down into a 
recollection of the jjast. Edina got over the cruel blow in 
time, but it exercised an influence upon her still. 

And that had been Edina Raynor’s romance in* life, and 
its ending. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

BOSK-GOLOUBED DREAMS. 

The sweet spring sunshine lay upon Trennach, and U2)on 
Dr. Raynor’s surgery. Francis Raynor stood in it, softly 
whistling. Two sovereigns lay on the square table, amongst 
the small scales and the drugs and the bottles, and he was 
looking down upon them somewhat doubtfully. He wanted 
to convey this money anonymously to a certain destination, 
and hardly knew how to accomplish it. Sovereigns were 
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not at all plentiful with Frank ; but he would, in his open- 
heartednestf, have given away the last he possessed, and 
never cast regret after it. 

“ I know ! ” he suddenly cried, taking up a sheet of white 
2)aper. “ I’ll pack them up in an envelope, direct it to her, 
stick a stamp on it, and get Gale the postman to deliver it 
on his round. Dame Boll is as unsuspicious as the dajs 
and will think the money is sent by Eosaline — as tlio last 
was. As to Gale — lie is ready to do anything for me and 
Uncle Hugli : he gets his children doctored for nothing. 
1 t's a shame he is so badly paid, 2><>or fellow ! ” 

Several weeks had gone on since the disajijicarauco of 
Josiah Bell, and it Avas now close upon May. Bell had 
never returned : nothing could be hoard of him. Llrs. Bell 
•knew not Avhat to make of it: she was a calm-natured, 
unemotional woman, and she took the loss more easily than 
some wives might have taken it. Bell Avas missing: she 
could make neither more nor less of it than that : he might 
come back some time, and she believed ho would do so ; 
ineanAvliilo she tried to do the best she could Avithout him. 
In losing him, she had lost the good wages he earned, and 
they had been the homo’s chief support. She possessed a 
very small income of her own, AA’hich she received (juarterly 
— and this had enabled them to live in a better Avay than 
most of the other miners — but this alone was not sufficient 
to keep her. A managing, jiractical Avoman, Mrs. Bell had 
at once looked out for some AA^ay of helping herself in the 
dilemma, and found it. She took in tAvo of the unmarried 
miners as lodgers — one of them being Andrew Float, and 
she began to knit Avorsted stockings for sale. “ I shall get 
along somehow till Bell returns,” Avas her cheerful remark 
to the community. 

Eosaline was still at Falmouth— and meant to remain 
tliere. She Avrote that she was helping her aunt Avith her 
millinery business, Avas already clever at it, and received 
^Avages, Avhich she intended to transmit to her mother. The 
first instalment — it Avas not much — had already come. 
Frank Eaynor had just called Dame Bell unsuspicious as 
the day. She Avas so. But, one curious fact, in spite of the 
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freedom from suspicion, was beginning to strike her : in all 
the letters written by Rosaline she had never once mentioned 
her father’s name, or inquired whether he was found. 

Frank Baynor, elastic Frank, had recovered his spints. 
It was perhaps impossible that one of his light and sanguine 
temperament should long retain the impression left by the 
dreadful calamity of that fatal March night. Whatever tho 
precise details of the occurrence had been, he had managed 
outwardly to shake off the weight they had thrown upon liim, 
and in manner was himself again. 

Perhaps one thing, that helped him to do this, was his 
altered opinion as to the amount of knowledge possessed by 
Blase Pellet. At first he had feared the man ; feared what 
he knew, and what evil he might bring. But, as the days 
and the weeks had gone on, and Blase Pellet did not speaks 
or give any hint to Trcnnach that he had anything in his 
power to betray, Frank grew to think that he really knew 
nothing ; that though the man might vaguely suspect that 
something wrong had occurred that night, he was not 
actually cognizant of it. Therefore Frank Raynor had 
become in a measure his own light and genial self again. 
None could more bitterly regret the night’s doings than he 
did : but his elastic temperament could throw off all sign of 
remorse ; ay, and often its recollection. ’ 

The thing that troubled him a little was Mrs. Bell’s 
position. It was through him she had been deprived of the 
chief means which had kept her homo ; therefore it was only 
just, as he looked upon it, that he should help her now. 
Even with the proceeds from tho lodgers and the stockings, 
and with what Rosaline would be enabled to send her, her 
weekly income would be very much smaller than it had 
been. Frank wished with his whole heart that he could 
settle something upon her, or make her a weekly allowance ; 
but he was not rich enough to do that. He would, however, 
help her a little now and again in secret — as much as.^he 
was able;~-and this was the destination of the two sovereigns. 
In secret. It would not do to let or any one else know 
the money came from him, lest the question might be asked. 
What claim has she upon you that you should send it to 

Gdtna. fi 
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her? To answer that truthfully would be singularly in- 
convenient. 

Trennach in general could of course make no more of the 
disappearance of Bell than his wife made. It was simply 
not to be undejrstood. Many and many an hour’s discussion 
took place over it in the pits ; or at the Golden Shaft, to the 
accompaniment of pipes and beer ; many a theory was started. 
The man might be here, or he might be there ; he might 
have strolled this way, or wandered that way — but it^ll ended 
as it began : in uncertainty. Bell was missing, and nono 
of them could divine the cause . And the Seven Whistlers, 
that he heard on the Sunday night or thought he heard, had 
certainly left no damage behind them for the miners. The 
men might just as well have been at work those three days 
-for all the accident that had occurred in the mines. Perhaps 
better. 

Seated at the window of what was called the pink draw- 
ing-room at The Mount, from the colour of its walls, were 
Mrs. St. Clare and her daughter Lydia. The large window, 
shaded by its lace curtains, stood open to the warm bright 
day. Upon the lawn was Margaret in her white dress, 
flitting from flower to flower, gay as the early butterflies 
that sported in the sunshine. Lydia, a peculiar expression 
on her discontented face, watched her sister’s movements. 

Frank Baynor had just gone out from his morning visit, 
carrying with him an invitation to dine with them in the 
evening. Lydia was really better ; she no more wanted the 
attendance of a doctor than her sister wanted it : but she 


was devoured by ennui still, and the daily, or almost daily, 
coming of Frank Baynor was the most welcome episode in 
her present life. She had learned to look for him : perhaps 
had learned in a very slight degree to like him ; at any rato 
his presence was ever welcome. Not that Lydia would havdil 
suffered herself to entertain serious thoughts of the young^ 
surgeon — because he was a surgeon, and therefore far 
beneath her notice in that way — ^but she did recognize the 


fascination of his conj^pnionship, and eiyoyed it. Latterly, 
however, an idea hf4 dawned upon-her that some one else 
enjoyed it also — her sister-rand the suspicion was extremely 
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unwelcome. Lydia was of an intensely jealous disposition. 
She would not for the world have condescended to look upon 
Frank Raynor as a lover, but her jealousy was rising, now 
that she suspected Daisy might be doing so, somewhat after 
the fashion qf the dog-in-&<^manger. That little chit, 
Daisy, too, whom she look^ upon as h child I — there was 
some difference, she hoped, between nineteen and her own 
more experienced age of five-and-twenty I She was fond of 
Daisy, but had not the least intention of being rivalled by 
her ; and perhaps for the child’s own sake, it might be as 
well to speak. 

As Frank went out, ho crossed Daisy’s path on the lawn. 
They turned away side by side, walking slowly, talking 
apparently of the flowers ; lingering over them, bending to 
inhale their perfume. Mi*s. St. Clare, a new magazine and 
a paper-knife in her hand — for she did make a pretence of 
reading now and then, though it was as much a penance as 
a pleasure — glanced up indifferently at them once, and then 
glanced down again at her book. But Lydia, watching more 
observantly, saw signs and wonders: the earnest gaze of 
Frank’s blue eyes as they looked into Daisy’s; the shy 
droop in hers ; and the lingering pressure of the hands in 
farewell. He wont on his way; and Daisy, detecting in 
that moment her sister’s sharp glance from the window^, 
made herself at once very busy with the beds and the 
flowers, as if they were her only thought in life. 

“ Mamma ! ” 

The tone was so sharp that Mrs. St. Clare lifted her head 
in surprise. Lydia’s voice was usually as supinely listless 
as her own. 

“What is it, Lydia?” 

“ Don’t you think that Daisy wants a little looking after ? ” 

“ In what way ? ” 

“ Of course 1 may be mistaken in my suspicions. But 1 
think I am not. 1 will assume that 1 am not.” 

“WeU, Lydia?” 

“ She and Mr. Raynor are flirting^esperately ” 

Mrs. St Clare made no reply whatever. Her eyes fixed 
inquiringly on Lydia’s, kept their gaze for a moment or so, 
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and thon fell on tlio magazine page^ again. Lydia felt a 
little astonished : was this indignation or indifference ? 

“ Did you understand me, mamma ? ** 

“ Perfectly, my dear.” 

“ Then — really do not comprehend you. Don’t you 
consider that Daisy ought to be restrained ? 

“If I see Daisy doing anything that I very much dis- 
approve, I shall be sure to restrain her.” 

“ Have you not noticed, yourself, that they are flirting ? ” 

“ I suppose they are. Something of the sort.” 

“ But mrely^ mamma, you cannot approve of Mr. Eaynor ! 
Suppose a serious attachment came of it, you could not 
suffer her to marry him ! ” 

Mrs. St. Clare turned her book upside down upon her knee, 
and spoke in the equable manner that characterized her, 
folding her arms idly in the light morning scarf she wore. 

“ It never occurred to me, Lydia, until one day, a week 
or two ago, that any possibility could arise of what you are 
mentioning, Mr, Raynor’s visits here are merely profes- 
sional. Even when ho comes by invitation to dinner, I con- 
sider them as partaking of that nature ; to look upon them 
in any other light never entered my mind. On this day, 
however, I saw something that, figuratively speaking, opened 
my eyes.” 

“ What was it ? ” asked Lydia, 

. “ It occurred on the day that the Faulkners were to have 
come to us, and did not. Mr. Raynor dined here in the 
evening. After dinner I dropped into a doze ; there, on the 
sofa ” — pointing to the other end of the room. “ When I 
awoko it was quite dusk ; not dark ; and Mr. Raynor and 
Daisy were standing* together at this open window ; standing 
very close indeed to each other. Daisy was leaning againe|^. 
him, in fact ; and he, 1 think, had one of her hands in hi^ 
You were not in the room.” 

‘ “It was the evening 1 had so bad a headache, through 
vexation at those stupid people not coming ! ” cried Lydia, 
angrily. “ 1 had gone upstairs, 1 suppose, to take my drops. 
But what did you So; mamma ? Order Mr. Raynor from 
the house ? ” 
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“ No. Had I acted on my first impulse, I might have 
luuQ that, Lydia. But instinct warned mo to take time for 
consideration. I did so. I sat quite still, my lioad down 
)n the cushion as before, they of course su 2 )posiug me to ho 
still asleep, and I ran the matter rai)idly over in my mind. . 
riio decision I came to was, not to S 2 )cak hastily ; not then ; 
to take, at any rate, the night for further reflection : so I 
coughed to let tlicni know I was awake, and said nothing.” 

“ Well ? ” cried Lydia, im 2 )aticntly. 

“ I went over the affair again at night with myself, look- 
ing at it from all points of view, weighing its merits and 
demerits, and trying to balance one against the other,” 
pursued Mrs. St. (‘hire. “The result I came to was this, 
Lydia : to let the matter take its course.” 

Lydia opened her eyes very widely, “What, to let - tff 
let her marry him V ” 

“Perhaps. But you jump to conclusions too rajudly, 
Lydia.” 

“ Why, ho is only a common medical practitioner ! ” 

“ There of course lies the objection. But he is not a 
‘common’ practitioner, Lydia, If lie were so, do you 
supi)oso I should invite him here as I do, and make much of 
him ? Ho is a gentleman, and the son of a gentleman. In 
point ol fact,” added Mrs. St. Clare, in a lower tone, as if 
the acknowledgment might only be given in a whisper, 
“ our branch of the St. Clare family is little, if any, hotter 
than the Raynors ” 

“ Mamma, how can you say so ? ” burst forth Lydia. “ It 
is not true. And the Raynors have always been as iioor as 
church mice.” 

“ And — ^I was going to say,” went on Mrs. St, Clare with 
equanimity — “ ho is the heir to Eagles’ Nest.” 

Lydia sat hack in her chair, a scowl on her brow. She 
could not contradict that. 

“In most cases of this kind there arc advantages g^nd 
disadvantages,” quietly sjmko Mrs. St. Clare, “ and 1 tried, 
as I tell you, to put the one side against the other, and see 
which was the weightier. On the one hand there is his pro- 
fession, and his want of connections ; on the other, there is 
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Eagles’ Nest, and his own pei*sonal attractions. You arc 
looking very cross, Lydia. You think, I see, that Daisy 
might do better.” 

“ Of course she might.” 

‘‘She might or she might not,” spoke Mrs. St. Clare, 
impressively. “ Marriage used to ho ctilled a lottery : but 
it is a lottery that seems to bo getting os scarce now us the 
lotteries that the old governments put down. For one girl 
who marries, half-a-dozen girhs do not marry. Is it, or is it 
not so, Lydia?” 

No response. Mrs. St. Claro resumed. 

‘‘ And it appeiu*s to mo, Lydia, tliat the more eligible 
girls, those wlio arc most worthy to be chosen and who 
would make tliu best wives, are generally those who are left, 
tiavc you bocu chosen yet? — forgive me for speaking 
plainly. No. Yet you have been imithuj to ho chosen ~ 
just, as other girls wait— for these six or seven years. Daisy 
may wait in the same manner; wait for ever. VVe must 
saciflicc some prejudices in those non-marrying days, Lydia, 
if wo arc to get our daughters off at all. If an offer comes, 
though it may be one that in the old times would have boon 
summarily rejected, it is well to coimthr it in these. And 
so, you sec, my dear, why I am letting matters hike tlicir 
course with regard to Daisy and Mr, Raynor.” 

“ He may mean nothing,” debated Lydia. 

“Neither of them may mean anything, if it comes to that,” 
said Ml’S, St. Clare, relapsing into her idly indiffonuit 
manner. “ It may bo only a little flirtation -your own word 
just now — on both sides; pour fairo passer lo toiniw.” 

“ And if Daisy loKe.s her heart to him, and nothing comes 
of it ? You have called him attractive yourself.” 

“ Highly attractive,” composedly assenteil Mrs. St. ( laiv. 
“ As to tllb’ rest, it would bo no very gi-eat calamity that I 
know of. When once a girl has had a little love affair in 
eady life, and has got over it, she is always the more tract- 
able in regard to eligible offers, should they drop in. Nt*. 
Lydia, all things considered-— and I have well considorcHl 
them - it is the better policy not Ui interfere. The matter 
shall be left to toko its course.” 
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“ Well, I must say, Daisy ought not to be allowed to drift 
into JoYC with a nibbishing assistant-surgeon.” 

‘‘She has already drifted into it, unless 1 am mistaken,” 
said Mrs. St. Clare, significantly ; “ has been deep in it for 
some little time past. My eyes were not opened quickly 
enough ; but since they did open, they have been tolerably 
observant, Lydia. Why— do you suppose I should wink at 
their being so muj^h together, unless 1 intended the matter 
to go on? Don’t they stroll out alone by moonlight and 
twilight, in goodness knows what shady walks of the garden, 
talking sentiment, looking at the stars, and bending over the 
same flowers? Twice that has happened, Lydia, since I 
have been on the watch : how many times it happened before, 

I can’t pretend to say.” 

Lydia remained silent. It was all true. Where had her 
own eyes been ? Daisy would walk out through the open 
French window — she remembered it now — and he would 
stroll out after her ; while Mrs. St. Clare would be in her 
after-dinner doze, and she, Lydia, lying back in her chair 
with the chest-ache, or upstairs taking her drops. Yes, it 
was all true. And what an idiot she hod been not to see it 
— not to suspect it ! 

“ Wo cannot have everything ; we must, as I say, make 
sacrifices,” resumed Mrs. St. Clare. “ I could have wished 
that Mr. Baynor was not in the medical profession, especially 
in its lower branch. Of course at present he can only be 
regarded as altogether unsuitable for Daisy : but that wall 
be altered when the major comes into Eagles’ Nest. Frank 
will then no doubt quit the profession, and ” 

“ The singular thing to me is, that he should over have 
entered it,” interrupted Lydia. “ Fancy the heir to Eagles’ 
Nest making himself a working apothecary ! It is perfectly 
incongruous.” 

“ It seems so,” said Mrs. St. Clare. “ I conclude thei*o 
must have been some motive for it. Perhaps the major 
thought it well to give him a profession ; and when he had 
acquired it sent him to this remote place to keep him out of' 
mischief. It will bo all right, Lydia, when they cqmo into. 
Eagles’ Nest. The major will of course make Frank a 
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suitable allowance as his heir. The major is ah'cady getting 
in years : Prank will soon come into it.*’ p 

** As to that old Mrs. Atkinson, she must intend to live to 
a hundred/* remarked Lydia, tartly. “ How many centuries 
is it since we saw her in London ?— and she w'as old then. 
She ought to give up Eagles’ Nest to the major and live 
elsewhere. If it be tlie beautiful place that people say it is, 
she might bo generous enough to let some one else have a 
little benefit out of it.” 

Mrs. St. Clare laughed. Old people are selfish, Lydia ; 
they 2 )refer tlioir own ease to other |>cople’s. I duiv say we 
shairbe the same if we live long enough.” 

From this conversation, it will he gathered that the check 
thrown upon Frank Eaynor’s 2 )leasant intercourse with 
Margaret St. Clare by the unknown calamity (unknowm to 
the world) that had so mysteriously and suddenly ha2)i)cncd, 
bad been only transitory. For a week or two afterwards, 
Frank had paid none but strictly professional visits to 
The Mount ; had been simply courteous to its inmates, 
Daisy included, as a professional man, and nothing 
more. He had not danced ivith Daisy on her birthday; 
he had not given her any more tender glances, or ex- 
changed a confidential word with her. But, as the first 
horror of the occurrence began to lose its hold upon his 
mind, and his temperament recovered its elasticity, his love 
returned to liim. He was lAore with Daisy than ever ; he 
sought opportunities to bo with her now : fonncrly they had 
only met in the natural course of things. And so they, he 
and she, were living in an enchanted dream, whoso rose- 
coloured hues seemed as if they could only have come direct 
from Eden. 

And Frank Raynor, never famous for foresight or forc- 
jthought at the best of times, fell into the belief that Mrs. 
8t. Clare approved of him as a future aspirant for her 
daughteFs hand and tacitly encouraged their love. That 
she must see they were intimate with an especial intimacy, 
and very much together, he knew, and in his sanguine w'ay 
ho drew deductions accordingly. In this he was partly 
right, as the reader has learnt ; but it never entered into his 
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incautious head to suppose that Mrs. St. Clare was counting 
upon his coming in for future wealth and greatness. 

They stood once more together on this same evening, he 
and Daisy, gazing at the remains of the gorgeous sunset. 
Dinner over, Daisy had strolled out as usual into the 
garden ; ho following her in a minute or two, without excuse 
or apology. In his assumption of Mrs. St. Clare’s tacit en- 
couragement, he believed excuse to be no longer necessary. 
Clouds of purple and crimson, decked with gold, crowded the 
west ; lighting up Daisy’s face, os they stood side by side 
leaning on the low iron gate, with a hue as rosy as the 
dream they were living in. 

“I should like to see the sunsets of Italy,” observed 
Margaret. “ It is said they are very beautiful.” 

“ So should I,” promptly replied Prank. “ Perhaps some 
time we may see them together.” 

Her face took a brighter tint, though there was nothing 
in the sky to induce it. He passed his hand along the gate, 
until it rested on hoi's. 

Mamma talks of going abroad this summer,” whispered 
Daisy. “ I do not know whether it will be to Italy.” 

“ I hope she will not take you with her ! ” 

It is Lydia’s fault. She says this place tires her. And 
possibly,” added Daisy, with a sigh, “ when once w'C get 
abroad, we shall stay there.” 

“ But, my darling, you know that must not be. I could 
not spare you. Why, Daisy, how could wo live apart ? ” 

Her hand, clasped tenderly, lay in his. Her whole frame 
thrilled as the hand rested there. 

“ Shall you always stay on at Trennach ? ” she questioned 
in low tones. 

‘ “ Stay on at Trennach ! ” he repeated, in surprise. “ I ! 
Why, Daisy, I hope to be very, very soon away from it. I 
came to my uncle two years ago, of my. own accord, to gain 
experience. Nothing teaches experience like tlio drudgery of 
a general practice : and I was not one of those self-sufficient 
young students who set up after hospital work with M.D. oh 
their door-plate, and believe themselves qualified to cure the 
world. It is kill or cure, haphaaiard, with some of them.” 
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‘‘ And— when you leave Trennaeh V ehe asked, her clear 
eyes, clear this evening as amber, gazing out, as if she wo;ild 
fain SCO into the future. 

<< Oh, it will be all right wh^ I leave Trennaeh ; I shall 
get along well,” returned Frank, in his light, sanguine 
fashion. I — doU' t eare to praise myself, Daisy, but I am 
clever in my profiEMMdon $ and a clever man must make his 
way in it Perhaps I should purchase a share in a West- 
end practice in town ; or perhaps set up on my own account 
in that desirable quarter.” 

The hriglit hope of anticipation lighted Daisy's beautiful 
eyes. Frank changed his tone to one of tlio sweetest melody. 
At loiist, it sounded so to her ear. 

“ And with one gentle spirit at my hearth to cheer and 
guide me, the world will ho to me as a long day in Paradise. 
My best and dearest! you know what spirit it is that 1 
covet. Will she say mo nay ? ” 

She did not say anything just now ; but the trembling 
fingers, lying in his hand, entwined thomselvcs confidingly 
within his. 

“ I know you will get on,” she murmured. ‘‘ You will bo 
great sometime.” 

“ Of course I sliall, Daisy. Aucl keep can*iagos and 
horses fon my darling wife ; and the queen will knight mo 
when 1 have gained name and fame ; and — and wo shall bo 
liappicr than the live-long day.” 

The bright colours in the sky faded by degrees, leaving 
the grey twilight in their stead. Before them lay the 
sloping landscape, not a living soul to bo seen on it ; im- 
mediately behind them was the grove of laurels, shutting 
them out from view. In this favourable isolation, Frank 
]>as8ed bis arm around Daisy’s waist, and drew her face t^> 
liis breast. 

Nothing sliall ever separate us, Daisy. Nothing in Uiis 
world.” 

Nothing,” she murmured, speaking between his passionate 
kisses. “ I will bo yours always and for ever.” 

“ And there will ho no trouble,” remarked ho, iu sanguine 
impulse, as they tuimed reluctantly from the gate to regain 
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the house. I mean no oppomtion. I am my own master, 
Daisy, accountable to none ; and your mother has seen our 
love and sanctions it.” 

<‘Oh, do you think she does sanction it?” exclaimed 
Daisy, drawing a deep breath. 

“ Why, of coarse she does,” replied Frank, speaking in 
accordance with his belief. Would Mrs. St. Clare let us 
linger out together, evening after evening, if she did. not 
see and sanction it ? No, there will bo neither trouble 
nor impediment. Life lies before us, Daisy, fair as a happy 
valley.” 

Tea waited on the table when they got in. Mrs. St. 
( !laro was sleeping still ; Lydia looked very cross. Frank 
glanced at liis watch, as if doubting whether he could stay 
longer. 

Daisy's pretty hands, the lace meant to shade them falling 
back, began to busy themselves with the tea-cups. It awoke 
Mrs. St. Clare. She di’cw her chair at once to the tea-table. 
Frank pushed Lydia’s light couch towards it. 

“We were speaking to-day of Eagles’ Nest,” observed 
Mrs. St. Clare— and she really did not introduce the subject 
witli any ulterior view ; simply as something to talk about. 
“ It’s a very nice place, is it not ? 

“ Very — by all accounts,” replied Frank. “ L have not 
seen it.” 

“ Indeed ! Is not that strange ? ” 

“ My aunt Atkinson has never invited mo there. None 
of us have been invited, except the majox*. And he has not 
been there for several years.” 

“ How is that ? Major Baynor is the next heir.” 

“ Well, I scarcely know how it is. He and Mrs. Atkin- 
son are not very good friends. There was some quari’el, I 
fancy.” 

“ Mrs. Atkinson must be very old.” 

“ About seventy-four, I believe.” 

“ Not more than that ! I thought she was ninety at least.” 

“ I was saying to-day,” put in Lydia, “ that those old 
people ought to give up their estates to the heir. It is 
unreasonable to keep Major Baynor so long out of his own.” 
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Frank smiled. “ He would bo very glad if slio did give 
it up, I dare say; but I don’t know about tlic justice of it. 
Elderly people, as a rule, cling to their homes. I once 
know an old lady who was unexpoetedly called upon to give 
up the homo in wliich she had lived for very many years, 
and it killed her. Before the day for turning out came, she 
was dead.’* 

“ At any rate, Mr. Raynor, mm will not bo kept out of it 
so long when it comes to your turn,” remarkiid Mrs. St. 
( lare : “ for I sup])Ose the major is very nearly as old as 
Mrs. Atkinson.” 

Frank's honest blue eyes w^ent straight into those of the 
speaker with a questioning glance. 

“ I beg your pardon : kept out of what ? ” 

^ “ Of Eagles’ Nest.” 

His whole face lighted up with amusement at the mistake 
she was making. 

“ 1 shall never come into Eagles’ Nest, Mrs. St. Clare.” 

“ Never come into Eagles’ Nest ! But the major comes 
into it.” 

** The major does. But ” 

And you are his eldest son.” 

Frank* laughed outright. F reely and candidly ho answered 
— with never a thought of reserve. 

“ My dear lady, 1 am not Major Raynor’s son at all. His 
eldest sou is my cousin Charley. It is ho who will succeed 
to Eagles’ Nest.” 

Mrs. St. Clare stared at Frank. “Good Heavens!” she 
murmured under her breath. “You aro not tlio sun of 
Major Raynor?” 

“ No, I am his nephew. My father was the clergyman.” 

“ I— I have heard Major Raynor call you his son ! ” she 
debated, hardly believing her own ears. lias culled 

you so to my fcpe.” 

“Ho often does call me so,” laughed Frank. “I fear 
he is— proud of me— dear, fond old uncle ! ” 

“ Well, I never was so deceived in all my life I ” ojaculatiMl 
Mrs. St. Clare, 
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CHAPTER IX. 

PLANNING OUT THE FUTURE. 

It has been already said that there were originally three of 
tlic brothers Raynor: Francis, who was an officer in her 
Majesty’s service; Henry the clergyman; and Hugh the 
doctor. The youngest of these, Hugh, was the first to 
marry by several years; the next to marry was Henry. 
Henry might have married earlier, but could not afford it : 
he waited until a living was given to him. In the pretty 
country rectory attached to his church, he and his wife 
lived for one brief year of their married life : and then she 
died, leaving him a little boy-baby, who was named Francis 
after the clergyman’s eldest brother. Some ten years later 
the Reverend Henry Raynor himself died; and the little 
boy was an orjihan, possessed of just sufficient means to 
educate him and give him a start in life in some not too 
costly profession. When the time came, he chose that of 
medicine, as his Uncle Hugh had done before him. 

The eldest of the three brothers was the last to marry : 
Captain Raynor, He and liis young wife led rather a 
scram bling sort of life for some years afterwai'ds, always 
puzzled how to make both ends of their straitened income 
meet; and then a slice of good fortune (as the captain 
regarded it) befell hlmT' Some distant relative left him an 
^nnnity of five hundred a-year. Five hundred a-year in 
Addition to his pay seemed riches to the captain : whilst his 
unsophisticated and not too-well-managing wife thought 
they were now clear of shoals for life. 

Very closely upon this, the captain obtained his majority. 
This was succeeded by a long and severe attack of illness ; 
and the major, too hastily deciding that he should never be 
again fit for active service, sold out. He and his wife 
settled down in a pretty cottage-villa, called Spring Lawn, 
in the neighbourhood of Bath, living there and bringing up 
their children in much tlio same scrambling fashion •that 



94 


EDINA. 


they hod previously lived. No order, no method ; all good< 
hearted cai*olcssne8S, good-natured improvidcuco. Ju6« as 
it had been in their earlier days, so it was now : they never 
know where to look for a shilling of ready-money. That it 
would be so all through life with Major Raynor, whatever 
might bo the amount of his income, was pretty certain : he 
was sanguine, off-hand, naturally improvident. The prO' 
ceeds from the sale of his commission had all vanislied, 
chiefly in paying back-dobts ; tho five hundred a-ycar Wiis 
all they had to live upon, and that five huudml would die 
with tho major : and, in short, they seemed to be worse off 
now than before the annuity came to them. ( 'onsidoriug 
that they spent considerably more than the five Inindrod 
yearly, and yet had no comfort to show for it, and tliat 
debts had gathered again over the major’s head, it was not 
to be wondered at that they wero not well off. Tho major 
never gave a thought to consequences ; debt sat as lightly 
upon him as though it had been a wreath of laurel. If lio 
did feel slightly worried at times, what mattered it: ho 
should, sooner or later, come into Engles’ Nest, when all 
things would be smooth as glass. A more prudent man 
than the major might have soon cause to doubt tho absolute 
certainty of the estate coming to him. He did not; ho 
looked ujmn tho inheritance of it as an accomplished 
fact. 

The reader has probably not forgotten Mr. and Mi*s. 
Timothy Atkinson— *at whose house Edina had stayed so 
many years ago. Changes had taken place since tlien. 
Both tho partners in tho hank, Timothy and his cousin (they 
wore only second cousins), wero dead : and tlte firm had 
long 1)eeu Atkinson and Street. For, upon tho deatli of tho 
two old men, Mr. Qeorgo Atkinson, their sole successor, took 
his managing clerk, l^win Street, into partnai*ship. llio 
bank was not one of mognitude-^I think this has already 
boon said— only a small, safe, privato one. Tho acting head 
of it* was, to all intents and purposes, Edwin Street: for 
Mr. George Atkinson passed the greater portion of his time 
abroa<l, coming homo only every two or throe, years. George 
Atkinson was well off, and did not choose to worry himself 
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with the cares of business: had the bank been given up 
to-«iorrow, he would have had plenty of money without it. 

During his later life, Mr. Timothy Atkinson had invested 
the chief portion of his savings in the purchase of an estate 
in Kent, called Eagles’ Nest. He was not a rich man, as 
bankers go, never having been an equal partner in the firm ; 
drawing from it in fact only a small share. His death was 
somewhat sudden, and occurred during one of his sojourns 
at Eagles* Nest. Mrs. Atkinson, his widow ; not less portly 
than of yoro, and still very much of an invalid ; summoned 
her two brothers to attend the funeral : Major Raynor from 
Bath, Dr. Raynor from Trennach. The major went up at 
once : Dr. Raynor sent a refusal ; his excuse, no idle one, 
being that he could not leave his patients. Tho season was 
one of unusual sickness, and he had no one to take his place. 
This refusal Mrs. Atkinson, never a very gonial w^oman, or 
at all cordial w’ith her brothers, resented. 

When Mr. Timothy Atkinson’s will was opened, it was 
found that he had left everything he possessed to his wifo 
unconditionally. Consequently the estate was now at her 
own disposal. Though a pretty, compact property, it was 
not a large one: worth some two thousand a-year, but 
capable of great improvement. 

On tho day following the funeral, Mrs, Atkinson W’ent up 
to her house in London, the major accompanying her. There 
she found George Atkinson, who had just arrived in Eng- 
land; which was an agreeable surprise to her. He had 
always been a favourite of hers, and he would be useful to 
her just now. 

“ I shall leave it to you, George,” she suddenly observed 
one morning, a few days after this, as they sat together 
looking over letters and papers. 

"Leave what to me, aunt?” For he had called her 
" aunt ” in the old days, and often Jiid so still. 

" Eagles’ Nest.” "" 

George Atkinsop laid down the bundle of letters he was 
, untying, and looked questioningly at the old lady, almost 
as though ho doubted her words. 

" I am sure you cannot mean that.” 
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“ Why not, pray ? ” 

Because it is a thing that you must not think of doing. 
You have near relatives in your brothers. It is they who 
should benefit by your will.” 

“ My brothers can’t both inherit the place,” retorted tlio 
eld lady. 

“ The elder of them can — Major Baynor.” 

“ I like you better, George, than I like him.” 

“ I am very glad you like me — but not that your liking 
should render you unjust to your family,” he returned, firmly 
but gently. “ Indeed, dear Mrs. Atkinson, to prefer me to 
them would be an act of the greatest injustice.” 

“ My will ought to be made at once,” said the old lady. 

“ C’ertainly. And I hope yon will not as much as mention 
my name in it,” ho added with a smile. “ 1 have so very 
much of my own, you know, that a beciuest from you would 
bo altogether superfluous.” 

The conversation decided Mrs. Atkinson. She sent for 
her lawyer, Mr. John Street, and had her will drawn up in 
favour of Major Raynor. Legacies to a smaller or larger 
amount were bequeathed to a few people, but to Major 
Raynor was left Eagles’ Nest. Her brother Hugh, poor 
Dr. Raynor of Trennach, was not mentioned in it : neither 
was Edina. 

« The will was made in duplicate; Mrs. Atkinson desired 
her solicitor to retain possession of one coi>y ; the other she 
handed to Major Raynor. She affixed her own seal to the 
envelope in which the will w'as enclosed, but allowed him 
first to read it over. 

I don’t know how to thank you, Ann, for this,” said the 
major, tears of genuine emotion resting on his eyelashes. 
“ It will be good news for Mary and the young ones.” 

“ Well, I’m told it’s the right thing to do, Frank,*' an- 
swered the old lady : who was older than any of her brothers, 
and had don^pcfir ed over them in early life. 1 suppose 
it is.” 

So Major Raynor went back to Spring Lawn with the will 
in his pocket ; and he considered that from that hour all his 
embarrassments iv^erc over. And Mrs. Atkinson gave up 
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lier house in London, tind stationed licrself for lifo at Eagles’ 
Ncj^. While George Atkinson, after a month’s s(»jourri, 
went abroad again. 

But now, as ill-fortune had it, Major Ihiynor had chanced, 
since that lucky day, to oliend liis sister. Tlie year folhjw- 
ing tlie making of llie will, being in London on some matter 
of })usiiicss, lie took tlie -opportunity to go down to Eagles’ 
N()st — and went witliout asking permission, or sending word. 
AVlietlier tliat fact displeased Mrs. Atkinson, or whetiier slic 
really did not care to see him at all, certain it was that she 
was very cross and crabbed with him, her tem2)cr almost 
unbearable. The major had a hot temj)er himself on occa- 
sion, and they came to an issue. A shar^) quarrel ensued ; 
and the major, impulsive in all he did, (juitted Eagles’ Nest 
tliat same hour. When he reached Sjiring Lawn, afti;^* 
staying another week in Loudon to eonqiletc his business, 
he found a letter awaiting him from liis sister, telling him 
that she liad altered luu* will and Vft Eagles’ Nest to George 
Atkinson. 

“ Stiqud old thing ! " exclaimed the major, laughing at 
what ho looked upon as an idle tliroat. “ As if slio would 
do such a thing as that ! ’’ For the major had never the 
I'cmotest idea that she Jmd once intended to make George 
Atkiiison her heir. 

And froiv that hour to this, the major had not once 
seriously tho\ight of the letter again. He had never since 
st'cn Mrs. Atkinson ; had never but once heard from her ; 
but he looked upon l^aglos’ Nest as being as certainly his 
as tliougli it were already in his 2)ossession. Once every 
year at Ghristmas-time ho wrote his sister a letter of good 
wishes ; to which she did not rcs2>ond. “ Ann never went 
in for civilities,” would observe the major. 

The one excci)tion was this. When his eldesb son, Gharles, 
liad attained his sixteenth year, the major mentioned the fact 
in the annual letter to liis sister. A few days afterwards, 
down came the answer from her of some half-dozen lilies : 
in which she briefly otYered Charles an ojieniiig (as she 
called it) in life: meaning, a clerkship in the bank of 
Atkinson and Street, which her interest would procure for 

Kdina. t 
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him. Master I’harlcs, who had far higher notions than 
these, as befitted the heir to Eagles’ Nest, threw up his head 
in disdain : and the major wrote a letter of refusal, as brief 
as the old lady's ofibr. With that exception, they had never 
heard from her. 

The major and his wife were both incredibly improvident ; 
he ill spending money; she in not knowing Jiow to save it. 
Yielding and gentle, Mrs. Ilaynor fell in with anything and 
everything done by her husband, tliinking that b(!cause h(^ 
did it, it must be right. She never suggested that t.hc‘y 
might save cost lu re, and cut it off* there ; that this outlay 
would be extravagant, or that unnecessary. Tluo’e are some 
women ivailly not ca]»able of forethought, and IVIrs. Itayiuu* 
W’as one of them. As to doing anything to advanciJ their 
own interest, by cultivating Mrs. Atkinson's favour, both 
were too single-minde«l for such an act ; it may be said too 
strictly honourable. 

It was with them, liis uncle and aunt, that Frank Kaynor 
had spent his holidays when ahoy, and all his after-intervals 
of leisure. They were just as fond of Frank as they were 
of their own children : he was ever welcome. Tin; major 
sometimes called liim‘‘my son Frank," when s])eaking of 
liim to strangers ; very often indeed '‘inyiddest boy.'’ As 
to taking people in by so doing, the major had no thought 
of the sort ; but tliere is no doubt that it did cause many a 
one, not acquainted with the actual relationship, to under- 
stand and believe that Frank was in truth the major’s son. 
Possibly their names being the same— Francis —contributed 
to the impression. Amongst those wlio had cauglit up the 
belief, was Mrs. St. (!larc. She had occasionally met the 
Major and Mrs. Raynor in Bath, though the acquaintance- 
sliip was of the slightest. When lior son, young St. ( laro, 
came into possession of The Mount, and it was known that 
slio was going to rcinovo there, tlio major, meeting her one 
day near the Old Pump-room, said to licr, in the openness of 
his heart, “ I’ll write to Trcnnacli to my boy Frank, and tcdl 
him to make himself useful to you.” Oli,” retunied Mrs. 
St. Clare, “ liave you a boy at Trennach ? “ Yes, the (ddest 

of them : ho is with his undo the doctor,” concluded tho 
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major, unsuspiciously. Had he thought it would create 
mischief, or even a false impression, he would have swallowed 
the Pump-room before he had spoken it. That the major 
was the presumptive heir to Eagles’ Nest was well known : 
and Mrs. St. Clare may be excused for having, under the 
(jircumstances, carried with her to lier new abode the belief 
that Frank would succeed him in the estate. 

On the night that the enlightenment took place — when 
Frank so candidly and carelessly disabused Mrs. St. Clare’s 
mind of the impression— -ho perceived not the chill that the 
avowal evidently threw upon her. Tliat it should affect her 
cordiality to him he could never have feared. A more 
worldly man, or one of a selfish nature, would have seen in 
a moment tliat liis not being heir to Eagles’ Nest rendered 
him a less eligible parti for Margaret ; but Frank Raynor; 
in worldliness, as in selfishness, was singularly deficient. 
And he left The Mount when tea was over, quite unconscious 
that anything had occurred to diminish the favour in which 
he was held by its mistress. 

Not with that was his mind occupied as he walked home ; 
but rather with tlioughts of the future. Daisy was to Ix', 
his ; she had promised it ; and Frank would have taken her 
to himself to-morrow, could he have provided her with brea<l- 
and-chcesc. How to do this was puzzling his brain now. 

lie took the road liomcover the Ihire Plain. Never, siiui* 
the night of that fatal tragedy, had Frank Rayiior taken it 
by choice : he always chose the highway. But to-7iight he 
had a patient lying ill in the cottages on the Plain ; and Dr. 
Raynor had said to liim, ** Call in and see Weston, Frank, 
us you return.” Tlic visit paid, he continued his way home- 
wards. It was a light night : there were neither stars nor 
moon ; but a white liazc seemed to veil the sky, and lighted 
up surrounding objects. Frank looked towards the Bottom- 
less Shaft as ho passed it ; his fascinated eyes turning to it 
of their own accord. Bringing them back with an effort 
and a shudder, ho quickened his pace, and wont onwards 
witli Ills burthcnsonie secret. 

‘‘ Will it lie hidden tlicre for ever V ’ ho said, half aloud. 
“ Pray Heaven that it may ! ” 
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Dr. Raynor was sitting in tlio small room behind his 
surgery; a room chiefly used for private consiiltff»tions 
with patients ; in his hand W'as a medical journal, which he 
was reading by lamplight. Ho i)ut it down when Frank 
entered. 

‘•I want to ask you soiuethiiig, Uncle Hugh,” began 
Frank, impulsively, as though what he was about to say was 
good news. “ Should I have any difficulty, do you think, in 
dropping into a practice when I leave you ? ’’ 

“ You do mean to leave me, then, Frank ? ” returned Dr. 
Raynor, without immediately replying to the fiuestion. 

‘"Why, of course I do, Undo liugli,” said Frank, in 
slight surprise. It was always inteiuhid so. I came limv, 
vou know', for two years, and I have stayed longer tlian 
.that.” 

“ And you w'ould not like to remain altogether, and be my 
partner and successor ? ” 

“No,” rci^licd Frank, very promptly. “It w’ould bi^ a 
poor living for tw’o people ; iiiy share of it very small, for I 
could not expect you to give me half the profits. And therci 
are other reasons against it. No, Unde Hugh ; what I want 
to do is, to jumj) into some snug little practice in a plaeo 
wiierc I sliall get on. Say in London.” 

A smile crossed the more ex2>erienced doctor's lips. 
Young men arc sanguine. 

“It is not easy to ‘jump into a snug little practice,’ 
Fi*ank.” 

“ I know that, sir: but there an) two ways in wliicli it may 
be done. One w’ay is, to purcha.se n share in aii listablishcd 
l»ractico ; another, to set up w'cll in some likedy situation, 
>v'ith a good house and a plate on the door, and all that, and 
w'ait for patients to drop in.” 

“ But each of those ways requires money, Frank.” 

“ Oh, of course,” acquiesced Frank, lightly, as though 
money were the most ordinary commodity on earth. 

Well, Frank, where would you find tlie money ? You 
have not saved much, I take it, out of the salary you have 
from me.” 

“ I have not saved anything : I am never a jjound to the 



Pr.ANNlNG OUT TIIK FUTURE. 101 

good,” answered Frank, candidly. “Clothes cost a good 
deal, ^ for one thing.” 

“ When gentlemen dress as you do, and buy their kid 
gloves by the dozen,” said the doctor, archly. “Well, 
whence would you find the means to set yourself uj) in 
practice ? ” 

“ That’s what I want to ask you about, Uncle Hugh. I 
dare say you remember, when there was so much talk about 
that will of my aunt Ann’s, that it was said I had a share 
in it.” 

“ Indeed, Frank, I don’t. I remember I was told that she 
had not left any tiling to me ; and I really remember no more.” 

“ Then you cannot tell me what the amount was ? ” ex- 
claimed Frank, in accents of disappointment. “ I thought 
perhaps Uncle Francis might have told you.” 

Dr. Raynor shook his head. “ I have no idea, Frank, 
whether it was one pound or one thousand. Or many 
thousands.” 

“ You sec, sir, if I knew the exact sum, I could think 
about my plans with more certainty.” 

“ Just so, Frank. As it is, your plans must be somewhat 
like castles in the air.” 

“ I recollect ciuito well Uncle Francis telling me that I 
came in for a good slice. That was the exact phrase : ‘in 
for a good slice,’ He liad road tlie will, you know. I 
wonder he did not mention it to you.” 

“All I recollect, or know, about it is, that Francis wrote 
me word that nothing was left to me. lie said he had 
remonstrated with Ann — your aunt — at leaving my name 
out of the will, and that she oixlered him, in return, to mind 
his own business. I do not care for it myself ; I do not, I 
am sure, covet any of the money Ann may leave ; though I 
could have wished she had not quite passed over Edina.” 

“ Slie must liave a good deal of money. Uncle Ilugli, apart 
from Eagles’ Nest.” 

“ I dare say she has.” 

“ And, if Undo Francis conics in for that money, I should 
think he would make over half of it to you. I should, were 
I in his place.” 



‘‘ AIj, Frank," smiled the doctor, “ people arc not so 
chivalrously generous in this world ; even hrothors.’* 

I should call it justice, not generosity, sir.” 

‘•If you come to talk of justice, you would also be 
entitled to your share, as Henry’s son. He was equally her 
hrotlier.” 

•• But I don’t ex2)ect anything of the kind,” said Frank. 
“ Provided I have enough to set me iq) in practice, that’s all 
T care for.” 

“ You would not have that until your aunt dies.” 

•‘ To bo sure not. I am not expecting it before. But 
what has struck me is this, Uncle Hugh— I have boon 
turning the tiling over in my mind ns I walked home — tliat 
I might, without any dishonour, reckon upon the money 
now.” 

“ In wliat way How do you mean ? ” 

Supposi) I go to some old-established man in Loudon 
who, from some cause or otlua* — advancing years, say- - 
requires some one to reluivo him of a iiortion of his daily 
work. I say to him, ‘ Will you take me at present as your 
assistant, at a fair salary, and when I come into my money ’ 
• - naming the sum — ‘ I will hand that over to you and 
become your partner *? ’ Don’t you think that seems feasible, 
sir y ’’ 

“ I dare say it does, Frank.” 

“ But then, you sec, to do this, I ought to know the exact 
sum that is coming to me. Unless I were able to state that, 
I should not bo listened to. That’s why, sir, I was in hopes 
tliat you could tell me what it was.” 

“And so I would tell you if I knew it, Frank. I do 
not think Francis mentioned to me that you would colm^ 
in for anything. I feel sure, if ho had done so, I should 
j’emember it.” 

“ That’s awkward,” mused Frank, thoughtfully balancing 
the paper-knife ho had caught up from the table. “ I wonder 
he did not tell you, Uncle Hugh.” 

“To say the truth, so do J,” replied Dr. Itaynor. “It 
would have been good news : and he knows that I am 
equally interested with liiinself in the welfare of Henry’s 
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orphan son. Are yon sure. Frank, that yon nre making no 
juis^akc in this ? ’* 

“I don’t think I am. I was staying at Spring Lawn 
when the major came home from Aunt Atkinson’s after her 
husband’s death, and lie brought lier will witli him. lie 
was telling ns all about it — that Eagles’ Nest was to be his, 
and that there were several legacies to dillerent people, and 
he turned to me and said, ‘ Yon come in for a good slice, 
Frank.’ I recollect* it all, sir, as thougli it liad taken place 
yesterday.” 

‘‘ Did he mention how much the ‘ slice ’ was ? ” 

No, he did not. And I did not like to ask him.” 

There was a pause. Dr. llaynor began putting the papers 
straight on the table, his usual custom before retiring for 
llie night. Frank had apparently fallen into a reverie. 

“ Unchi JIugli,” he cried, briskly, lifting his head, his face 
glowing witli some idea, his frank blue eyes bright with it, 
“ if you can spare mo for a couple of days, I will go to 
Spring Lawn and ask Uncle Francis. I sliculd like to bo 
at some certainty in the matter.’’ 

“ I could spare you, Frank : there's nothing particular on 
liand that I cannot attend to myself for that short time. 
Dut ” 

“Thank you, Undo Hugh,” interrupted Frank, im- 
petuously. “ Tlicn suppose I start to-morrow morning ? ” 

“ But — I was about to inquire — wliat is it that has put all 
this into yoiir licad so suddenly ? ” 

Frank’s eager eyes, raised to the doctor's face, fbll at the 
question. A lialf-eonseious smile parted his lips. 

“ There’s no harm, sir, in trying to plan out one's future.” 

“ None ill the world, Frank. I only ask the reason for 
your setting about it in this— as it seems to me — sudden 
manner.” 

“ Well —you know. Uncle Hugh— I — 1 may be marrying 
some- time.” 

“ And you have been fixing on the lady, I sec, Frank’! ” 

A broad smile now shone upon Frank’s face. Ho was 
sending the paper-knife round in cirides on the table, with 
rather an nnncccssary noise. Dr. Kaynor’s thoughts w’ero 
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going liitlici* and thither ; lie could not recall any individual 
in the neighhourhood of Tronnach likely to ho lioiiourcd hy 
Frank's choice. In an instant an idea ila slu'd over liini — an 
idea that he did not like. 

“Frank! can it be that you are thinking of one of tlie 
Miss St. (’lares? ’■ 

“ And if I werOj sir ? ” 

“ Then -I fear— that there maybe trouble in store for 
you, ’’ said the doctor, gravely. “ IMrs. St. ( ’hire would 
iK^ver sanction it.” 

“Tint she has sanctioned it. Uncle TTngh. Slie sanctions 
it (‘Very day of her life.” 

“ Has she told you so V ” 

“Not ill words. But she sees how nincli T and Daisy an^ 
togetlu'i’, and she allows it. will lx* all right, Uiu*h'. 

Hugh." 

“Daisy? Let me sec? Oh, that is tlu^ yoiiifg one: 
she is a nice little girl. 1 cannot say I like the (ddt'r. 
But--” 

“ But wluit, sir ? ” 

“You ui*(i hy nature over-sauguiiu*, Frank; and I eannnt 
help thinking that you arc so in this. Itely upon it, there 
is srmio mistake lu.*re. l^Irs. St. Clare is a i)roud, haughty 
woman, reinarkahly alive, unh'ss I am in error, to self- 
interest. She would not be likely to give a daughter to 
one whose, prospects are so unc<;rtain as yours.” 

“ But I am wishing to make my pros]»eets iiku'o ccu'tain, 
you s(ie, un(d(5. And I can assure you slie aj)i)roves of me 
for Daisy.” 

“ ^Vell, well ; if so, I am glad to hear it. Nevertheh'ss it 
siirpris(;s me. I should have sn])pos(;d she would look 
high(;r for suitors for lu;r daiigliters. The little girl is a 
nice; girl, I say, Frank, and you have my best wisluis.” 

“Tliaidc you, Uiudc Hugli,” warmly repeated Frank, 
rising, bis face flushing witli pleasure as lie mot the doctor’s 
liand. “ (Jf course you understand that it must not yet he 
talked of; I must first of all speak to Mrs. St. (’lure.” 

“I shall not bo likely to talk of it,” r(^pliod Dr. Kayuor. 
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CHAPTER X. 

MAJOIt AND MRS. RAYNOR. 

Tjie windows of Spring Lawn stood open to the afternoon 
sun. It Avas a small, pretty white house, half cottage, lialf 
villa, situated about three miles from Bath. A latticed 
portico, over which crept the Avhite clematis, led into a 
miniature hall : Major Raynor could just turn round in it. 
On cither side Avas a small sitting-room, the dining-room on 
the left, tlie drawing-room on the right. 

The scrambling midday dinner Avas over. Somehow all 
the meals seemed to be scrambling at the major’s, from the 
utter Avant of order, and of proper {ittondance. Only two 
servants Averc kept, a cook and a nurse : and tlieij could not 
ahA'ays get their Avages i>aid. AVIien Edina Avas tlicre, slie 
strove to bring a little comfort out of the chaos : but that 
AA'as only a chance event ; a brief and rare occasion, occurring 
at long intervals in life. Some AA'ine stood on the old table- 
cover, Avitli a idatc of biscuits. On one side of the table sat 
tlic major ; a tall and very portly man, Avith a bald head and 
a AAdiite moustache, looking every day of his nino-and-sixty 
years. lie had been getting on for lifty Avhen he married 
his young Avife ; Avho aaus not quite eight-and- thirty yet : a 
delicate, fragile-looking Avoman, Avith a small fair face and 
gentle voice, mild blue eyes, a pink colour, and thin light 
brown hair quietly braided back from it. Mrs. Raynor 
looked Avhat she Avas : a gentle, yielding, amiable, helpless 
Avoman; one Avho could iiCA'cr be strong-minded in any 
emergency Avliatever, but somehoAV one to be loved at lirst 
sight. 

She sat half turned from the table — as indeed did the 
major opposite, their faces toAA^ards the AvindoAA’ — her feet on 
a footstool, and her Iiands busy AA'itli Avork, apparently a 
new frock she Avas making for one of her younger (diildren. 
She wore a faded muslin goAvii, green its predominant 
colour ; a score of pins, belonging to the Avork in process, 
in her Avaistband. 



They woi’o talking of tlic weatlicj*. Tlio major waK gcjic- 
rally in a state of heat. That morning lie liad waj^ketl 
into Bath and back again, and got in late for diimer, pulling 
and sto!iming, for it was an up-liill walk. He liked to have 
a tly one way at least ; but he laid n(»t always tlie money in 
liis pocket to pay for it. 

Yes, it was like an oven in the sun, Mary,” continued 
lie, enlarging upon tlie weather. 1 don’t rememlx.'r 
any one single year that the Iieat has eome ujion us so 
early.” 

• “ That's why 1 have a good deal of sewing to do just 
now.” observed Mrs. liiiynor. We have had to take to our 
summer things before they were ready. Look at poor dear 
little liobert I The ehild must be nudted in tliat stuff 
frock.” 

“What's the nurs(5 about? — can't she make liim one?” 
asked the major. 

“Oil, IVancis, sin; lias so much to d(K Witli all these 
children! She does some sewing; but slie has not time for 
very much.” 

TJie major, siiy^iing his wine just then, looked at the 
children, sitting on the grass-plot. Four of tliem, in whose 
ages there was evidently more than the usual ditforeiicc 
between brothers and sisters. One looked an almost grown- 
up young lady. That was Alice. Slie wt»re a washed-out 
cotton dress and a frayed black silk a]>ron. AHVimI was tln^ 
next, aged ten, in an old brown-holland blouse and tumbled 
hair. Kate, in another washed-out cotton and a pinafoii', 
was eight; and Kobert was just thn^c), a chubby, fat child 
in a tliick woollen plaid frock. They were stemming cow- 
slips to make into balls, and were as haiipy as the day was 
long. 

‘•I saw Mrs. Maniuu’s in Bath this morning,” resuim^d the 
major. “ She says she is coming to spiaid a long day 
here.” 

I liope she won't eome until Bobby's new frock is 
tinisho<l,” said Mrs. Ttaynor, lior. fingers plying the needle 
mon; swiftly at the thought “ lie looks so sliahhy in that 
(dd thing.” 
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^ if it mattered ! Who cares what children have on V ” 
On$ I forgot to tell you, Francis— the butcher asked to 
see me this morning ; lie came over for orders himself. Ho 
says he must have some money.” 

“ Oh, docs he ? ” returned the major, with careless uncon- 
cern. “I don’t know when I shall have any for him, I’m 
sure. Did you tell him so ? ” 

“ I did not go to him : I sent Charley. I do hoi)C he will 
not stoji tlie 6 Ui)i)ly of meat ! ” 

“ As if he w’ould do that ! ” cried the major, throwing 112^ 
his head w’ith a beaming smile. “ He knows I sliall come 
into 2)lciity of money sooner or later.” 

At this moment the children came rushing w ith one accord 
to the wdndow', and stood— those who w’cro tall enough — 
w ith their arms on the sill, Alice wdth the cowsli2)s gathered 
U 2 ^ in her a2)ron. Little Kobert — often called Baby — who 
toddled U 2 > last, could only stretch his hands u]) to the edge 
(►f the sill. 

“Alamma — ^^nd Alice, a graceful girl, with the 
clearly-cut Raynor features and her mother's mild blue eyes, 
we want to have a little 2>arty and a feast of strawberries 
and cream. It w^ould bo so delightful out here on the grass, 

with tables and chairs, and ” 

“ Strawberries are not in yet,” interru2Hed the major. 
‘‘ Exccjjt those in the dearer sho2>s.'’ 

Wlien they are in, w e mean, Shall we V ” 

“ To be sure,” said pajia, as 2>lcased with the idea as w ere 
the children, “ Perha2)S wc could borrow a cow' and make 
some syllabubs ! ” 

Back ran the children to the grass again, to 23 lan out the 
anticipated feast. Alice w'as seventeen ; but in mind and 
manners she W’as still very much of a child. As they (2uitted 
the window, the room-door 02^ened, and a tall, slender, well- 
dressed stri2)ling entered. It was the eldest of them all, 
(Charles Rayiior. He also liad the well-formed features of 
the Raynors, dark eyes and chestnut hair ; altogether a" very 
nice-looking young man. 

“ Why, Cliarley, I thought you were out ! ” cried his 
father. 
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I lijive btjoii lying down under the tree at tlio/ 
linisliiiig iiiy book,” said Cliarloy. “ And now I am go\iig 
into Bath to change it.” 

It was the greatest pity — at least most sensible people 
would have thought it so — to see a line, capable young fellow 
wasting the best days of his existiniee. This, the dawning 
period of his manhood, was the time when he ouglit to have 
been at work, preparing himself to run his career in this 
working world. Instead of that, lie was passing it in abso- 
lute idleness. "Well for liim that lie had no vice in his 
nature : or the old proverb, about idle, hands and Satan, 
might have been exemplified in liim. All the reproach that 
could at present be cast on him was, that he was utterly 
us(;l(iss, thoroughly idle : and perhaps ho was not to blame 
for it, as nothing had been given him to do. 

(.'harlcs Ilaynor was not brought up to any profession or 
business. Various callings had been talked of now and 
again in a desultory manner; but Mtijor and !Mrs. Raynor, 
ill their easy-going negligeuice, liad brought n(>thiiig to ])ass. 
As the heir to Eagles* Xest, they considered that he would 
not recpiiro to use his talents for liis liveliliood: diaries 
liimself decidedly tliought so. (iratuitous commissions in 
the army did not seem to be coming IMajor Raynor s w.iy ; 
he had not the means to purcliase oin; : and, truth to tell, 
( liarh.'s's inclinations did not ttmd towards lighting. ^Flie 
same drawback, want of moiujy, applied to other possibilities : 
and so CharhiS had been allowed to remain unprolitably at 
home, doing nothing ; very mucli to liis own satisfaction. 
If obliged to choose some profession for liimself, lie would 
have fixed on the Bar: but, first of all, he wanti'd to go to 
one of the universities. Everything was to be dom^ in every 
way, when Eagles’ Nest dropped in : Otnf would be the 
panacea for all pre.-sent ills. Meanwhile, IVIajor Itaynor was 
content to let the time slip easily away, until that di^sirable 
consummation should arrive, and to allow his son to hd it 
slip away easily too. 

( ’harley, I wish you’d bring mo back a ]\Iadeira cak<‘, if 
you are going into Bath.” 

“ All right, mamma.” 
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Charley,” added the major, “just call in at Steer’s 
and those seeds for the garden.” 

“ Very well,” said Charley. “ Will they let me have the 
things without the money ? ” 

“ Oh yes. They’ll i)ut them down.” 

Charley gave a brush to his coat in the little hall, put on 
his hat, and started, book in hand. As ho was passing the 
children, they plied him with questions : where he was going, 
and what to do. 

“ Oh, I’ll go too ! ” cried Alfred, jumping to his feet. 
“ Let me go with you, ( ’barley ! ” 

“ J don’t mind,” said Cliarlcy. “ You’ll carry the book. 
How precious hot it is ! Take care you don’t get a sun- 
stroke, Alice.” 

Alice hastily pulled her old straw hat over her forehead, 
and went on with her cowslips. “ (liarley, do you think 
you could bring me back a new crochet-needle ? ” she asked. 
“ I’ll give you the old one for a i)attcrn.‘’ 

“Hand it over,” said (’barley. “I shall have to bring 
back all Bath if I got many more orders. I say, youngster, 
you <lon’t think, I ho2)e, that you arc going with me in tliat 
trim ! ” 

Alfred looked down at his blouse, and at the rent in the 
hem of his trousers. 

“ What shall I juit on, ( ’barley ? My Sunday clothes ? 
T won’t be a minute.” 

The boy ran into the house, and f ’harles strolled leisurely 
towards the little gate. He reached it just in time to met t 
some one who was entering. One moment’s i)ause to ga.^e 
at each other, and then their hands were clas2)cd. 

“ Frank 1 ” 

“ Charley ! ” 

“ How surprised I am ! Come in. Y’ou arc about the 
last fellow I should have expected to sec.” 

Frank laughed gaily. lie enjoyed taking them by sur- 
ju'iso in this way; enjoyed the gladness shining from ’their 
eyes at sight of him, the hearty w’cleomo. 

“ T (Tare say I am. IIow arc you all, Charley ? There 
arc the young ones, I see ! Is that Alice ? Slie has grown ! ” 
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Alice came boimding towards him, dropping the ;;felWw 
blossoms from her apron. They had not seen him since the 
previous { hristinas twolvomontli, when ho had spent a week 
at S2>ring Lawn. Little Robert did not know liim, and stood 
back, sliyly staring. 

And is this iiiy dear little Rob? ” cried Frank, catching 
him u]) and kissing him. Docs he remember brotlier 
Frank? And— why, tlu^re’s mamma!— and i)a2)a ! Come 
along.” 

The child still in his arms, he went on to meet IVIajor and 
j\[rs. Raynor, who were hastening with outstretched hands 
of greeting. 

“ This si gilt is better than g(dd ! ” cried the major. “ I low- 
are you, my dtair b<iy ? ” 

We thought we were never to see you again, ” put in 
Mrs. Raynor. ‘‘ Ilow good of you to come ! 

“I have come to take just a 2 >oe 2 > at you all. It seems 
ages since I wa.s li(;rc.’’ 

Are you come for a month? ” 

“ A month ! ” laughed Frank. “ For two flays.*' 

“ Oh ! Nonsense. ! 

And so the bustle and the greetings continue<l. IVIajor 
Raynor 2^oured out a glass of wine, though Frank 2>i*oti'sti‘d 
it was too hot for wine, es2K?cially after his walk from Ikitli. 
Mrs. Rsiynor went to see her cook about s<‘ndiiig in some- 
thing substantial with tin. Charles deferred bis walk, and 
the young ones seduced Frank to the grass-2)lot to heliiw’ith 
the eow.sli2>s. 

And Frank never gave the slightest intimation that he 
had come from Trennach for any 2>ur2)oso, <,‘Xco2)t that of 
seeing them. Rut at night, w'heu bed-timo came and Mrs. 
Raynor went iqistairs, leaving the major, as usual, to finish 
bis glass and pipe, Frank drew up liis chair for a confer- 
ence, (Jliarlcy being present. 

lie then disclosed the real purport of liis visit — namely, 
to ascertain from Major Raynor the amount of money coming 
to him under Mrs. Atkinson’s wdll. Explaining at the same 
time w'hy ho wished to ascertain this : his inteiitifin to get 
into 2)ractice in London, and the ideas that hud occurrod to 
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tlio best means of accomplishing it. Just as he 
hacPexinaiucd the matter to Dr. Raynor at Trennach, the 
previous night. 

“ You see, Uncle Francis, it is time I was getting a start 
in life,” lie urged. “I am half-way between twenty and 
thirty. I don’t care to remain an assistant- surgeon any 
longer.” 

“Of course you don’t,” said the major, gently i)uliing 
away. “ Help yourself, Frank.” 

“ Not any more, thank you, uncle. -And so, as the first 
preliminary stej), I want you to tell me, if you have no 
objection, w’hat sum Aunt Ann has put me down for.” 

“ Can’t recollect at all, Frank.” 

“ But — don’t you think this idea of mine a good one ? — 
getting some well-established man to take me in on the 
strength of this money ? ” asked Frank, eagerly. “ I cannot 
see any other chance of setting up.” 

“ It’s a capital idea,” said the major, taking a draught of 
whisky-and-water. 

“ Well, then. Uncle Francis, I hope you will not object 
to tell me what the amount is.” 

“ My boy, I’d tell you at once, if I knew it. I don’t 
recollect it the least in the world.” 

“ Not recollect it ! ” exclaimed Frank. 

“ Not in the least.” 

It was a check for Frank. His good-natured face looked 
rather blank. Charley, who seemed interested, sat nursing 
his knee and listening. 

“ Could you not recollect if you tried, undo ? ” 

“ I am trying,” said the major. “ My thoughts are back 
in the matter now. Let me sec — what w ere the terms of 
the will ? I knoAV I had Eagles’ Nest ; and — yes — I tliink 
I am right — I was also named residuary legatee. Y^es, I 
W’as. That much I do remember.” 

Frank’s face broke into a smile. “ It w ould bo strange if 
you forgot that^ uncle. Try and remember some more.”* 

“ Let mo see,” repeated the major, passing his unoccu2)ied 
hand over his bald head. “ There w’cre several legacies, I 
know ; and I think — yes, I do think, Frank — your name 
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Rtood first on tlic list. But, dash me if I can recolljcl^ xor 
how much.” 

“ Was it for pounds, hundreds, or thousands ? '' questioned 
Frank. 

” That’s what I can’t tell. Hang it all! my memory’s 
not worth a rush now. Wli(.*n folks ^row old, Frank, their 
memory fails them.'* 

I rememher your words to me at tlio time, Uncle 
Francis: they were that I came in for a {food slice.” 

‘^Did I? When V” 

“ When you came back from London, and were ttdling 
my aunt about the will. 1 was present: it was in tin’s V(iry 
room. ‘ You come in for a {food slice, Frank,’ you said, 
turiiin{f to me.” 

‘‘ Didn’t I say how much ? ” 

‘‘ No. And I did not like to ask yon. Of course you 
knew bow mucb it was V ” 

“Of course T did. I read flie will.’’ 

“ 1 wish you could rennunber.’’ 

“ I wish I could, Frank. J oiiglit to. I’ll sleep upon it, 
and perhaps it will come to me in the mornino.” 

“ Wlicre is the will?” asked Charles, speakin {4 for the 
first time. “ Don’t you hold it, papa ? ” 

Major Baynor took his lon{f pi])e from liis mouth, and 
tiirnerl the stem towards an old-fashion{;d Avalnut bureau 
that stood by th(3 side of tlie fireplace. Tlie upper part of 
it was his own, and was always kept lockxsd ; the low(u* jiart 
consisted of throe drawers, which wen; used indiscriminately 
])y ^Irs. Jhiyiior and the children. 

“ It’s there,” said the major, “ I put it there wlien I 
lirought it home, and I’ve never looked at it since.” 

As if the tlioiight suddenly came to him to look at it 
then, ho put liis pipe in the fender, took a bunch of kt;ys 
from liis pocket, and unlocked the Inircau. It disedosed 
some pigcon-liolcs above, some small, shallow drawers 
beneatli them, three on each side, and one deeper drawer in 
the middle. Selecting another key, ho unlocked this last, 
pulled tin; drawer right out, and put it on the table. Two 
Kcab;d parchments lay witliiu it. 
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‘^A^tliis is it,” said the major, selecting one of them. 
“See, licro’s the suiicrscrix)tion : ‘Will of Mistress Ann 
Atkinson.’ And that is my own will,” ]io added, nodding 
to the otlier. “ See, Charley : you’ll know where to find it 
ill case of need. Not tliat any of you would he much the 
hotter for it, my lad, as things are at present. They will 
be dilferent with us when Eagles* Nest falls in.” 

Prank had tjikcn the packet from the major’s hand, and 
was looking at the seal : a large red seal, with an imposing 
imju-cssioii. 

“ T suj)posc you would not like to 02)cn this will, uncle ? 
AVould it be wrong to do so ? ** 

Tlio major shook his head, slowly but decisively. “ I 
can’t 0})cn it, Frank. Altliough I know its contents —at 
least, I knew them once— to 02)en it would seem like a 
breacli of confidence. Your aunt Ann sealed the will 
luu’self in my jiresencc, after I liad read it. ‘ Don’t lot it be 
opened until my death,* she said, as she liandcd it to me. 
And so, you see, I should not like to do it.” 

“ Of course not,” readily spoke Frank. ‘‘ I could not 
wisli you to do so. rerha2)s, uncle, you will, as you say, 
recollect more when you have sle2)t u2)on it.” 

“ Ay, perhaps so. I have an idea, mind you, Frank, that 
it was a very good slice ; a substantial sum.” 

“ Wliat should you call substantial ? ” asked Frank. 

“ Two or three thousand 2)ounds.” 

“ I do hope it was ! ” returned Frank, his face beaming. 
“ 1 could move the world with that.” 

Ilut the major did not return the smile. Sundry ox- 
2 )tu*iences of his own were obtruding themselves on his 
memory. 

“ We are all apt to think so, my boy. But no one knows, 
until they try it, how quickly a sum of ready-money melts. 
Whilst you are saying I’ll do this with it, or I’ll do that — 
hey, presto ! it is gone. And you sit looking blankly at 
your cm2)ty hands, and wonder what you’ve S2)ent it in.” 

Taking the drawer, with the two wills in it, ho put it 
back in its place, locking it and the bureau safely as before. 
And then he Avent up to bed to “ slee 2 )' upon it,” and try 

IvJinii. 
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and get back his recollection as to an item that one o_;ttli|/sc 
wills contained. ‘ 

Morning came. One of the sumo hot and glorious days 
that the last few had ])eon : and tlso window was tlirown 
open to tlie sun. It shone on the breakfast- table. The 
children, in tlieir somewhat dilapidated attire, but witli 
fresh, fair, healthy faces and ha2)l)y tempers, sat round it, 
eating piles of bread-and-butter, and eggs ad libitum. IMrs. 
Ihiynor, in tlio faded muslin gown that she had worn tlie 
day before, presided over a dish of broiled liam, wliilst Alice 
poured out the coftee. It seemed natural to IMrs. Ib.iynor 
that she sliould take tlio part, no matter at what, that gave 
lier the least trouljle : kind, loving, gentle, she always was, 
but very incapable. 

The major was not present. The major liked to lie in 
bed rather late in a morning ; which was not good for him. 
But for his indolent habits, he need not have been (piite so 
stout as he was. Frank Raynor glanced at the bui*eau, 
op 2 )ositc to him as he sat, and wondered whether his uncle 
Iiad recollected more about the one desinal item of the will 
within it during his slet'p. 

“ Has Uncle Francis had a good night, aunt ? ” aski d 
Frank, who was inwardly just as impatient as he could be 
for news, and perhaps thought ho might gather some idea 
by th(i question. 

‘•My dear, he alwiiys slo<ips well,” said Mrs. Raynor. 
“ Too well, I think. Jt is not good for a man of his age.” 

‘•How cjin a man sleep too well, mamma?” cried one of 
the children. 

“ Well, my darling, I judge by the snoring. Poor pajKi 
snores dreadfully in his sleep.” 

“Will he be long before he’s down, do you suppose. Aunt 
Mary ? ” 

“ I hear him getting up, Frank. He is early this morning 
because you arc here.” 

And, indeed, in a minuto or two tluj major entered : his 
flowery silk dressing-go vm — all tlio worse for wear, like the 
children’s clothes — flowing around him, his hearty voice 
sending forth its greeting. For some little time the children 
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all incessant lire of (questions ; Frank could not gt. t 
one in/^ But his turn came. 

“ Have you remembered that, Uncle bh’ancis, now tliat 
you have slept upon it V ” 

The major looked across the table. Just for the moiiii iit 
lie did not S2)cak. Frank went on eagerly. 

‘‘ Sometimes tilings that have dro2)pcd out of our memory 
come back to us in a dream. I have Iieaivl of iiistaucfs. 
Did it chance so to you last night, uncle V ” 

“ My dear Ixiy, I dreamt tliat a great big sliark with 02icn 
jaws was running after me, and I could not g(d out of lh<*. 
water.” 

“ Then — have you not recollected anything V ” 

“ 1 fear not, Frank. T shall see as the day goes on.’’ 

But tlie day went on, and no rec-ollection upon the point 
came back to Major Bay nor. Ho “ slept upon it ” a second 
night, and still witli the same result. 

“ I am v<u7 sorry, my boy,” ho said, grasping Frank’s 
liand at 2)arting, as they stood alone together on the grass- 
2)lot for a moment. “Goodness knows, I’d tell you if I 
could. Should the remembrance come to me later — and I 
dare say it will : I don’t see why it should not — I’ll write off 
at once to you at Trennach. Meanwhile, you may safely 
count on one thing — that the sum’s a good one.” 

“ You think so ‘? ” said Frank. 

“ I more than think so ; I'm next door to sure of it. It's 
in the thousands. Yes, I feel certain of that.” 

“ And so will I, then, uncle, in my own mind.” It would 
have been strange had Frank, with his sanguine nature, not 
felt so, thus encouraged. “ I cau be laying out my ph^us 
accordingly.” 

“That you may safely do. And look here, Frank, my 
boy : even should it turn out that I'm mistaken — though I 
know I am not,” continued the o2K>u-hcartcd major, “ I can 
make it 112) to you. As residuary legatee — and I romember 
that much correctly now — I should be sure to come into many 
thousands of ready-money ; uml some of it shall be yours, if 
you want it.’^ 

“ How good you are, uncle ! ” cried Frank, his doe2)-bluo 
eyes shining forth their gratitude. 
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‘• And 1 11 tfll you somcdhiii'? more, iny I)oy. TJjv,\in 5 <i I 
hardly liko t(» spoiik of it,” ad<lod tlio niaj'or, drop])iii^^ his 
voire, “and I’ve ii(?V(T nieiitioinul it at home; for it would 
seem as though I were looking out for poor Ann’s death, 
which I wouldn’t do for the world. Neither would you, 
Frank.’’ 

“ ( Vrtainly not, Uncle Francis. Wliat is it *? ” 

“ Well, I had a letter the other day on some business of 
my own from Street the lawyer, lie chanced to mention in 
it that ho had been down to Eagles’ Nest : and lie addial in a 
postscript tliat lie was sliocked to see the change in your 
aunt Ann. In fact, ho intimated tliat a very short tiiia*. 
must bring tlie (md. So you perceive, Frank, my boy 
though, as I say, it sounds wrong and mean to speak of it 
you may go back (luito at your ease ; for all the money you 
require will spcc'dily bo yours.” 

And Frank liaynor went back aci‘ordingly, feeling as 
certain of the good fortune coming to him, as though it had 
been told down before his eyes in golden guineas. 


ClIAl^TEK Xr. 


sen KM I NO. 

The light of the liot and garisli day had almost faded from 
the world, leaving i>n it th(j cool air, the grati^ful hues of 
twilight. Inexpressibly grateful was that twilight to Frank 
Raynor and the pretty girl by liis side, as they paced un- 
restrainedly, arm-in-arm, tlio paths of that wilderness, tho 
garden at The Mount. The p(*-riod of half-breathed vows 
and tender hints had jias.scd : each knew the other’s love, and 
they spoke together confidentially of tho future. 

After the unpleasant truth— that Frank was not la ir to 
Eagles’ Nest— had so unexpectedly dawned on IMrs. St. 
Clare, she informed her daughter Margaret tliat tho absurd 
intimacy with IMi*. Raynor must bo put aside. Margaret, 
feeling stunii(;d for a minute or two, plucked up coumge to 
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ask why. Because, answerer! Mrs. St. ( lare, it iiad turned 
out that iio was not the heir to Eagles’ Nvst. And Margaret, 
wliose courage increased with exercise, gently said that tliat 
ivas no good reason : slic liked Mr. Bayiior for liinisolf, not 
For any pros 2 )ccts lie might or niiglit not possess, and that 
die rould not give him up. A stormy intcirview ensued. At 
least it was stormy on the mother s part : Margaret was only 
piiet, and inwardly firm. And the upsliot was, tliat ]\ri’s. 
St. Clare, who hated contention, as most indolent women do, 
[Inally flew into a passion, and told ]\[argaret that if she 
3hosc to marry Mr. liaynor she must do so ; hut that she, her 
mother, and The IMount, and the Bt. Clare family generally, 
a’ould wash their hands of her for ever after. 

Wlicn once l\Irs. Clare said a thing, she held to it. 
Margaret know that; and she know that from henceforth 
there was no probability, one might almost write possibility, 
.)f inducing her mother to consent to her marriage with 
Frank Baynor. Margaret was mistress of her pwn actions 
ill one sense of the word : when ( ’olonel Bt. dare died ho 
left no restrictions on his daughters. All his money; it was 
not much ; was bequeathed to his wife, and was at lier own 
ibsolute disposal ; but not a word was said in his will touch- 
ing the free actions of his children. IMrs. Bt. Clare knew 
this ; Daisy knew it ; and that, in the argument, gave the 
mie iin advantage over the other. 

But Mrs. St. Clare, in the dispute, committed a fatal 
f'rror. Wlum people are angry, they often say injudicious 
tilings. ITad slui said to Margaret, I forbid you to marry 
Mr. Baynor, Margaret would never have thought of disobey- 
ing the injunction : but when IMrs. St. Clare said, “ If you 
choose to marry him, do so, but I shall wash my hands of 
you,” it put the idea into Margaret’s head. ]\rrs. Bt. Clare 
liad used the w'ords because tliey came uiq^crniost in her 
anger, never supposing that any advantage could bo taken 
of them. To her daughter they wore a difterent aspect. 
Bight or wrong — though of course it was wrong, not right 
— she looked upon it as a half-tacit permission: and from 
that moment the idea of marrying Frank with no one’s 
approval but her own, took possession of her. To lose him 



sool 110(1 torriblo in Margaret's eyes; slie would almost as 
^;()o^l have lost lifii itself : and instinct wliispered a warning 
that in a short time Mrs. 8t. ( ’hire would contrive to separah^ 
them, and they might never meet again. 

It was of tliis torriblo prosi>cet of sejiaration, or rather of 
avoiding tlic prospect, that Mr. Kaynor and IMargaret were 
conversing in the twilight of the summer’s evening. For 
once they liad mt‘t ami could linger together without 
restraint. Mrs. St. ( ’Lire and Lydia liad gone to a dinner- 
l)arty t(‘n mih‘s away : Margaret had not been invitc'd ; tlie 
card said ]\[rs. and !Miss St. (Uare; and so llu‘y could not 
take lun-. jMrs. St. ( laiv, divining perhaps that Inn* ahsencl^ 
might h(^ thus made use of, had proposcal to Lydia that 
^Margaret should be th(‘. one to go ; but Lydia, selfish as 
usual, preferred to go liers(df. jMr. Ihiynor was no longer a 
visitor at The Mount. Mrs. St. ( 'lar(‘, after tlie rupture with 
IMargaret, wrote a re<iuest to Dr. Itaynor that for the future 
lie would attend liimself ; but she gave no reason. So tluit 
tlio lovers had not had many meetings lately. 

All the more enjoyable was the one tliis evcuiing. Frank 
had gone over on speculation. Happening to hear Dr. 
Jbiyiior say that IMiss St. ( 'lare was going out to diiimu* 
witli her mother, he walked over on the chance of secung 
Margaret. And there tln^y were, ahsorlxMl in each other 
amidst the sighing trees and tlui sccuited flowiu’s. 

Frank, open-naturod, single-minded, liad told her every 
particular of his visit to Spring Lawn : what lie had goiui 
for, what the result had been, and that his unele the maj(»r 
had assured him of the large sum ho might confidently 
reckon upon inheriting under Mrs. Atkinson’s v.ill. To 
this hour Frank knew not the full truth of Mrs. St. ( dare’s 
altered manner ; for Margaret, in her delicjacy, did not give 
him a hint as to Eagles’ Nest. “Mamma thinks that you - 
that you arc not rich enough to marry,” poor j\[argariit lanl 
said, stammering somewhat in the brief explanation. Hut, 
as he was now pointing out to Margaret with all his 
elo(iiiencc, the time could not be very far off when he should 
be quite rich enough. 

“Shall you not consider it so, Daisy? When I have 
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joined some noted man in London, to be jiaid well for my 
2)resent services, with the certainty of being his partner at 
no distant date V We should have a charming house ; I 
would take care of that ; and every comfort within it. Not 
a carriage ; not luxuries ; I could not attempt tliat at first ; 
but wo could afford, in our happiness, to wait for them.’' 

“Oh yes,” murmured Daisy, thinking that it would bo 
Paradise. 

“ If I fully ex^dain all this to your motlier ” 

“ It would be of no use; slie would not listen,” interrupted 
Daisy. “ I — I have not told you all slie said, Frank ; I 
liave not liked to toll you. One thing wo may rest assured 
of — she will never, never give her consent.” 

“Put she must give it, Daisy. Docs she suppose wo 
could give each otlicr up ? You and I arc not children, to 
be played with ; to be separated without rhyme or reason. ’ 

“ In a short time — I do not know how short — mamma 
intends to shut up The Mount and take me and Lydia to 
Switzerland and Italy. It may be years before wo come 
back again, Frank ; years and years. I dare say I should 
never sec you again.” 

“ I’m sure you speak very calmly about it, Daisy ! Almost 
as if you liked it ! ” 

Looking down at her he met her reproachful eyes and the 
sudden tears the words had called up in them. 

“ My darling, what is to be done ? You cannot go abroad 
with them : you must remain in England.” 

“ As if that would be possible ! ” breathed Daisy. “ I 
have no one to stay with ; no relatives, or anything. And 
if I had, mamma would not leave me.” 

“ I wish I could marry you off-liand ! ” cried thoughtless 
Frank, speaking more in the impulse of the moment than 
with any real meaning in what he said. 

Daisy siglied : and put her cheek against his arm. And 
what with one word and anotlier, they both began to think 
it might bo. Love is blind, and love’s arguments, though 
specious, are sadly delusive. In a few minutes they had 
grown to think that an immediate marriage, as private as 
might be, was the only way to save them from perdition. 
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That is, to 2 )roscrvc them one to anotlicr : and that it would 
be the very best mode of 2 >roceediug under tliuir untoward 
lot. 

“ The sooner it is done, the better, Ihiisy,” cried Frank, 
going in for it now witli all his eliaracttu-istic eagornoss. 

I’d say to-niorrow, if I laid ilio license, but I must gt;t that 
first. I hope and trust your mother will not bo very 
angry ! ” 

Daisy had not lifted her face. His arm was pressed all 
the closer. Frank filled up an interliule by taking a kiss 
from the sweet lips. 

‘‘AEamina said that if I did marry you, she should wash 
her hands of me,” whisptired Daisy. 

“Said that ! Did she! Why, then, Daisy, slni must have 
seen herself that it was our best and only r(‘souret'. I look 
upon it almost in the light of a permission.” 

“ Do you tliink so V ” 

Of eours(i 1 do. And so do you, don’t you ? How goo<l 
of lier to say it 1 ” 

With the blushes that the subject ealbnl up lighting her 
face, they renewed th(;ir ju’onienade amidst tlu^ tn'i s, under 
file gnry evening sky, talking earneslly. The matter its(*lf 
settled, ways and means had to be discussed. Frank's arm 
was round Iut; her haml was again clasped in his. 

‘•'Our own church at Trennacdi will safest, Daisy; 
safest, and best: and the one most readily got to. You can 
come down at an early hour: eight o’clock, say. No one 
will be much astir here at hoim^, and I don’t tliink you will 
rmxd any one (;n route. The road is lomdy enough, you 
know, wliether you take the highway or tlu; Dare riain.” 

Daisy di<l not answei’. Her chair (\yes had a far-olV look 
in them, gazing at the grey sky. 

“ Fortune itself seems to aiil us,” went on Frank, briskly. 
“ At almost any time but this wo might not have bt'cn able 
to accomplish it so easily. Had I gone to IMr. Vino and 
said, I want you to marry me and say nothing about it, he 
might have demurred; thought it ncci^ssary to consult Dr. 
Kaynor first, or invential some such scruph^ ; but with Fine 
away and this now man here the matter is vi*ry simple. And 



sciiKMixc;. 


121 


so, Daisy, my best love, if you will be early at the elnirch 
the (lay after to-morrow, T shall be there waiting fn* you.” 

“ What do you call (uirly ? ” 

“Eight o’clock, T said. Letter not make it later. We’ll 
get married, and not a soul will he any the wiser.” 

“ Of course I don’t mean it to bo a real wedding,” said 
Daisy, blushing violently, “ with a tour, and a breakfast, 
and all that, Frank. We can just go into tlie church, and 
go through the ceremony, and come out again at dillcrent 
doors ; and I shall walk home here, and you will go back to 
Dr. Kayiior’s. Don’t you sec? ” 

“ All riglit,” said Frank. 

“ And if it were not,” added Daisy, bursting into a sudden 
flood of tears, “ tliat it seems to be the only way to prev(3nt 
(Uir separation, and that mamma must have had some idcja 
wo should take it when she said she would wash her hands 
of me, I wouldn’t do such a dreadful thing for the world.” 

Frank Kayiior set himself to soothe her, kissing the tears 
away. A few more minutes given to the dcdails of the plan, 
an urgent charge on Daisy to kecjp her courage up, and to 
b(^ at the church in time, and then they sei)aratod. 

Daisy stood at the gate and watched him down the slight 
imrline from The Mount, until he disa2)peared. She remained 
where she w^as, dwelling upon the momentous step she had 
decided to take ; now” shrinking from it instinctively, now’ 
telling herself that it w^as her sole chance of happiness in 
this world, and now blushing and trembling at the thought 
of being his w'ife, though only in name, ere the setting of 
the day-aftcr-to-moiTOW”’s sun. Wnicn she at length turned 
with slow steps indoors, the lady’s-maid, Tabitha, was in 
the draw’ing-room. 

“ Is it not rather late for you to be out. Miss Margaret ? 
Tlie damp is rising. I've been in here twice before to see 
if you w’ouldn't like a cup of tea.” 

“ It is ns dry as it can be — a w’arm, lovely evening,” 
returned Margaret. “Tea? Oh, I don’t mind whetlior I 
take any or not. Lring it, if you like, Tabithn.’' 

With this semi-permission, the w’oman w’ithdrew” for the 
tea. Margaret looked after her and knitted her brow”. 
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‘•Slio has bomi watcliiiig me uml Frank — I thinh, I am 
sure ohl Tahitha's sly - and fond of interfering in other 
people's business. I hope she won't go and toll mamma lie 
was here— or Lydia.’' 

This woman, Tabitha Float, had only lived witli th(;ni 
sinec tliey had come to The Mount : tlieir former maid, at 
th(^ last moment, declining to (piit Bath. Mrs. St. Clare 
]»ad made inquiries for one when she reaidied Tlie Mount, 
and Tabitha Float presented herself. Slie had recently h.ft 
a family in tlic ncig]d}ourhood,and was staying at Trcnnacli 
witli her relatives, making her home at the druggist’s. Airs. 
St. ('larc engaged licr, and hero she was. She provt d to b(i 
a very respectabb; and superior servant, but som(.‘what foml 
of gossip; and in tlic latter propemsity was eneourag(!il by 
Lydia. Amidst the ennui which pervaded tluj days of IMiss 
St. riare, and of which slu^ unceasingly complained, oven tlui 
tattle of an elderly serving-maid setmu'd an agrec'able intiu’- 
lude. 

Not a word said Frank Raynor of the ju’ojcct in hand. 
Seriou.s, nay solemn, tliough the step lie (u>nt('mplated was, 
lie was entering upon it in the lightest and most careless 
manner — relatively speaking — and with no more thought 
than he might hav(^ given to the contemplation of a journey. 

fie had remarked to Margaret — who, in point id ])rud(‘ni:c, 
was not, in tliis case, one whit b(dt(;r than himself- that 
fortune itself s(iem(Ml to be aiding tlu in. In so far as that 
cireuinstances were just now, through tlie absence of the 
Rector of I’rennach, more favourable to the accomplishment 
of the ceremony than they could have been at another time, 
that was true. The Reverend Mr. Pine had at hmgth found 
himself obliged to follow the advice of Di*. Raynor, and had 
gone away with liis w'ifo for tliree months’ rest. A young 
clergyman named Backup was taking tlui duty for the time ; 
he had only just arrived, and was a stranger to tlic, jdacc*. 
With him, Frank could of course deal more readily in the 
affair than ho would have Ixjen able to do with Mr. Pine. 

Morning came. Not tbo moniiiig of tlni wedding, but tlu^ 
one fdlowing tbe decisiv<5 interview betwe^en Frank and 
In t]H‘ afternoon, Frank made some jdea at lumie 
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for vi*sitiiig a certain town, wliicli we will licrc call Tello, in 
soarcli of tlici riii" ainl the inarriagc license. It liappcned 
tliat the Kaynors had acquaintances there ; and Edina uiisns- 
picioiisly hade Frank call and see them. Frank Avent hy 
i-aiJ, and was back again before dusk. 

Taking his tea at lionic, and rej^uding to Edina that tlicir 
friends at Tello Avere Avell and flourishing, Frank went out 
later to call at tlie Itectory. It Avas a gloomy sort of dwelling, 
the AvindoAvs looking out ui>on the graA'cs in the cliiirchyard. 
Mr. Backui) Avas seated at his early and frugal sui)i)cr Avhen 
Frank entered. He Avas a very shy and neiTous young man ; 
and ]i(j blushed at being cauglit eating, as he started up to 
n'ctiivc Frank. 

Pray don’t let me disturb you,'* said Frank, shaking 
hands, and tlicii sitting doAvn in liis cordial Avay. No, T 
Avon’t take anything, thank you”— as the clergyman hos- 
pitably asked him to join him. ‘‘ I Ijaven’t long had tea. 

I have come to ask you to do mo a little service," continued 
Frank, plunging headlong into the communication lie had to 
make. 

“I’m sure I shall be very liapiiy to—to— do anything” 
murmured Mr, Backup. 

“ There’s a AAodding to be celebrated at the church to- 
morroAV morning. The parties AA'ish it to be got over early 
- at eight o’clock. It Avont be inconvenient to you, will it, 
to be ready for them at tliat hour ? ” 

“No — I — not at all,” stainmercd the young divine, re- 
lapsing into a state of iiiAvard tumult and misgiving. Not 
as to any doubt of the orthodoxy of the Avedding itself, but 
as to Avhether he should be able to get over his part of it 
satisfactorily. He had never married but one couple in his 
life : and then he liad made the happy jAair kneel doAvn at 
tlio Avrong places, and contrived to let the bridegroom put 
the ring on the bride’s right-hand finger. 

“ Not at all too early,” repeated he, striving to appear at 
his case, lest this ready-mannered, dashing young man 
should suspect his nervousness on the score of liis sense of 
deficiency. “ Is it tAvo of the minors’ people ? ” 

“ You Avill see to-morrow morning,” replied Pimnk, laugh- 



intj, and passing o\rv tlio qiiostion with tlie most natural 
t use in the world. At eight o’clock, then, please to be in 
the church. You will he sure not to keep them waiting V ” 

*• I will be there before eight,” said Mr. Backup, rising as 
Frank rose. 

Thank you. I sup[K)se it is nothing new to you,” 
liglitly added Frank, as a passing remark. “You have 
inarrit'd many a couple, I dart; say.” 

“ \Vt‘ll —not so many. In my lattj curacy, the Jtector 
liked to take the marriages himstdf. I chiefly did the 
eliristenings : he was awkward at holding the babitts.” 

'• By the way, I have another request to make*,” said 
Fraidv, pausing at tlie front-door, which the clergyman had 
eonu! to open fnr him. ‘*It is that you would kindly not 
nuaition tliis beforehand.*' 

“Not mentit)n? 1 don't (piite understainl,” replied the 
bewililered young divim*. Not mention wliatV” 

“ Tiiat there's going to b(5 a wedding to-morrow. Tlie 
parties would not like the church to be tilled with gaping 
millers; they wisli it to lie got over quite privately.” 

“I will (‘ertainly not mention it,” nadily assented ^Ir. 
Backup. “ For tliat matter, I don't supjiosij I sliall se<‘ any 
one bidwiam now and tlicn. About tlie clerk ” 

“Oh, 1 will see him: I’ll make that all right," responded 
Frank. “ ({ood-eveiiing.” 

lie wmit skimming over the grave-mounds b) the oiijiosite 
side of the churchyard, with little reverence, it must be 
owned, for the dead who lay beneath : but when a man’s 
thoughts are filled with weddings, he cannot be e.vp(‘cted to 
b(i thinking about graves. Crossing a stih*, he was t.h(‘n 
(dose to the clerk’s dwidling : a low, one-stori('d cottage with 
a slanting roof, enjoying the same agreeable view us tlui 
Bectriry. The (d(;rk’s wife, a round, rosy little woman, was 
milking her goat in tin* shed, her gown pinned up round 
her. 

“ Halloa, Mrs. Trim ! you are doing that rather late, ai’(> 
you not?” (;ried Frank. 

“ Late ! I should think it is late. Master Frank,” answm’cd 
Mrs. Trim, in wrath. She was familiar enough with him, 
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from the fact of goin^^ to tlic doctor’s liousc occasionally to 
liclp the servant. “ I goes over to Peiidon this afternoon to 
have a dish o’ dca with a friend there, never thinking hut 
what Trim would attend to 2>oor Xanny. But no, not a hit 
of it. Draat all they men!— a .set o’ hel^dess vools. I 
don’t know whaat work Trim’s good for, save to dig tlui 
graves.” 

“ Wlierc is Trim ? ” 

“ Indoors, sir, smoking of his 2)i2>e.” 

Frank 6te2)iicd in without ceremony. Trim, who was 
sexton as well as clerk, sat at the kitchcn-wiiidow, which 
looked towards the lield at the hack, lie was a man of 
some fifty years : short and thin, with scanty locks of iron- 
grey hair, just as silent as his wife was lo(2uaeious, and 
res2)ectful in his manner. Bising when Frank entered, he 
2)ut his 2 ^il)c down in the hearth, and touched his hair. 

“ Trim, I want to send you on an errand,’’ said Frank, 
lowering his voice against any 2>ossible eavcsdro2)2>ers, and 
speaking hurriedly ; for he had patients still to sec to-nighlt 
“ Can you take a little journey for me to-morrow morning V ” 

“ Sure I can, sir,” replied Trim. “ Anywhere you please.” 

“ All right. I went to Tcllo this afternoon, and omitted 
to call at the 2)ost-office for some letters that may he waiting 
there. You must go off hetimes, hy the half-2)ast seven 
o’clock train ; get the letters — if there are any — and bring 
them to me at once. You’ll bo hack again long before the 
sun has reached the meridian, if you make haste. There’s 
a sovereign to 2)ay your cx2)cnscs. Kec2) the change.” 

“ And in what name are the letters lying there, sir V ” 
asked the clerk, a thoughtful man at all times, and saluting 
again as he took up the gold 2ncce. 

“ Name ? Oh, mine : Francis Kaynor. You will he sure 
not to fail me ? ” 

The clerk shook his head emphatically. He never failed 
any one. 

“ That’s right. Be away from here at seven, and ^u’ll 
1)0 in ample time for the train, walking gently. Don’t 
S2)cak of this to your wife, Trim : or to any one else.” 

“ As good set the church-bell clapping as tell her, sir,” 



ropli(jfl tli(j clurk, coiitidentially. “ You ncc<l not be afraid 
of me, Mr. Frank. I know wluit women’s tongues are : tli(;y 
don’t often get any eneoiiragemcnt from me.’’ 

And away went Frank llaynor, over the stile and tluj 
mounds again, calling back a good-evening to Mrs. Trim ; 
who was just then putting up her goat for tlie niglit. 

Selieming begets scluaning. As Frank found. Optni and 
straightforward tliougli lie was by nature and eondiiet, h(i 
laid to seheme now. lie. wanted the marriag(5 kfspt absolutedy 
secret at present from every one: exet^pting of course from 
tlie clergyman who must of necessity take? part in it. For 
this reason ho was sending Clerk Trim out of tlie way, to 
impiirc after some imaginary letters. 

Another little circumstance happened in his favour. 
Eight o\d()ck was the breakfast-hour at Dr. Kayiior s. It 
was clear that if Frank presented himself to time at the 
breakfast-table, ho could then not be standing before tlie 
altar rails in tlie cliurch. Of course he must absent himself 
from breakfast, and inviiut some excuse for doing so. Hut 
this wa.s done for liim. Upon quitting tlie clerk’s and 
hastening to his patients, he found one of tliem so much 
worse that it would be essential to see liim at tln^ earli(\st 
possible hour in the morning. And tliis he said later to 
the doctor. When his ])hico was found vacant at breakfast, 
it would bo concluded by his iinchi and Edina that lie was 
detained by the exigencies of the sick man. 

Hut, if Fen-tuno v/as showing herself thus kind to liim in 
some respects, Fate was preparing to bo less so. Ijjion how 
apparently accidental and even absurd a trifle great evx*nts 
often turn. Or, rather, to what great events. alVcctlng life 
and happiness, one insignificant incident will lead ! The 
world needs not to be told this. 
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THK 'WEDDING. 

“ Pai’A, will you conic to breakfast ? Oli dear ! ivliat i.s tlio 
matter ? ” 

Edina might well ask. She had 02)Ciied thu door of tlie 
small consultiug-room as the clock was chiming eiglit - the 
knoll of Frank Raynor’s bachelorhood — to tell licr father 
that the meal was waiting, when she saw not only the lieartli 
and the liearthrug, but the doctor himself envelojied in a 
cloud of soot, and looking as black as Erebus. 

“ I said yesterday the chimney wanted sweeping, Edina.” 

“Yes, 2)a2m, and it was going to bo done next week. 
Have you been burning more pa2)cr in the chimney '? ” 

“ Only just a letter : but the wind carried it iij). AVell, 
this is a 2)retty jncklc ! ” 

“The room shall be done to-day, 2>apa. It will be all 
right and ready for you again by night.” 

Dr. Raynor took off his coat and sliook it, and then went 
up to his room to get the soot out of his whiskers. The 
fact was, seeing the letter go roaring U 2 ) the chimney, he 
stooped hastily to try to get it back again, remembering 
wliat a recent blazing 2uece of 2>aper liad done; when at 
that moment down came a shower of soot, and enveloped 
him. 

As ho w'as descending tlie stairs again, the front-door was 
opened with a bmst and a bang (no other words arc so 
fitting to cx2)ress tne mad way in which excited messengers 
did enter), and told tho doctor that he was wanted there 
and then by some one who was taken ill and a2>pearcd to 
be dying. Drinking a cu 2 ) of cofiee standing, tho doctor 
followed the messenger. It liad all 2^assed so ra2ndly that 
Edina had not yet commenced her own breakfast. 

“ Hester,” she said, calling to tlic maid-servant, “ papa lias 
had to go out, and Mr. Frank is not yci ‘n. You shall kee 2 > 
the coffee warm, and I will run at once tc Mrs. Trim and 
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sec if slie Ciiu ooino tc-day. Wc must breakfast later tliis 
morning.” 

Hastily putting on her bonnet and mantle, Edina went 
down the street towards the ehurehyard. The ('utranee to 
the eluireh was at the other end, facing tlie op(‘n eouiitry, 
the parsonage was there also : on tliis side, m^ar to her, 
stood tlio clerk's house. She eould go to it without entering 
the graveyard ; and did so. Trying tluj door, slio found it 
fastt'iiod, which was unusual at that hour of the morning. 
It was nothing for the door to be fasteiic'd lati*!*, when tlic 
clerk and his wift< were both abroad; tlie one on niatha-s 
connected witli his post, the other doing errands in the 
village, or jierhaps at sonn* hous(3 la lping to clean. Edina 
gave a sharp knock with the handle of lu r umbrella, which 
she had brought with her; for dark clouds, threatening 
rain, were coursing through the sky. But the knock 
brought fortli no rcs])onse. 

Xow I do hop(5 slui is not out at work to-day I ' ejacu- 
lated Edina, referring tt> 3Irs. Trim. “The sw('ep nu*}if 
c :»m(; to the room; and Hester cannot well clean up after 
him with all Imu* other work. Tlienfs the ironing a})out. 
If she has to do the cleaning to-day, 1 must do that.” 

Another knock brought forth the same result - nothing. 
Edina turned to face tluj churchyard, and stooil thinking. 
The gi^at was browsing on the green patidi elostj by. 

“ If I could lind Trim, be would tell mti at onec; wlmther 
she’s away at work or not. SIk; may have oidy run f)ut on 
an errand. It is curious be should be out : this is their 
breakfast-time.” 

Suddenly, as slie stood there in indecision, an id(;a sfnuk 
Edina : Mrs. Trim was no doubt dusting the clmreli. Slui 
gciicially did it on Saturday, and this was Thursday : hut, 
us Edina knew, if the. woman was likely to Ix) occupi(‘d on 
th(j Saturday, slie took an earlier day for the duty. 

Lightly crossing the stile, Edina w'ent through the elmreh- 
yard and round the elinrch to the entranee-jmreh. Ib'r quick 
cjyes saw that, though apparently shut, the door was not 
latched ; and she pushed it open. 

Y(‘S, of course : Mary Trim expects to he l)usy to-morrow 
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and Saturday, and is doing tlic dusting to-day,” soliloquized 
Edina, deeming the appearances conclusive. “Well, she 
will have to make haste here, and come to us as soon as she 
can.” 

But it was no Mrs. Trim with her gown turned up, and 
a huge black bonnet perched forward on her head, that Edina 
saw as she went gently through the inner green-baizo door. 
A very different sight met her eyes ; a soft murmur of read- 
ing broke upon her cars. The church was not large, as 
compared with some churches, though of fairly good size for 
a country parisli : and slio seemed to come direct iqion the 
solemn scene that was being enacted. At the other end, 
before the altar, stood, side by side, Frank Raynor and 
Margaret St. ( lare : facing them was the new clergyman, Mr. 
Ihutkiii^, book in hand. 

Edina was extremely j)ractical; but at first she really 
could not believe her eyesight. She stood perfectly motion- 
less, gazing at them as one in a trance. They did not sec 
her ; could not have seen her without turning round ; and 
Mr. Backuifs eyes were fixed on his book — which, by the 
way, seemed to tremble a little in his hands, as though ho 
were being married himself. Coming to a momentary pause, 
ho went on again in a raised voice; and tho words fell 
thrillingly on the car of Edina. 

“ I require and charge you both, as ye will answer at tho 
dreadful day of judgment, when the secrets of all hearts 
shall bo disclosed, that if citlier of you know any impedi- 
ment, why ye may not be lawfully joined together in Matri- 
mony, yo do now confess it. For be ye well assured, that so 
many as arc coupled together otherwise than God’s word 
doth allow arc not joined together by God ; neither is their 
Matrimony lawful.” 

Tho words, ono by one, fell not only on Edina’s car; 
they touched her soul. Oh, w’ns there no impediment? 
Ought these two silly people, wedding one anotlier in Jhis 
stolon fashion, and in defiance of parental authority — ought 
they to stand silent under this solemn exhortation, letting it 
appear that there was none? Surely this deceit ought, of 
itself, to constitute grave impediment ! Just for the moment 
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it crossed Edina’s mind to como forward, and beg them to 
reflect ; to reflect well, ere this ceremony went on to tlic end. 
But she remembered how unfitting it would be : she knew 
that she possessed no right to interfere with cither the one 
or the other. 

Drawing softly back within the door, she lot it close again 
without noise, and made her way out of the churchyard. It 
appeared evident tliat neither the clerk nor liis wife was in 
the church : and, if they had been, Edina could not have 
attempted tlien to speak to them. 

As one in a dream, went she, u}) the street again towards 
homo. The clouds liad grown darker, and seemed to chase 
each other more swiftly and wihlly. But Edina no longer 
heeded the wind or the weatlicr. They might, in conjunc- 
tion with burning paper, send the soot down every cliimney 
in the house, for all the moment it was to her just now. She 
w’as deeply plunged in a most unpleasant reverie. A reverie 
which was showing her many future (complications for Frank 
Raynor. 

“Good-morning, IMiss Edina! You bo abroad early, 
ma’am.” 

Tlie voice w’ns Mrs. Trim’s : the black bonnet, going down 
with the rest of herself in a curtsy, w’as hers also. Slic 
carried a small brown jug in her hand, and had met Edina 
close to the doctor’s house. Edina came out of her dream. 

“ I have been to see after you, Mrs. Trim, and could not 
got in. The door w’as locked.” 

“ Dear now, and I be sorry. Miss Edina ! I just w'cnt to 
carry a drop o’ coffee and a morsel of hot toast to poor 
Granny Sandon : who hove got nobody much to look after 
her since Rosaline Bell loft. So I just locked the door, and 
brought tha key aw’ay weth me, as much to keep the Nanny- 
goat out as for safety. She hove a way of loosing herself, 
Miss Edina, clever as I thinks I ties her, and of coming into 
the house : and they goats butts and bites at things, and docs 
no end o* mischief.” 

“ Your husband is out, then ? ” 

“Ho hevo gone off somewhere by rail. Miss Edina. I 
could na get out of him where ’twas, though, nor whaat it 
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were for. They men be closer nor waax when they want to 
keep things from ye; and Trim, he be always close. It 
strikes me, though, ho bo went somewhere for Mr. Raynor.” 

“ Why do you think that? ” cried Edina, quickly. 

“ Well, I bo sure o* one thing. Miss Edina — Trim liad no 
thought o’ going off anywhere when I come hoam last 
evening from Pendon ; for after we had had a word or two 
about his not seeing to tha goat, he says to I he was going 
to do our garden up to-day : which would na be afore it 
wants it. Mr. Frank, he come in then, and was talking to 
Trim in tha kitchen, they two together ; and, a-going to bed, 
Trim asks for a clean check shirt, and said he was a-staart- 
ing out in the morning on business. And, sure enough, he 
hove went, Miss Edina, and I found out as he hevc went by 
one o* they trains.” 

I Edina said no more. She marshalled the chattering 
woman indoors to look at the state of the doctor’s room, and 
to tell her it must bo cleaned that day. Mrs. Trim took off 
her shawl there and then, and began to pre2)arc for the 
work. 

The doctor had returned, and Hester was carrying the 
breakfast in. Edina took her j)laco at tlio table, and poured 
out her father’s coffee. 

“Is Frank not in yet?” he asked, as she handed it to 
him. 

“ Not yet, impa.” 

“Why, whore can he be? Ho had only Williamson to 
see.” 

Edina did not answer. She apj)eared to bo intent on her 
plate. Fresh and fair and good she looked this morning, but 
she seemed to be lost in tliought. The doctor observed it. 

“ You are troubling yourself about that mess in my study, 
child!” 

“ Oh no, indeed I am not, papa. Mary Trim is already 
here.” 

“ Are you sure Frank’s not in the surgery, Edina ? ” said 
Dr. Raynor again presently. 

Knowing where Frank was, and the momentous ceremony 
he was taking part in — though by that time it had probably 
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come to an end —Edina might safely assure the doctor that 
lie was not in the surgery. Dr, Kayiior let tlio Ru]>j(K‘-t 
dro 2 > : Frank had called in to roc some other i)atient, ho 
supjiosod, on his way Juune from Williamson’s ; and Edina, 

I) er]ia2^s dreading furtlier <2nestions, speedily end(;d her 
breakfast, and went to look after Airs. Trim and household 
mattt‘rs. 

When the Rovennd Titus Dackup awoke from his 
slumbers that morning, tln^ nupleasaiit thought thislu'd nii 
his mind that ho had a marriage (a rrmony t > ]>ertbrm. 
Lf»nkiiig at liis wateh, he fouinl it to b<* half-past s(‘V(‘n, and 

II) ) 1h‘ started in a tliirry. J laving lain awake Jialf tlu' night, 
he had overslt‘pt himself. 

“ ITas th(‘ elerk be(*n hen^ f«'r tin* key of tin' ehiireh. 
Jl 'tsy?” he (‘ailed to the old s(‘rvant. just beft»n‘ he went 
out. 

•• No, sir.” 

It wanted only about eiglit minutes to eight then. ‘Mr. 
Thicknp, feeling sonie'what surpris(‘d, for li(‘ had foinul < 'lerk 
Trim jiarticularly attentive to his duties, wallo'd ah mg 
tile passage to the kitchen, and took tlu^ (‘hureh-key fnan 
the nail where it was kc^pt. Opening the chureli liimself, 
he th(;n went round to the clerk's house, and fniml it 
lock(.d u]). 

Quit() a hot ti’rmor seized him. Witlrntf the ch'rk and liis 
extiericrico, it would bo next door to impossible to g» t 
throiigli the service. .Mfun*, he might break down, lie 
shouhl not know what to say, or wln ro to jilace th(‘ couph* ; 
or when to tell them to kneel /lown, win ?i to stand up ; or 
wlnu’c the ring (*anio in, or anything. 

When- nvM the, (derk V t ’ouM he have, made some mislaki’ 
ns to tho ln>ur? Ilowtjver, it wanted yet some, miinitos to 
eight. Crossing tlio chnrchyanl, lie entered the (‘hiireh. j'ut 
on liis surplict;, carried the Ih-aycu-hook into fini vestry, and 
began studying tho marriage service as therein written. 

Frank Kaynor came up to the clmivh a minute aft(‘r tlie 
eh?rgymnn entered it, and waited in fin; poreh, looking oiit 
for his inbuidcd liride. Eight o’clock struck ; and she had 
promised to Isj there h(;furc eight. Wliy did she not ('onu‘ V 
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Was her courage failing her ? Did the black clouds, gather- 
ing overhead, appal her ? Had Mrs. St. Clare discovered all, 
and was preventing her ? Frank thought it must be one or 
other of these calamities. 

Tliero lie stood, within the shelter of the porch, glancing 
to the right and left. He could not go to meet her because 
ho did not know which way she would come : whether by 
the slieltered roadway, or across the Bare Plain. That was 
one of the minor matters they had forgotten to settle between 
themselves. 

As Franjy was gazing about, and getting into as much of 
a lliiiTy as was possible for one of his easy hanperaiiieiit, 
light, hasty steps were heard approaching ; and ^largaret, 
nervous, panting, agitated, fell into his arms. 

“ My darling ! I thought you must be lost.’* 

“ I could not get away before, Frank. Of all mornings, 
Lydia must needs choose this one to send Tabitha to my 
room for some books from the shelves. Now, those did not 
do ; then, <jthers did not do; the woman did nothing but run 
in and out. And the servants were about the passages ; and 
oil, 1 tliought I should never get away ! ’* 

A moment given to soothing her, to stilling her beating 
heart, and they entered the church together. Margaret 
threw off the tliiii cloak she had worn over her pretty morn- 
ing dress of white-and-peach sprigged muslin, almost as 
delicate as white. She went up the church, flushing and 
paling, on Frank’s arm : Mr. Backup came out of the vestry 
to meet them. In a few flowing and plausible words, Frank 
explained tliat it was he himself who rcipiircd the parson's 
services, handed him the license, and begged him to get tlu^ 
service over as soon as possible. 

“ The clerk is not here,” answered the bewildered man, 
doubly bewildered no^v. 

“ Oh, never mind him,” said Frank. “ We don’t want the 
clerk.” 

An older and less timid clergyman might have said, I 
cannot marry you under these circumstances ; all Mr. Backup 
thought of was, getting through his o.vn part in it. It 
certainly did strike him as being altogether very strange : 
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the question even crossed him whether he was doing rightly 
and legally: but the license w'as in due form, and in his 
inexperience and nervousness he did not make inquiries or 
raise objections. When he came to the question, AVho giveth 
tliis Woman to be married to this IMan, and there was no 
response, no one indeed to respond, he visibly hesitated ; 
but he did not dare to refuse to go on witli the service. An 
assumption of autliority, such as that, was utterly beyond 
the Koverend Titus Backup. He supposed that the clerk 
was to have acted in tlie capacity : but the clerk, from some 
inexplicable cause, was not present. Terliaps lie had mis- 
taken the hour. So tlie service proceeded to its close, and 
Francis Raynor and Margaret St. (’hire were made man and 
wife. 

They proceeded to the vestry ; the clergyman leading th(‘ 
way, Frank conducting his bride, her arm within his, tlui 
ring that bound her to him encircling her linger. After a 
hunt for the register, for mme of them knew where it was 
kept, Mr. Backup found it, and entered the marriage. Frank 
aflixed his signature, Margaret hers; and then the young 
clergyman seemed at a standstill, looking about him help- 
lessly. 

“ I — ah — there are no witnesses to the marriage,” said lie. 
“It is customary ” 

“Wo must do without them in this case,” inUrruph-d 
Frank, as he laid down a fee of live guineas. “ It dues not 
ro([uire witnesses to make it legal.” 

“ Well — no — I— I conclude not,” hesitated tliii clergyman, 
blushing as he glanced at tlie gold and silver, and thinking 
how greatly too much it was, and how rich this IMr. Raynor 
must be. 

“And will you do me and my wife a good turn, Mr. 
Backup,” spoke Frank, ingenuously, as ho clasped the clergy- 
man’s hand, and an irresistible smile of entreaty shone on 
his attractive face. “ Kec}) it secret. I may tell you, now 
it is over and done, that no one knows of this marriage. It 
is, in fact, a stolen one ; and just at present we do not wish 
it to be disclosed. Wo have onr reasons for tliis. In a very 
abort time, it will be openly avowed ; but until then, we 
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should be glad for it not to be spoken about. I know we 
may depend upon your kindness.” 

Leaving the utterly bewildered parson to digest the in- 
formation, to put off his surplice and to lock up the register, 
Frank escorted his bride down the aisle. When she stopped 
to take up her cloak and parasol, he, knowing there were 
no spectators, except the ancient and empty pews, folded 
her in his arms and kissed her fervently. 

“ Oh, Frank ! Please ! — please don’t ! We arc in church, 
remember.” And there, what with agitation and nervous 
fear, the bride burst into a fit of hysterical tears. 

“ Daisy ! For goodness’ sake ! — not hero. Compose your- < 
self, my love. Oh, pray do not sob like that ! ” 

A moment or two, and she was tolerably calm again. No 
W’ondcr she had given way. She had literally shaken from 
head to foot throughout the service. A dread of its being 
interrupted, a nervous tcn*or at what she was doing, held 
possession of her. Now tliat it was over, she saw she had 
done wrong, and wished it undone. J ust like all the rest 
of us I We do wrong first, and be Avail it afterwards. 

“ You remain inhere, please, Frank ; let mo go out alone,” 
she said, catching her breath. “It would not do, you know, 
for us to go out together, lest we might be seen. Good-bye,” 
she added, timidly holding uj) her hand. 

They were between the green-baize door noAV and the 
outer one. Frank knew as well as she did that it would be 
imprudent to leave the church together. He took her hand 
and herself once more to him, and kissed her fifty times. 

“ God bless and keep you, my darling ! I wish I could 
see you safely home.” 

Daisy’s suggestion, a night or two ago, of their leaving 
the church by different doors, had to turn out merely a 
pleasant fiction, since the church possessed but one door. 
Slio lightly glided tlirough it when Frank released her, and 
Avent toAA'^ards homo the Avay she had come, that of the shady 
road, her veil draAvn over her face, her steps fleet. He 
remained Avhere ho was, not showing himself until she should 
bo at a safe distanco. 

“ If I can only get in without being seen I ” thought poor 
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Dilisy, her heart beating as she sped along. “ Mamma and 
Lydia will not he downstairs yid, I know ; and all may pass 
over happily. How higli the wind is ! ” 

The wind was high indeed, carrying Daisy very nearly 
oft' her feet. It took lier cloak and whirled it over lier head 
in the air. As ill-luck had it, terrible ill-luck Daisy thought, 
who should meet her at that nionieiit but the Trcnnach 
dre.'^siiiaker. She had been to The Mount to try dresses t>n. 

Airs. St. Clare is <piit(j in a way about you, Miss ]\[ar- 
garet,” s2)oke Airs. Hunt, who was not pleased at liaviiig laid 
her walk i)artly for nothing. They have been searching 
everywhere for you.'’ 

I did not know ytju were expected this morning,” said 
poor Daisy, after nuirnuiring some explanation of having 
‘‘come out f(»r a walk.” 

“Well, Miss Alargaret, your mamma was good enough to 
say I might come whenever it was most convenient to me : 
and that’s early morning, or late (wening, so as not to takes 
me out of my work in the daytime. 1 tliought I might just 
catch you and !Miss St. ClartJ when you were dressing, and 
could have tried on my bodies without much troubh^ to 
you.” 

“ What bodies are they V ” asked Margaret. “ I did not 
know that anything was laung made.” 

“They are dresses for travelling, miss. Mrs. St. (’hire 
gave me a pattern of tlie material she wouhl like, and I have 
been getting tlicin.’’ 

“ Oh, for travelling,” repeated Margaret, wliosi; mind, what 
with one thing and another, was in a perfect wliirl. Will 
you like to g<j back, and try mine on now.” 

But the dressmaker declined to turn back. Slie was 
nearer Trennach now than she was to TJie iMount, and her 
apprentice had no work to go on with until she arrived at 
home to set it for lier. Aj>pointing the following morning, 
she continued her way. 

Daisy continu(;d h(;rs. It was a most unlucky thing that 
the dressmaker should have gone to TJie Mount that morning 
of aU otlicrs ! What a fuss llicre would bo ! And what 
excuse could she make for her absence from home ? There 
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was only one, as it seemed to Daisy, that she could make — 
she had been out for a walk. 

But the shifting clouds had now gathered in a dense mass 
overhead, and the rain came pouring down. Daisy had 
brought no umbrella : notliiiig but a fashionable parasol 
about large enough for a doll : one cannot be expected on 
such an occasion to be as provident as the renowned Mrs. 
MeStinger. The wind took Daisy’s cloak, as before ; the 
drifting rain-storm half blinded her. Before she reached 
liome, her pretty muslin dress, and her dainty parasol, and 
herself also, were wet through. 

“ Now where have you been ? demanded Mrs. St. Clare, 
pouncing upon Daisy in the hall, and backed by Tabitha ; 
whilst Lydia, who had that morning risen betimes, thanks 
to the exacting dressmaker, looked on from the door of the 
breakfast-room. 

“I went for a walk,” gasped Daisy, fully believing all 
was about to bo discovered. “ Tlie rain overtook me.” 

“ What a pickle you arc in,” commented Lydia. 

“ Where have you been for a walk ? ” proceeded Mrs. St. 
Clare, Avho was evidently angry. 

“Down the road,” said Daisy, in an almost inaudible 
voice, the result of fear and emotion. “ It — it is pleasant 
to walk a little before the heat comes on. I — I did not 
know it was going to rain.” 

“Pray, how long is it since you found out that it is 
pleasant to walk a little before the heat comes on ? ” retorted 
Mrs. St. Clare, with severe sarcasm. “ How many mornings 
have you tried it ? ” 

“ Never before this morning, mamma,” readied Daisy, 
with ready earnestness, for it was the truth. 

And 2>ray with whom have you been walking?” put in 
Lydia, with astounding emphasis. “ Who brought you 
home ? ” 

“ Not any one,” choked Daisy, swallowing down her tears, 
‘f I walked home alone. You can ask Mrs. Hunt, who met 
me. Mamma, may I go up and change my things ? ” 

Mrs. St. Clare said neither yes nor no, but gave tacit per- 
mission by stretching out her hand towards the staircase. 



138 


KDINA. 


Daisy rau the gauntlet of the tliroe faces as she passed on : 
her mother’s was stern, Lydia’s supremely scornful, Tahitlia’s 
discreetly prim. The two ladies turned into the breakfast- 
room, and the maid retired. 

“ It is easy enough to divine what Daisy has been up to,” 
spoke Lydia, whot;c speech was not always ex2)ressed in the 
most refined terms. She sat buck in an easy-cliair, sipinng 
her chocolate, a pink cloak trimmed with swan’s-down 
drawn over her shoulders ; for the rain and the early rising 
had made her feel cliilly. 

“ Oh, I don’t know,” said Mrs. St. (.'lare, crossly. She 
detested these petty annoyances. 

“ I do, though,” returned Lydia. “ Daisy lias been out to 
meet Frank Ihiynor. Were I you, mamma, I sliould not 
allow her so much liberty.” 

“ Give me the sugar, Lydia, and let me take my breakfast 
in peace.” 

Daisy, locking licr door, burst into a fit of hysterical 
tears. Her nerves were utterly unstrung. It was necessary 
to change her garments, and she did so, sobbing wofully the 
while. She wished she had not done wliat she had done ; 
she wished tliat F rank could be by her side to encourage 
and shield her, When she had completed her toilet, she 
took the wedding-ring from her finger, attached it to a bit 
of ribbon, and hid it in her bosom. 

“Suppose I should never, never be able to wear it 
openly? ” thought Daisy, with a sob and a sigh. “ Supjiose 
Frank and I should never sec each other again ! never bo 
able to be together? If mamma carri(;s mo oil’ abroad, and 
he remains here, one of us might die before I come back 
again.” 
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CHAPTER XTIT. 

L’NDEU THE STARS. 

“ r^AN you spare me a moment, Frank ? ’ 

“ Fifty moments, if you like, Edina,” was the answer in 
the evor-jdeasant tones. “ (/omc in.” 

The day had gone on to its close, and Edina had found 
no opportunity of speaking to Frank alone. The secret of 
which she had uucx 2 )cctcdly gained cognizance that morning 
was troubling her mind. To be a party to it, and to keep 
that fact from Frank, was impossible to Edina. Tell him 
she must : and the sooner the better. After tea, he and the 
doctor liad sat persistently talking together until dusk, 
when Frank liad to go out to visit a fever-patient in Bleak 
Row. Running upstairs to chango his coat, Edina had 
thought the opportunity had come, and followed him to his 
chamber. 

She wont in after his hearty response to lier knock. 
Frank, quick in all his movements, already had his coat off, 
and was taking the old one from the peg w'hcre it hung. 
Edina sat down by the dressing-table. 

“ Frank,” she said, in low tones — and she disliked very 
much indeed to have to say it, “ I chanced to go into tlie 
church this morning soon after eight o’clock. I — I saw you 
there.” 

you?” cried Frank, coming to a pause with his 
coat half on. “ And — did you see anything else, Edina ? ” 

“ I believe I saw all tlicre was to see, Frank. I saw you 
standing with Margaret St. Clare at the altar-rails, and Mr. 
Backup marrying you.” 

“ Well, 1 never! ” cried Frank, with all the amazing ease 
and equanimity he might have maintained had she said she 
saw him looking on at a christening. “ Wore you surprised, 
Edina?” 

“Surprised, and a great deal more, Frank. Shocked. 
Grieved.” 
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“ I say, though, what took you to the church at that early 
liour, Eiliua '? ” 

“(.’hance, it may bo saitl. Though I am one of those, 
you know, who do not bedieve that such a thing as chance 
exists. I went after ]Mrs. Trim, found lier house shut up, and 
thought she might bo in the church, cleaning. Oh, Frank, 
hoW’ could you do anything so dcs 2 )cratcly imprudent V ” 

“ Well, 1 hardly know. Don't scold me, Kdina.” 

‘‘I have no riglit to scold you,'’ she answered. “And 
scolding would he of no use now the thing is doin'. Neveu*- 
theless, I must tell you what a very wrong step it was to 
take; lamentaldy inqn'iideiit: and 1 tliink you must, your- 
self, know that it was so. I could never have believed it of 
Margaret St. Clare.” 

“ Do not blame Daisy, Edina. I persuaded her to take 
it. Mrs. St. Clare has been talking of marching her olf 
abroad ; and we wanted, you see, to secure ourselves against 
se'paration.” 

“ And wliat are you going to do, Frank y ’’ 

“ Oh, nothing,” said easy Frank. “ Daisy’s gone back to 
The Mount, and I am liere as usual. As soon as I can niaki‘ 
a home for her, I shall take her away.'’ 

“ Make a home where ? ” 

“ In some place where there's a likelihood of a good 
practice. London, 1 dare say.” 

“But how are you to live? A good practice does in)t 
sijring up in a night, like a mushroom.” 

“ Tliat’s arranged,” replied Frank, as perfectly confident 
him.self that it was arranged as that Edina was sitting in 
the low chair, and lie was finally settling himself into his coat. 
“My plains are all laid, Edina, and Uncle Hugh knows what 
they are. It was in pursuance of them that I went over to 
Spring Lawn. I will tell you all about it to-morrow : there’s 
no time to do so now.” 

“ Papa does not know of what took place this morning ? ” 

“ No. No one knows of that. We don’t want it known, 
if we can help it, until the time comes when all the world 
may know.” 

“ Meaning until you have gained the home, Frank V ” 
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“ Meaning until I and Daisy enter npon it,’’ said sanguine 
Frank. 

Edina’s hand — her elbow resting on her knee — was raised 
to support her head : her fingers played absently with 
her soft brown hair: her dark tlioughtful eyes, gazing 
before her, seemed to see nothing. Whether it arose from 
the fact that in lier early days, when Dr. Raynor’s means 
were narrow, she liad become practically acquainted with 
some dark phases of existence, or whether it was the bliglit 
that had been cast on her heart in its sweet S 2 )ring'timc, 
certain it was, that Edina Raynor was no longer of a 
sanguine nature. Where Frank saw only sunshine' in 
j)rospcctive, she saw shadow. And a great deal of it. 

“ You should have made sure of the homo first.” 

“ Before making sure of Daisy ? Not a bit of it, Edina, 
We shall get along.” 

“ That’s just like you, Frank,” she exclaimed petulantly, 
in her vexation. “ You would as soon marry ton wives as 
one, the law allowing it, so far as never giving a thought to 
what you were to do with them.” 

“ But the law would not allow it,” laughed Frank. 

“ It is your great fault — never to think of consequences.” 

“ Time enough, Edina, when the consequences come.” 

She did not make any rejoinder. To what use ? Frank 
Raynor would be Frank Raynor to the end of time. It was 
his nature. 

“ It is odd, though, is it not, that you, of all Trcnnach, 
should just happen to have caught us?” ho exclaimed, 
alluding to the ceremony of the morning. “ But you’ll not 
betray us, Edina ? I must be off down, or Uncle ITugli wiU 
be calling to know what I’m doing.” 

Edina rose, wdth a sigh. “No, I null not betray*V<9«i, 
Frank : you know there is no danger of that : and if I m'n 
helj) you and Daisy in any way, I will do it. I was obliged 
to tell you what I had seen. I could not kecj) from you the 
fact that it had come to my knowledge.” 

As Frank leaped downstairs, light-hearted as a boy. Dr. 
Raynor was crossing from the sitting-room to the surgery. 
He halted to speak. 
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“ I forgot to tell you, Frank, that you may as well call 
this evening on Danio Bell : you will he jiassing licr door.” 

“ Is Dame Bell ill again ? ” asked Frank. 

“ I fear so. A woman came for some medicine for licr 
to-day.” 

“ I thought she was at Falmouth.” 

“ She is back again, it seems, (^all and sec her as you go 
along : you have ^denty of time.” 

“ Very well, Uncle Hugh.” 

The Bare Plain might he said to specially deserve its 
name tliis evening as Frank traversed it. In the morning 
the wind had been high, but nothing to what it was now. 
It played amidst the openings surrounding tlie Bottomless 
Shaft, going in with a whirr, coming out with a rusli, and 
shrieked and moaned fearfully. Tlie popular belief indulged 
in by the miners was, that this unearthly shrieking and 
moaning, which generally disturbed the air on these 
boisterous nights, proceeded not from the wind, but from 
Dan Saiidon’s ghost. Frank Kayiior of course had no faith 
in the ghost—Dan Saiidon’s, or any otlior — l)ut ho shuddered 
as he hastened on. 

The illness, more incipient than declared as yet, from 
which Mrs, Bell was suffering, had seemed to cease with 
her trouble. Her liusbaiKPs mysterious disappearance was 
followed by much necessary exertion, both of mind and 
body, on her own part ; and her ailments almost left her. 
Dr. Raynor suspected — i)crliap8 knew— that the improve- 
ment was only temporary ; but he did not tell her so. 
Dame Bell moved briskly about her bouse during this time, 
providing for the comforts of her lodgers, and waiting for 
the husband who did not come. 

Rosaline did not come, cither. And her prolonged 
absence seemed to her mother most unaccountable, her 
excuses for it unreasonable. As the days and the weeks 
had gone on, and Rosaline’s return seemed to bo no nearer 
than ever, Dame Bell grew angry. She at length made up 
her mind to go to Falmouth and bring hack the runaway 
with her own hands. 

Easier said than done ; as Mrs. Bell found. When after 
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two days* absence, she returned to her home on the Bare 
Plain, she returned alone : her daughter was not with her. 
This was only a few days ago. The dame had been ailing 
ever since, some of the old symptoms having returned again 
— the result perhaps of the travelling — and she had that 
day sent a neighbour to Dr. Eaynor*s for some medicine. 

Frank Raynor made the best of his way across the windy 
plain, and lifted the latch of Dame Bell’s door. She stood 
at the table, ironing by candle-light, her feet resting upon 
an old thick mat to keep them from any draught. Frank, 
making himself at home as usual, sat down by the ironing- 
board, telling her to go on with her occupation, and inquired 
into her ailments. 

“ You ought not to have taken the journey,” said Frank, 
promptly, when questions and answers were over. “ Travel- 
ling is not good for you.” 

“ But I could not help taking it,” returned Dame Bell, 
beginning upon the wristbands of a shirt she was ironing. 
“ When Rosaline never came homo, and paid no attention to 
my ordering her to come home, it was time I wont to see 
after her.** 

“ She has not come back with you ? *’ 

“ No, she has not,” retorted Dame Bell, ironing aAvay with 
a viciousness that imperilled the wristband. “ I couldn’t 
make her come, Mr. Frank. Cords would not have dragged 
her. Of all the idiots ! to let those Whistlers frighten her 
from a place for good, like that ! ” 

“The .Whistlers?” mechanically repeated Frank, his 
.eyes fixed on the progress of the ironing. 

“It’s the Whistlers, and nothing else,” said Mrs. Bell. 
“ I didn’t send word to her or her aunt that I was on my 
way to Falmouth : I thought I’d take ’em by surprise. And 
I declare to you, Mr. Frank, I hardly believed my eyes 
when I saw Rosaline. It did give mo a turn. I w'as that 
f shocked ” 

“ But why ? ” interrupted Frank. 

I “She’s just as thin as a herring. You wouldn’t know 
; her, sir. When I got to the place, there was John Pellet’s 
; shop-window flaming away, and lighting up the tins and 
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fire-irons, and all that, which ho shows in it. I opened tlio 
side-door, and went straight up the stairs to tlie room over- 
licad, knowing I should most likely find Rosaline there, for 
it’s the room where my sister Pellet docs her millinery 
work. My sister was there, standing with her back to mo, 
a bonnet on each of her outstretched hands, as if she w’as 
comparing tlie blue bows in one with the pink bows in the 
other ; and close to the middle table, putting some flowers 
in another bonnet, w^as a young woman in black. I didn’t 
know her at first. Tlie gas was right on her face, but I 
declare that I didn’t know licr. Slie looked straight over at 
me, and I thought what a white and tliiii and jirctty face it 
was, with large violet eyes and dark circles round ’em : but 
as true as you arc there, ]\Ir. Frank, 1 didn’t know her for 
Rosaline. ‘ Mother ! ’ says she, starting up : and I a’most 
fell on the nearest chair. ‘What ever has come to you, 
child ? ’ I says, as she steps round to kiss me ! ‘ you look as 
though you had one foot in the grave.’ At tliat slie turns 
as red as a rose : and what with the bright colour, and the 
smile she gave, she looked a little more like herself. But 
there : if I talked till I tired you, sir, I could make out no 
more than that ; she’s looking desperately ill and wretched, 
and she won’t come homo again.” 

Frank made no rejoinder. The ironing went on vigor- 
ously : and Mrs. Bell’s narrative with it. 

“ All I could say was of no use : back with mo she 
wouldn’t consent to come. All her aunt could say was of 
no use. For, when she found how lonely I was at hjpme, 
and how much I wanted Rosaline, my sister, though loth to 
part with her, said nature was nature, and a girl sliould not 
go against her mother. But no persuasion would bring 
Rosaline to reason. She’d live with me, and glad to, she 
said, if I’d go and stay at Falmouth, but she could not come 
back to Trennach. Pellet and his wife both tried to turn 
her : all in vain.” 

“ Did she give any reason for not coming back ? ” ques- 
tioned Frank: and one, more observant than Dame Bell, 
might have been struck with the low, subdued tones he 
spoke in. 
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“ She gave no reason of her own accord, Mr. Frank, but I 
got it out of her. ‘ What has Trennach done to you, and 
what has the old house on the Plain done to you, that you 
should bo frightened at it ? * I said to her. For it’s easy to 
gather that she is frightened in her mind, Mr. Frank, and 
Pellet’s wife had noticed the same ever since she went there. 
‘Don’t say such things, mother,* says she, ‘it is nothing.’ 
“ But I Avill say it,* says I, ‘ and I know the cause — ^just tlie 
shock you had that Tuesday night from the Seven Whistlers, 
and a fear that you might hear them again if you came 
back ; and a fine sinijileton you must be for your 2 )aius ! ’ 
And so she is.’* 

“ All, yes, the Seven Whistlers,” repeated Frank, absently. 

“ She could not contradict me. She only burst into tears 
and begged of me not to talk of them. Not talk, indeed ! 
I could have sliook lier, I could ! ’* 

We cannot help our fears,” said Frank. 

“ But for a girl to let they sounds scare her out of house 
and home and country, is downright folly,” pursued Damo 
Bell, unable to relimpiish the theme, and splitting the 
button of the sliirt-collar in two at one stroke of tlie angry 
iron. “ And she must fright and fret herself into a skeleton 
besides! But tliere,” she resumed, in easier tones, after 
folding the sliirt, “ 1 suppose she can't help it. Her father 
was just as much afraid of ’em. lie never had an atom o’ 
colour in his face from the Sunday night he heard the 
Wliistlers till the Tuesday night when he disappeared. It 
had a curious grey look on it all the while.'* 

Frank rose. lie remembered the grey look well enough. 
“ If Kosaliiio likes Falmouth best, she is better there, Mrs. 
Bell. I should not jiress Iier to return.” 

“ If pressing would do any good, she’d have her share of 
it,” rejoined Mrs. Bell, candidly. “ But it won't. I did 
press, for the matter of that. When I’d done pressing on 
iny score, I put it on the score of her father. ‘ Don’t you 
care to bo at homo to Avelcome your poor lost father when he 
gots back to it — for he’s sure to come back, sooner or later,* 
^^ftys I : and I*m sure my eyes ran tears as I spoke. But no : 
she just turned as white as the grave, Mr. Frank, and shook 
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her head in a certain solemn way of hers, wliich she must 
liavo 2)ickcd at Falmouth : and I saw it was of no use, 
though I talked till doomsday. There she stoj^s, and there 
she will stoj), and I must make the host of it. And I wisli 
those evil Whistlers had been at the bottom of tlie sea ! 

Frank was in a hurry to de2)art : hut she went on again, 
after taking breath. 

“ She is earning money, and her aunt is glad to have her, 
and takes care of her, and she says slic never saw any girl 
so expert with her lingers and disjday so much taste in 
bonnets as Eosaline. Hut that docs not mend the matter 
here, Mr. Frank, and is no excuse for her being such a 
goose. ‘ Come and take a room in Falmouth, mother,’ were 
her last words when I was leaving. Hut I’d like to know 
what a poor lone body like me could do in that strange jdacc.” 

“ Well, good-evening, Mrs. Hell,” said Frank, escaj^ing to 
the door. Hut the loquacious tongue had not quite linished. 

“ When I was coming ])ack in the train, Mr. Frank, the 
thought kept running in my mind that i)erhaps Bell w'ould 
have got homo whilst I’d been away : and when I looked 
round the empty house, and saw ho was not here, a queer 
feeling of disappointment came over me. Do you think he 
ever will come back, sir ? 

Some “ queer feeling ” seemed to take Frank at tlio 
question, and stoj) his breath. lie S2)oke a few’ w'ords in- 
distinctly in answer. Mrs. Hell did not catch them. 

“ And whether it was through that — expecting to see Iiim 
and the consequent disajqwintment — I don’t know, Mr. 
Frank ; but since then I can’t get him out of my mind. Day 
and night. Hell is in it. I am beginning to dream of him : 
and that’s wliat I have not done yet. Nancy Tomson says 
it’s a good sign. Should you say it was, sir ? ” 

“ I — really don’t know,” was Frank’s unsatisfactory reply. 
And then he succeeded in making his final exit. 

“ I wish she wouldn’t bring up her husband to mo I ” he 
cried, lifting his hat that his brow might get a little of the 
fresh wind, which blew less fiercely under the cottages. 
“ Somehow she nearly always docs it. I hate to cross the 
threshold.” 
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A week or two wont on: a week or two of cliarmiug 
weather and calm blue skies. The day fixed for tlio de- 
parture of Mrs. St. Clare from The Mount came and passed, 
and she was still at liomc, and likely to be tlioro for soino 
time to come. “ Man proposes, but Heaven disposes.** 
Every day of our lives we have fresh proofs of that great 
fact. 

On the very day of Daisy’s impromptu wedding, her sister 
Lydia showed herself more than usually ailing and grumbling. 
She felt cold and shivery, and sat in the pink cloak all day. 
The next morning she seemed really ill, not fancifully so, 
was hot and cold alternately. Dr. Raynor was sent for. 
The attack turned out to be one of fever. Not as yet of 
infectious fever — and Dr. Raynor hoped he should prevent 
its going on to that. But it was rather severe, and reepired 
careful watching and nursing. 

Of course tlieir departure for foreign lands was out of the 
question. They could not leave The Mount. Mi*s. St, Clare, 
who was very anxious, for she dreaded a visitation of in- 
fectious fever more than anything else, spent most of her 
time in Lydia’s room. Once in a way, Frank Raynor 
appeared at Tlic Mount in his uncle’s place. Dr. Raynor 
was fully given to understand that his own attendance was 
requested, not his nephew’s : but he was liimsclf getting' to 
feel worse day by day ; he could not always go over, walking 
or riding ; and on tliose occasions Frank went instead. Airs. 
St. Clare permitted what, as it appeared, there was no remedy 
for, and was coldly civil to the young doctor. 

But this illness of Lydia’s, and Airs. St. Clare’s close 
attendance in her room, gave more liberty to Daisy. Scarcely 
an evening passed but she, unsuspected and unwatched, was 
pacing the shrubberies and the secluded parts of that 'wilder- 
ness of a garden with Frank. There, arm-in-arm, they 
walked, and talked together of the hopeful future, and the 
enchanted hours seemed to fly on golden wings. 

‘Love took up the glass of Time, atul turned it in his glowing hands, 

Rvery moment, lightly shaken, ran itself in golden sands. 

Love took up the harp of Life, and smote on all the chords with might, 

Smote the chord of ISclf, that, trembling, passed in music out of 
sight.’* 
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Wliatcvor of reality, of fruitiou, tlio future luiglit bring, it 
could never be to them what this present time was, when 
they wandered together in the sweet moonlight, with the 
scent of the night-flowers around them, and tlie soft sighing 
wind, and the heart’s romance. 

Never an evening but Daisy stole out to watch from the 
sheltered gate for the coming of her lover ; scarcely an even- 
ing that Frank failed to . come. When ho did fail, it was 
through no fault of his. Daisy would linger and linger on, 
waiting and watching, even when all sensible ho2)o of his 
coming must have died out ; and when com2)elled to return 
indoors witli a reluctant step, she would think fate cruel to 
her, and sigh heavily. 

“ The time may come when wo shall live with each other 
and bo together always, in place of just this little evening 
walk up and down the paths — and oh, how I wish the time 
was come now ! ” poor Daisy would say to her own heart. 

One evening it was Daisy who failed to be at the trystiiig- 
place. Lydia was getting better, was able to sit up a little, 
morning and evening. The greater danger, feared for her, 
had been iwevented : and under her own good constitution 
for she had one, in S2)ite of her grumblings and her imaginary 
ailments— and Dr. Eaynor’s successful treatment, she was 
recovering rajudly. This evening, lying back in an easy- 
chair, it had 2)leased her to order Daisy to read to her. 
Daisy complied willingly: she was evxT'inorc ready to help 
Lydia than Lydia was to acce2)t her hel 2 ) ; but when a long 
S2>ell of reading had been got through, and the room was 
growing dim, Daisy, coming to the cud of a cha2)tcr, closed 
the book. 

‘‘ What’s that for ? ” asked Lydia, sliarply, whoso peevish- 
ness was coming back to her with her advance towards con- 
valescence. “ Head on, please.” 

“ It is growing dusk,” said Daisy. 

“ Dusk — for that large print I — nonsense,” retorted Lydia. 
The book was a popular novel, and she felt interested 
in it. 

“ I am tired, Lydia : you don’t consider how long I have 
been reading,” cried Daisy, fretting inwardly : for the twilight 
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hour was her lover’s signal for approach, and she knew ho 
must 1)0 alrca ly waiting for her. 

“You have only hccii reading since dinner,” debated 
Lydia: “not miicli more than an hour, I’m sure. Go 
on.” 

So Daisy was obliged to go on. Slic dared not display 
too much anxiety to get away, lest it might betray that she 
had some motive for wishing it. A secret makes us terribly 
self-conscious. But by-and-by it really became too dark to 
sec even the largo print of the foshionable novel of the day, 
and Lydia exhibited signs of w(.‘arincss ; and Mrs. St. Clare, 
who had been dozing in another arm-chair, woke nj) and 
said Lydia must not lisbm any longer. Daisy ran down to 
the yellow room, and sped swiftly through the open glass- 
doors. 

It was nearly as dark as it would be. The stars were 
shining; a lovely opal colour lingered yet in the west. 
Frank Haynor, hands in i)ockets, and whistling softly under 
his broatli, stood in the sheltered walk. A somowliat broad 
walk, m’Iku'o the trees met overhead. Daisy Hung liersolf 
into his arms, and burst into tears. Tried almost beyond 
bearing by her forced detention, it was tliiis her emotion, 
combined perhaps with a little temper, expended itself. 

“ Why, Daisy ! What is the matter ? ” 

“ I could not get to you, Frank. Lydia kept me in, read- 
ing to her, all this time.” 

“ Never mind, my darling, now you have come.” 

“ I thought you would go away ; I feared you might think 
I forgot, or something,” sighed Daisy. 

“As if I could think that! Dry your eyes, my dear 
one.” 

Placing her arm within liis, Frank led her forward, and 
they began, as usual, to pace the walk. It was their 
favourite promenade ; for it was so retired and sheltered 
that they felt pretty safe from intruders. Tliere, linked 
arm-in-arm, or with Frank’s arm round her waist, as might 
be, they paced to and fro ; the friendly stare shining down 
upon them through the branches overhead. 

Their theme was ever the same — the future. The hopeful 
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future, that to their eyes looked brighter than those 
twinkling stars. What was it to be for them, and how 
might tliey, in their enthusiasm, plan it out In wliat 
manner could Frank best proceed, so as to secure speedily 
a home-tent, and be able to declare to the world that he 
and Margaret St. Clare had spent a quarter-of-an-hour in the 
grey old cliurch at Trciinacli one windy morning, wlien lie 
had earned the right to take lier away with him and cherish 
her for life *? 

To tliis end the whole of their consultations tended ; on 
this one desired i)rojcct all their deliberations centred. Tlio 
sooner Frank could get away from Trennach, the sooner (as 
they both so hopefully believed) would it be realized. Never 
a shadow of doubt crossed either of them in i*egard to it. 
Frank was too sanguine, Daisy too inexperienced, to see any 
clouds in their sky. The days to come wero to bo days of 
brightness : and botli were supremely unconscious tliat sucli 
days never return after the swift passing of life’s fair first 
morning. 

“ You see, Daisy, tlie delay is not my fault,” spoke Frank. 
‘‘ My uncle has been so very unwell this last week or two, 
so much worse, that I don’t like to urge tlie chauge ujion 
him. Only to-day I said to him, ‘ You know I am wanting 
to l()avo you. Uncle Hugh,’ and liis reply was, ‘Do not 
speak of it just immediately, Frank : let things bo as they 
are a very little longer.’ Whilst lie is feeling so ill, I 
scarcely like to Avorry liim.” 

“Of course not,” said Daisy. “And as long as I can 
walk about hero with you every evening, Frank, I don’t 
care liow long things go on as tliey are now. It Avas 
difterent Avhen I feared mamma Avas going to carry me off 
to the end of the Avorld. It was only that fear, you know, 
Frank, that made mo consent to do what I did tliat morn- 
ing. I’m sure I tremble yet Avlion I think Iioav Avrong 
and hazardous it was. Any one might have come into the 
church.” 

“Where’s your wedding-ring, Daisy?” ho asked: and it 
may as well bo said that he had never told her some one did 
come in. 
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“ Hero elic *c iisworcd, toiicliing her dross. It is always 
there, Frank.” 

“ I have written to-day to a friend of mine in London, 
Daisy, asking if ho knows of any good opening for me —or 
of any old practitioner in a first-class quarter who may l)o 
likely to want some younger man to help him. I dare say 
I shall receive an answer with some news in it in a day or 
two.” 

“ I dare say you will. Who is he, Frank ? ” 

“ A young fellow named Crisp, wiio has the best licart in 
the world. He ” 

A sudden grasping of his arm by Daisy, just after tlioy 
had turned in their walk ; a visible shrinking, as if she 
would hide behind liim ; and a faint idea tliat he saw some 
sliglit movement of the foliage at the other end of the 
avenue, stopped Frank’s further words. 

“ Did you sec, Frank ? ” she whispered. “ Did you see ? *’ 

“ I fancied something stirred, down there. i\niat was 
it?” 

“It was Tabitha. I am certain of it. I saw her the 
moment wo turned. She might liavo been watching us ever 
so long ; all the way uj) the walk ; I dare say she teas doing 
so. Oh, Frank, what sliall I do ? She will go in and tell 
mamma.” 

“ Let her,” said Frank. “ The worst she can say is, that 
we were walking arm-in-arm together. I cannot think why 
you need bo so fearful, Daisy. Your mother must know 
that we do meet out here, and she must tacitly sanction it. 
She used to know it, and sanction it too.” 

Daisy sighed. Yes, she thought, her mother miglit, at 
any rate, suspect that they met. It was not so much that 
which Daisy feared. But, the one private act she had been 
guilty of lay heavily on her conscience ; and slio was ever 
haunted with the dread that any fresli movement would 
lead to its betrayal. 

Saying good-night to each other, for it was growing late, 
Frank departed, and Daisy went in. Her mother was shut 
np in the drawing-room, and she went on straight to her 
sister’s chamber. There an unpleasant scene awaited her. 
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Lyditij not yet in bed — for fihe had rofiiFicd to go, and had 
abused Tabitha for nrffiuff it— -lay back still in the casy- 
chair. Could looks have annihilated, Daisy would certainly 
have sunk from those cast on her by Lydia, as slie entered. 

And then the storm began. Lydia reproached lier in no 
measured terms, and with utter scorn of tone and manner, 
for tlic “clandestine intimacy,” as she was i)lcased to call it, 
tliat slie, Daisy, was carrying on witli Frank Itaynor. 

It a])peared tliat aft(n* the candles were lighted, and Airs. 
8t. (dare had gone down, Lydia, declining to go to bed, and 
wanting to bo amused, rccpiired Daisy to read to her agiiin. 
Tabitha was sent in search of Daisy, and came back saying 
slie could not find her anywlicre : slie was not downstairs, 
she was not in lier chamber. “ (io and look in tlie gardini, 
you stupid tiling,” retorted Lydia: “you know AEiss Daisy's 
for ever out there.” Tabitha — a meek woman in demeanour, 
who took abuse humbly — went to the garden as directed, 
searched, and at length came iquni IVEiss Daisy in tlie 
avenue, pacing it on the arm of Mr. Kayiior. Lack she 
wont, and reportc<l it to Lydia. And now Lydia was 
reproacliing lier. 

“To sutler yourself to meet tliat man clandestinely after 
night lias fallen 1 ” reiterated Lydia. “ And to slay out 
with liim! -and to take his arm! You disgraceful girl! 
And when, all the while, he does not care one jot for yr/a / 
He loves some one else.” 

Daisy had received the tirade on herself in silence, but 
she fired up at this. “ You have no right to say ///rtf, 
Lydia,” she cried. “ AVhethcr he loves me, or not, I shall 
not say ; but, at any rate, he do(;s not love any one else.” 

“ Yes, he does,” ailirmed Lydia. 

“ lEc does not,” tired Daisy. “ If he does, who is it? ” 

“ No one in his own station- more shame to him! It is 
that girl they call so beautiful— who lost her father, liostj 
— Hose— what’s the name? -Hosalinc Bell. Frank Itayiior 
loves her with his whole heart and soul.” 

“ Lydia, how dare you say such a thing? ” 

“ I don’t say it. I only repeat it. Ask Trennach. It is 
known all over the place. They used to be always togethor 
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— walking on the Bare Plain hy night The girl has gone 
away for a time ; and the gentleman, during her absence, 
amuses himself with you. Makes love to you to keep liis 
liaiid in.” 

Daisy’s heart turned sick and faint within her. Not at 
Lydia’s supreme sarcasm, but at the horrible conviction that 
there must be something in tlie talc. She remembered the 
2)ast evening at the dinner-table — and the recollection came 
rushing into her mind like a barbed arro\v — ^Yhen Sir 
Arthur Beauchamj) and others were questioning Frank 
about this very girl and her beauty, and slio — Daisy — had 
been struck with the emotion he betrayed ; with his 
evidently shrinking manner, with the changing hue of his 
face. Did he in truth love this girl, Rosaline Bell?— and 
was she so very beautiful ? 

“ llow' did you hear this, Lydia ? ” asked Daisy, in tones 
from which all spirit was quenched. 

“I heard it from Tabitlia. She knows about it. You 
can ask her yourself.” 

And Daisy did ask. As it chanced, the maid at tluit 
moment entered the room with some beef-tea for Lydia ; 
and Daisy, suppressing her pride and her reticence, con- 
descended to question her. Tabitha answered freely and 
readily, as if there were nothing in the subject to conceal, 
and with a pali^able belief in its truth that told terribly 
upon Daisy. In fact, the w’oman herself implicitly believed 
it. Mr. Blase rdlet had once favoured her with his version 
of the story, and Tabitha never supposed that that version 
existed in Mr. relict’s o\vn imagination, and in that 
alone. 

“I— don’t think it can be frue, Tabitha,” fiiltered peer 
Daisy, her heart beating wildy. “ She was not a lady.” 

“ It’s true enough, Miss Margaret. Blase rdlet wanted 
her liimsdf, but she’d have nothing to say to him— or to 
any one else except Mr. Raynor. Ikdlet is related to the 
Bells, and knew all about it. What he said to me was this : 
‘Raynor is after her for ever, day and night, and she 
worships the ground he treads on ! ’ Those were his very 
words, Miss Margaret.” 
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Margaret, turiiiiig hot and cold, and red and white, made 
her escape from the room, and took refuge in her own. In 
that first moment of awakening, she felt as though her lieart 
must break with its bitter pain. Jealousy, baleful jealousy, 
had taken possession of her : and no other passion in this 
life can prey upon our bosoms so relentlessly, or touch them 
with so keen a sting. 


( HAPTEPt XTV. 

IN THE CHURCHYARD. 

Tkennach churchyard was lonely at all times, but it looked 
particularly so in the twilight of a dull evening. The trees 
took fantastic shapes ; the 1 loadstones stood out like spectres ; 
tlie grave-mounds reminded you uiqdcasantly tliat you your- 
self must sometime lie beneath them. 

Especially grey were the skies tliis evening ; for, though 
it was summer weather, the day had been gloomy : and Mr. 
Blase Pellet, sitting in the middle of tlie cliurchyard on the 
stump of an old tree, looked grey and gloomy as the weather 
and the graves. 

Since the departure from Trennach of Rosaline Bell — for 
whom Mr. Blase Pellet did undoubtedly entertain a fond 
and sincere aflcction, wliatcvcr might have been liis short- 
comings generally — he had found liis evening liours, when 
the chemist’s shop was closed for the night, hang heavily on 
his hands. With the absence of Rosaline, the two chief 
relaxations in which Mr. Blase had employed his leisure 
were gone : namely, the cunning contrivances to mother, 
either at home or abroad ; and watching the movemelflfc of 
Frank Raynor. The young man’s jealousy of the latter and 
Rosaline bunit as fiercely as ever, tormenting him to a most 
unreasonable degree : though, indeed, wlien was jealousy 
ever amenable to reason ? There was no longer any personal 
intercourse between Frank Raynor and Rosaline; Blase 
know quite well that could not be, for Frank was at 
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Trcnnach, aud sho was at Falmouth ; but ho had felt as 
ssurc, ever since she went, that their intercourse was carried 
on by letter, as that he was now sitting on tlic stump of the 
old tree. 

Jcalo ugX.m)eds„nQ fancies : our great 
master-mind has told us that it makes the food it feeds on. 
And upon this airy, unsubstantial kind of food had Mr. 
Pellet been nourishing his suspicions of the supposed 
correspondence— wliich existed in liis imagination alone. 
Pc had watched the postman in a morning, he had waylaid 
l^im, and by apparently artless questions had got him to 
®sclosc to whom the letter was addressed wliich ho had 
just left at Dr. Raynor’s : and the less proof ho could find 
of the suspected postal intercourse, the brighter his jealousy 
burned. For it was not often that the postman could say 
the letter, which he might have chanced to leave at the 
doctor’s house, was for Mr. Frank Raynor. Sometimes it 
would be for the doctor himself, sometimes for Miss Raynor ; 
but very rarely for Frank. Frank’s correspondence did not 
seem to bo an extensive one. Tliis might possibly have 
satisfied an ordinary young man; it only tended to 
strengthen Mr, Blase Pellet’s raging doubts : and now, on 
this ill-favoured evening, those doubts had received “ con- 
firmation strong as jiroofs of holy writ.” 

Since, like Othello, he had found his occupation gone, 
Mr. Blase Pellet was rather at a loss to know what to do 
with his evenings. To render him justice, it must bo 
admitted that he did not follow the fashion, and spend 
them, however soberly, at the Golden Shaft. Ho was a 
steady, well-conducted young man, superior to his apparent 
position, and better in some respects than many of his 
neighbours. Finding the hours lying on his hands, he took 
to looking in unceremoniously at the houses of his acquaint- 
ances, so to pass a more or loss agreeable interlude. This 
evening he had so favoured Clerk Trim; and it was in 
crossing the churchyard, after quitting that functionary’s 
dwelling, that he had come to an anchor on the tree-stump. 
Bitter anger was aroused within him ; raging jealousy ; a 
tumultuous thirst for revenge. For, in the clerk’s house he 
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Jiad just boon fiirnisliod, as ho hcliovodj with the confirmation 
yearned for. 

When Frank Faynor had so lightly sent Clerk Trim to 
Tello, to inquire for certain imaginary letters at tlie j)ost- 
oilice there, he little thought what grave conse([uencos would 
arise from it in the future. Simply for the sake of getting 
the clerk out of the way during the ceremony of tlie stolen 
marriage, he had invented this fruitless errand. Wlien the 
clerk came back in the course of the day, and reported tliat 
no letter was lying for liim at the post-office at Tello, the 
man added, “And Tve taken care not to mention to a soul, 
sir, wliere I have been, as you desired; neither will I.” 
“ Oh, tliank you, but I don’t in the least mind now whether 
you mention it or not,” rejoined Frank, in the openness of 
his heart. For, his objcict attained, it did not matter to 
him if the whole world knew that lie had sent the clerk to 
Tello. 

( dork Trim, naturally a silent man, had experienced no 
temptation to mention it, in spite of tin*, release given him : 
l)ut on this evening, talking with lllasc Pellet of Tidlo, ho 
chanced to say tliat lie had been tln're not long ago. IVIr. 
Blase expressed some surprise at this, knowing that jourmjys 
were rare events with the chirk ; and then Trim mentioned 
what he had gone for : to inquire for a letter at the Tello 
post-office for Mr. Frank Kaynor. 

That was enough. And a groat deal more than enough. 
Blase instantly jumped to the conclusion that it was through 
the Tello post-office that the correspondence with llosaline 
was carried on. And perhaps it was not unnatural that he 
should think so. The scarcity of letters arriving for Frank 
at Trcnnach was accounted for now. 

Forth he came, boiling and bursting, crossed the stile, 
and dropped down on the tree-stump, unable to get any 
farther. The very fact of the correspondence being carried 
on clandestinely made it more cruel for liim. With liis 
liitter indignation mingled a groat deal of despair. In 
that one miserable moment he began to see that ho might 
indeed lose Itosaline. To lose her would have been anguish 
unspeakable; but to sec another gain her was simply 
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tormenfr— and that other the detested gentleman, Frank 
Biiynor, Blase Pellet had not a very clear idea of social 
distinctions, and he saw no particular incongruity in Frank’s 
making her his wife. 

“ I’ve kept quiet as yet about that past night’s work, ’ said 
Mr. Pellet to himself, “ but I’ll speak now. I kept quiet 
for her sake, knowing what pain it W'ould bring her ; not 
for his ; and because ” 

“ Well, any way,” he resumed, after the long pause which 
succeeded his sudden break-off, “ I must feel my w'ay in it. 
If I could only drive him away from Cornwall for good, 
that w’ould be enough; and then I’d draw in again. I 
heard him tell old Float that he meant to be off to London 
soon and settle there : let him go, and leave me and Hose and 
these parts alone. I’ll help to start him there ; and when 
he’s gone I’ll keep silent again. But now — how much wdll 
it be safe to say? — and wliaf can I say? — and how can I set 
about it ? ” 

Leaning forward, his hands placed on his knees, pressing 
them almost to pain, his eyes lixed on the oj^posite hedge, 
ho went on with his thoughts. Blase Pellet was of an ex- 
tremely coiiceiitrativo nature : ho could revolve and debate 
doubts and difficulties in his own mind, until he saw his way 
to bringing them out straight in the end, just as patiently 
and successfully as a Cambridge student will work out a 
problem in mathematics. But the difficulty Blase was 
trying to solve now was not an easy one. 

“ I can't say I saw it,” debated he. “ I can’t say I heard 
it. If I did, people ^vould ask five hundred (inestions as to 
where I was, and how it came about, and why I did not give 
the alarm — and I might have to tell all. I don’t care to do 
that. I won’t do it, unless I’m forced. Let him go. away 
and leave licr alone hereafter, and he shall get off scot-free 
for me. If I told of him, I should have to tell of her — that 
she was present — and she Avouldn’t like it ; neitlier sliould 
I, for I’d bo sorry to bring pain and exposure on her. She 
ought to havo denounced him at the time —and she was a 
regular simpleton for not doing it : but still it would not 
be pleasant for me to be the one to complain that she >vas 
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there and witnessed it all. No, no : I may not say I know 
that : I dare not say I was a witness myself. I must find 
some otlier way.’* 

TJio otlier way seemed to be very far off. Mr. Pellet took 
his eyes from the hedge, and his hands from his knees ; but 
only to fix them on the same places again. The stump of 
the tree was as uneasy a seat as its once green and flourish- 
ing topmost bough must have been, to judge by the restless- 
ness tliat was upon him as he sat tliere. 

*• Could 1 say I dreamt it ? ” cried he, suddenly, ceasing 
his shuffling, and holding his head bolt ujiright. “ Could 
I ? I don’t see any other way. Let’s think it out a bit.” 

The thinking out took a tolerably long time yet, and Mr. 
Pellet did not seem altogether to like his idea. It was very 
nearly dark when he at length rose from the stump, sighing 
heavily. 

“ I must bo uncommonly cautious,” said he. “ But it’s 
just one of those ticklish things that admit of no openings 
but one. If Eosalinc got to know that I saw — and told — 
she’d just fling me over for ever. I think a word or two of 
suspicion will be enough to drive him away, and that’s all I 
w'ant.” 

Now, ill the main. Blase Pellet was not a hard-hearted or 
vindictive young man. His resentment against Frank 
Raynor arose from jealousy. Even that resentment, bitter 
though it was, ho did not intend, or wish, to gratify to 
anything like its full extent. Believing tliat certain testi- 
mony of his could place Frank’s nock in jeopardy, ho might 
surely bo given credit for holding his tongue. It is true 
tliat his caution arose from mixed motives: the dread of 
exasperating or in any way compromising Rosaline; the 
dislike to mixing himself up with the doings of that past 
night ; and the genuine horror of bringing any man to so 
dire a punishment, even though that man were Frank 
Raynor. 

Pondering upon those various doubts and difliculties, and 
failing to feel reassured upon them in his own mind — or 
rather upon the result if ho moved in the matter — Mr. 
Pellet wont slowly homo through the dark and deserted 
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street ; and ascended straight to his cliamber, wliicli was an 
attic in the roof. There, he came to an anchor by the side 
of his low bed in much the same musing attitude that he 
Jiad sat on the trec-stumi>, and “ tliouglit it out again. 

“ Yes, it must bo a dream,” he decided at length, beginning 
to take off his coat preparatory to retiring. “ There is no 
other way. I must not say I was there and saw it — they’d 
turn round upon me and cry. Why did you not tell at the 
time ? — and what could I answer ? Moreover, I can’t, and 
I won’t bring in Rosaline’s name— which I should have to 
do if I stated the truth outright. But I can say I dreamt 
that Boll is lying at the bottom of the shaft ; and keep up 
tlie commotion for a short while. They can’t turn round 
on me for that. Folks do dream, as all the world knows.” 

With this final resolve, Mr. Blase Pellet retired to bed, 
to dream real dreams instead of inventing them. 

As the days went on at The Mount, the lovers’ meetings 
became more rare. Far from being able to steal out every 
evening, Margaret found that she could liardly got out at 
all. She was virtually a prisoner, as far as her evening’s 
liberty was concerned. Either she had to remain in, read- 
ing to Lydia, or playing cards with her, or else Mrs. St. 
Clare would have her in the drawing-room. Upon only 
half a movement of Daisy’s towards tlio open glass-doors, 
Mrs. St. Clare would say : You cannot go out in the 
evening air, Daisy : I shall have you ill next.” 

Evening after evening Frank Raynor betook himself to 
the grounds about The Mount, and lingered in their wilder- 
ness, waiting for Daisy, Evening after evening he had to 
return as he came, without having seen her. But one even- 
ing, when his patience wiis exhausted, and ho had taken the 
first stop for departure, Daisy came flying through the trees 
and fell into his arms. 

“I was determined to come,” she said, with a nervous 
catching of the breath. “ I am w'atchcd, Frank’; I am per- 
petually hindered. Mamma has just gone to her room with 
ft headache, and I ran out. Oh, Frank, this cannot go on, 
I have so wanted to see you.” 



“ It has bccu uncommonly hard, I can tell you, Daisy, to 
come here, one evening after another, and to have to go 
hack as I came.” 

“ This is the fust oi)i)ortiiuity I have had. It is indeed, 
Frank. And if that Tahitha should come prying into the 
drawing-room, as 1 know she will, and finds me gone out of 
it, I don’t care. No, I don’t.” 

He took her upon his arm and they paced together as 
formerly. The moon was bright to-night, and flickered 
through the leaves on to Daisy’s head. 

“ Of course this cannot go on,” observed Frank, in assent 
to what she had just said. “ I should make a move at once, 
but for one thing.” 

“ What sort of move V ” 

“ Leaving Trciinach. Tlie reason I have not doiuj so, is 
this, Daisy. In sp(Uiking again the other morning to my 
uncle, telling him that I must go to London, he made no 
further opposition to it : only, lie begged me to remain with 
him until Edina returned ” 

“ Where is she going V ” interrupted Daisy. 

“ To Bath. On a week or ten days’ visit to ]\rajor and 
IVFrs. Kaynor. Daisy, I should not h’/rc to leave my uncle 
alone ; Ikj is not well enough to be left ; and therelbre I will 
stay as he wishes. But as soon as Edina is back again, I 
will go to London, and see about our future home.” 

“Yes,” said Daisy. “Yes.” 

She spoke rather absently. Indeed, in spite of the first 
emotion, she appeared to be less lively than usual ; more 
preoccui)ied. The fact was, she wanted to ask Frank a 
question or two, and did not know how to do it. 

“Edina goes to-morrow,” he resumed. “She intends to 
be back in a week’s time ; but I give her a day or two longer, 
for I know how unwilling they always are at Spring Lawn 
to let her come away. After that, I Avind up with the doctor, 
and go to London. And it Avill not be very long tluni, 
Daisy, before I return to claim you. I shall soon get settled, 
once I am on the spot and looking out : the grass will not 
grow under my feet. It won’t take above a week or two.” 

How sanguine ho was ! Not a shadow of doubt rested on 
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liis mintl that the “ week or two ” would see him well estab- 
lished. Daisy did not answer. Had Frank chanced to 
turn his head as they walked, lie would have seen how white 
her face was. 

It was a simple question that she wished to ask. And yet, 
slie could not ask it. Her dry and quivering lips refused to 
frame the words. “ W ere you so very intimate with Kosa- 
line Bell V — and did you really love her ? ’* Easy words 
they seemed to say ; hut Daisy could not get them out in 
her terrible emotion. 

And so, they parted, and she had not spoken. For the 
hour was late already, and she feared to remain out longer. 
And Frank went home unsuspecting and unconscious. 

It was on the following morning that certain rumours 
were afloat in Trennach. They had arisen the previous day ; 
at least, two or three people professed to have then heard 
them. The miners congregated in groiqis to discuss the* 
nows ; Float the chemist and otlier tradesmen stood at their 
sliop-doors, exchanging w^ords on the subject with the jiassers- 
hy. It was said that Josiah Bell was lying in the Bottom- 
less Shaft. Instead of having Avalked ott‘ in some mysterious 
manner, to return some day as mysteriously — as his w'ifo 
believed — he was lying dead in that deep pit on tlie Bare 
riaiii. 

But — whence arose these rumours ? w hat w as their founda- 
tion? No one could toll. Just as other unaccountable 
rumours that float about us and are whispered from t)iie to 
another in daily intercourse, it seemed that none could trace 
their source. “ They sjiy so.” Yes, but who are “ they ” ? 

Tliis same morning was the morning of Edina’s dei)arturo 
for the neighbourhood of Bath. Frank was about to drive 
her to the railway-station. The doctor’s gig was already at 
the door, tlic small trunk strapped on behind : for she never 
encumbered herself wdth much luggage. Frank was in tlie 
surgery, busying himself until she npj)carcd, and talking 
^vitli his uncle, wdien the door opened, and Boss the overseer 
<ianie in. He had not been w’cll lately, and came occasionally 
lo the surgery for advice. 

“ Have you heard this new tale they’ve got hold of now', 

£Uina. 1 1 
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doctor?'* asked he, whilst Dr. Kaynor was questioning him 
about his symptoms. “ It’s a queer one.” 

“ I have heard no talc,” said the doctor. “ What is it ? ” 

“ That tlic missing man is lying at the bottom of the old 
shaft on the Plain.” 

“ What missing man ? ” 

“Josiah Bell.” 

A moment’s startled pause ; a rush of red to his brow ; and 
then Frank spoke uj) hastily. 

“ What an utter absurdity ! W’^ho says so ? ” 

“ It is being said among the men,” replied Ross, turning 
toAvards him. “ They can talk of nothing else this morning.” 

Tho colour was receding from Frank’s face, leaving it 
w'hiter than usual. 

“ Bell at the bottom of the shaft ! ” exclaimed Dr. Raynor. 

But why arc they saying this ? Wlio says it V ” 

Ross pointed to tlio groups of men in the street, some of 
w'hom were in view of the window. “ All of them, doctor. 
They are talking of nothing else.” 

“ What arc their grounds for saying this ? ” 

“ I haven’t got to them yet. I don’t think they kno\r 
themselves.” 

Since the first hasty 'words, Frank had remained silent, 
apparently paying attention to his physic-bottles. He spokci 
again now in a sharp, grating tone ; which was very uniisiuil 
in him, and therefore noticeable. 

“ It is not likely that there arc any grounds for it. I 
wonder, Ross, you can come here and repeat such nonsense ! ” 

“ The place is buzzing with it ; that’s all I know,” replied 
Ross, rather sulkily, as ho went out, lie could never bear 
to be found fault with. 

Dr. Raynor followed him to tho door. After glancing u]) 
and down the street at tho men collected there, ho returned 
to tho surgery. 

“ It is evident that something or other is exciting thorn,” 
ho observed to Frank. “ I wonder what can have given rise 
to tho report ? ” 

“ Some folly or other, Undo Hugh. It will soon die away 
again,” 
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Dr. Raynor stood near tlio window, his eyes fixed on tho 
outer scenes, his mind far away. Frank, who had made an 
end of his idiysic, stood buttoning his coat. 

“I have never believed anything but the worst, since 
Bell’s disappearance,” said the doctor. “ Others have ex- 
pected him to return : I never have. Where he may be, I 
know not: whether accident, or some other ill, may have 
chanced to him, I know not : but I entertain no hope that 
tlie man is still living.” 

There was a pause. “Have you any reason for saying 
that, sir ? ” asked Frank, somewhat hesitatingly. 

“ No reason in the world,” replied Dr. Raynor. “ At 
least, no sufficient reason. I am an old man, Frank, and 
you arc a young one ; and what I am about to say you will 
probably laugh at. I did not like Bell’s look when we last 
saw him.” 

Frank was at a loss to imderstand : and said so. 

“ I did not like that grey look on liis face,” continued tlio 
doctor. “ Do you remember it ? ” 

“ Yes, I do. Uncle Hugh. It was very i^eculiar. Some- 
times when a person is ill, or going to be ill, tho face turns 
quite grey from loss of colour, and wo say to them, You arc 
looking grey this morning. But the shade on Bell’s face 
was quite different from that.” 

“ Just so,” assented the doctor. “ And it takes a practised 
eye — or, I would rather say, an eye possessing innate dis- 
cernment — to distinguish the one shade from the other: but 
it is unmistakable. The grey hue on Bell’s face I liave 
observed three times before during my life, in three different 
men ; and in each case it was the forerunner of death.” 

Dr. Raynor’s voice had become solemn. Frank, fiir from 
laughing, seemed to catch it as he spoke. 

“ Do you mean the forerunner of fatal illness, sir ? ” 

“ Only in one of the cases, Frank. The man had been ill 
for a long time, but his death was quite sudden and un- 
expected. The other two had no illness whatever : they died 
without it.” 

“ From accident ? ” 

Yes, from accident. I should not avow as much to any 
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ono but you, Frank, aud rim the risk of being ridiculed : but 
I tell you that when I saw Bell come in that morning, with 
that peculiar grey on his face, it shocked me. I believed 
then, as firmly as I ever believed anything in my life, that 
the man s hours were numbered.” 

Frank neither stirred nor spoke. Just for the moment he 
might have been taken for a statue. 

“ Where Bell is, or where he went to, I know not ; but 
from the time I first heard of his disappearance, I feared tlio 
man w'as dead,” added Dr. llaynor. “ The probability was, 
I thought, that he had fallen down in some lit, which had 
been, or would be, fatal. And I confess the marvel to me 
throughout has been that his body could not be found. If 
this rumour be true — that he is lying at tlie bottom of tluj 
used-up shaft — the marvel is accounted for.” 

“ But — is it likely to be true, sir ? ” cried Frank, in remon- 
strance. 

“ Very likely, I think,” replied the doctor. “ Though I 
cannot imagine what should bring liim there” 

“ Are you ready, Frank V ” asked Edina, appearing in her 
grey plaid shawl and plain straw bonnet. “ Good-bye, papa. 
I have been looking for you.” 

Dr. Baynor stooped to kiss his daughter ipiiidly : lie was 
not a demonstrative man. Hester was at the door : tlie boy 
held the horse’s head, Frank helped Edina in ; aud, taking 
the reins, followed lier. 

“ You will not stay too long, Edina ? ” 

“ Only tlie eight or nine days I am going for, papa.” 

They drove on. It was a lovely sunimcr s day ; and 
Edina, who enjoyed the sunshine, the balmy atniospheri*, 
the blue sky, the waving trees, sat still and looked about 
lior. Frank was unusually silent. In point of fact, the 
rumour he had just heard, touching Bell, had almost dum- 
founded him. Edina might have wondered at his prolonged 
silence, but that she was deep in thought herself. 

“ Frank,” she began, as they neared the station, “ I wish 
you would answer me a (question.” 

Ho glanced quickly round at her, dread in his heart. Did 
the question concern the Bottomless Shaft V 
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“ Do you know whether anything is wrong with papa ? ” 

It was a great relief ; and Frank, ever elastic, ])righ toned 
lip at once. 

‘ Wrong with him ? In what way, Ediiu 9 ” 

“With his liealth. In the last few weeks lie seems to 
liave changed so very much : sometimes he seems quite like 
a broken-down old man. Don’t you sec tliat he is ill, 
Frank ? ” 

“Yes, I am sure he is,” replied Frank, readily. “But I 
don’t know what c.an be the matter with him.” 

“ It seems to me tliat he wants rest.” 

“ lie has more rest than he used to have, Fidiiia ; I save 
liim all I can. There arc some crotehety old patients who 
will have him, you know.” 

“ I ho 2 )o it is nothing serious ! Do you think he will soon 
1)15 better ? ” 

Frank touched the horse with the whip : which perhaps 
made his excuse for not answering. “Had Uncle Hugh 
been in his usual health,! should have left him before this,” 
he observed. “ But I want to see him stronger first. He 
might chance to get some fellow in my place who would not 
be willing to take most of the work on his own shoulders.” 

“ Left him to set up for yourself, do you mean, Frank ? ” 

“ To be sure. I ought to, you know,” he added, with a 
slight laugh. 

She understood. It was the first time Frank’s stolen 
marriage had been alluded to by either of them, since the 
day it took place. 

“ How arc you getting on, Frank ? ” she asked, in low 
tones, as ho drew up outside the station. “ You and 
Daisy ? ” 

“ Not getting on at all. Bhc is there, and I am elsewhere. 
Now and then I see her for five minutes in their garden ; 
but that’s pretty nearly sto 2 )ped now. Until last night, she 
has been unable to escape from the house for I don’t know 
how long. Of course it is not a lively condition of things.” 

“ It seems to me to be just the same with you as though 
you had not been married.” 

It is precisely the same, Edina.” 
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CIIAPTEB XV. 

LOOKING OUT FOR EDTNA. 

In the bow-window of tlio shabby dining-room at Si)ring 
Lawn stood Major Bayiior, his wifo and cliildrcn. They 
were on tho ti^^toc of expectation, waiting for Edina. A 
vehicle of some kind could be discerned at a distance ; 
opinions diftered as to w’hethcr it was n fly or not. Tho 
evening sunbeams fell atlnvart the green lawn and on the 
flowers, whoso perfume mingled with that of the hay, lying 
in cocks in tho adjoining field. 

“ I am sure it is a fly,” cried little Kate, shading her eyes 
that she might see the better. 

“ And I tell you it is not,’' retorted Alfred, “ That 
thing, whatever it is, is coming at a snail’s pace, like a 
waggon. Do you suppose Edina would come in a waggon, 
little stux)id ? ” 

“ I don’t think it is a waggon,” said Major Raynor, who 
had the aid of an opera-glass. “ It has two horses, at any 
rate. The driver is whix)ping them up, too: and se(^ it is 
coming along now at a smart pace. I should say it is a fly.” 

Every now and then the vehicle lost itself behind trees 
and hedges and turnings: from the temx)oi’ary glimpses 
they caught, it seemed to have something like a cart-load of 
luggage upon its roof. Which was extremely unlikely to 
belong to Edina. 

On it came : its rumble could now be heard, though it 
was no longer visible. All ears were bent to it : and when 
it had reached the narrow avenue that led to the garden it 
was heard to turn off tho road and rattle down. 

“It is a fly,” spoke Alice, triumphantly. “And it is 
bringing Edina.” 

Charles strolled out to tho gate. Away tore the children 
after him, shouting Edina’s name in every variety of voice. 
Major and Mrs. Raynor followed, and were just in time to 
witness the drawing-up of the vehicle, 
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It was not a fly. It was a large, lumbering, tlisrcputablo 
conveyance that 2)lie(l daily between Bath and sundry 
villages, and was called Tu2)2)in’s van. Disreputable as 
compared with a genteel, exclusive Bath fly that carried 
gentlefolk. This was used only by the lower classes ; people 
who knew nothing about “ society.” 

Nevertheless, Edina was in it. Old Tuppin, throwing 
the reins across his horses, had left his box to go round to 
the door, which opened at the back like an omnibus. A 
sudden silence had fallen on the children. Edina got out. 
And Tuppin, touching his hat to Major and Mrs. Raynor, 
selected her trunk from the luggage on the roof, and jdaced 
it inside the gate. Three outside male passengers watched 
the proceedings. 

Edina put a shilling into Tuppin’s liand. He thanked 
her, ascended to his seat, touched his horses, turned them 
round, and drove U2> the avenue with a clatter. Edina was 
smothered with greetings and kisses on the lawn. 

“ But how could you come in that van, Edina ? ” 

“ There were very few carriages at the station, Charley. 
The only one I could see wanted to charge six shillings. 
This van — but I call it an omnibus — was waiting for a 
passenger, and I took advantage of it.” 

“ It is Tu2)pin’s van,” persisted Charley. “ No one ever 
travels by it, except servants.” 

“ No one with a full pocket, perhaps,” smiled Edina, with 
her imperturbable good-humour. “ I paid a shilling only, 
and came very comfortably.” 

“ There was an old woman inside as well as you, Edina,” 
cried Alfred. 

“ Yes. It was she who came by the same train, and got 
out at the station. She is housekeeper, she told me, in some 
family near here.” 

Edina caught up little Bobby as she spoke, and the 
matter dropped. But an impression remained on the minds 
of the elder children that Edina was more stingy than ever, 
or she would never have travelled in Tuppin’s van when 
there was a fly to be had for the hiring. Certainly Edina’s 
were saying ways. Contrasted with their own reckless ones, 
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they a2)pearocl “ stingy.” But the time was to come wlicn 
they wouhl learn how mistaken was the imjn’ossioii, and liow 
they liad misjudged lier. 

And how are you getting on, Uncle Francis ? ” asked 
Etlina. 

“ Going backwards, my dear. What with no money, so to 
say, coming in, and every tiling going out ” 

Tlie major stopped for want of adequate words to express 
the position. Edina resumed. 

“ But you have some money coming in, Uncle Francis. 
You have your income.” 

“ But what is it, my dear, as compared with the expenses? 
Besides, to tell you tlie truth, it is always forestalled. There 
always seems to be such a lot to pay.” 

“ How uneasy it must make you ! ” 

“Not a bit of it,” spoke the major, cheerily. “With 
Eagh^s’ Xest in prospective, it does not matter at all. 
Talking of Eagles’ Nest, Edina, liave you heard anything 
of your aunt Ann lately? ” 

“ We newer do bear from her, Uncle Francis. Papa 
writes to her sometimes, and I write, but we never receive 
any answer.” 

“ I fear she is on her last legs.” 

The major spoke solemnly, with quite a rueful expression 
of countenance. Badly though he wanted the money his 
sister’s death would bring, and estrangiid from him though 
she was, he could not and did not think of it in any spirit 
but a sad one. 

“ I have heard from London two or three times latcdy, 
Edina, from my lawyer: John Street, you know. And in 
each letter he has given me a very poor account of IVlrs. 
Atkinson. Her death, poor soul, must bo very near.” 

It had been nearer than the major, or even his lawyer, 
anticipated. She was dead even then. At the very moment 
the major was talking of her she was lying dead at Eagh's’ 
Nest. Had been dead three or ftmr liours. 

The news reached them in the morning. A l(d,lcr was 
delivered at Spring Lawn, and was carried up, as usual, to 
the major in bed. No one took any particular notice of the 
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letter ; as a rule, the major’s letters were only applications 
from creditors, and could not bo supposed to interest the 
houscliold. Mrs. Raynor was seated at breakfast witli her 
three elder children and Edina, when a sudden bumping on 
the floor above, and shouting in the major’s voice, con- 
siderably startled them. 

“ Good gracious ! lie must have fallen out of bed ! ” cried 
poor Mrs. Raynor. 

“ And upset his coffee,” said Charley, with a laugh. 

But it was nothing of the sort. Tlic major liad jfiinpcd 
up to dress in liot haste, and was calling out to tlicm 
between wliiles. He liad received news of the death of liis 
sister, Mrs. Atkinson ; and was going up fortliwith to 
Eagles’ Nest. 

“ Shall I go too, papa ? ” asked C’harlcy. 

“ I don’t mind, my boy. I sui)pose wo (‘an scrape up 
enough money for the tickets.” 

Of course the chihlren were all in commotion. Alfred 
marched up to the nursery, and drew the blinds down. 

“ Wliat is tliat for, Master Alfred ? ” demanded nur.se, 
who was dressing Kate’s doll ; Kate herself standing by to 
watch the process. 

“ All, you don’t know,” rcidietl Alfred, bursting with 
impatience to deliver his news, yet 'withholding it tantaliz- 
iiigly. 

“ No, I don’t,” said the nurse, who was often at war with 
Alfred. “You will have the goodness, sir, to draw the 
blinds up again, and leave them alone.” 

“ I choose to have them down, nurse.” 

“ You will choose to walk out of my nursery in a minute 
or two,” retorted the nurse. “ Wait till I’ve fixed this frock 
on. It would be a precious good thing if you were at school. 
Master Alfred ! ” 

“ But I am not going to school,” cried Alfred, in irre- 
pressible delight, the good news refusing to bo kept down 
any longer. “ I’m going somcwlujro else. Old Aunt 
Atkinson’s dead, and papa has come into Eagles’ Nest and 
a large fortune, Madam Nurse ! And he is going up there 
to-day; and Charley’s going; and wo shall go directly. 
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Engles* Nest! Won’t I have a 2 >ouy to myself ! — and a 
double-barrelled gun! — and a whole shopful of sweet- 
stulf 1 " 

Vaulting over littlo Robert, who sat on the floor staring 
at him, ho caught Kate in the exuberance of his antieijm- 
tions, and whirled her round until she was giddy. Then, 
attempting a leap across the table, ho cauglit liis foot on tlio 
edge ; and boy, table, and a heavy pincushion that was on 
it, called a “ doctor,” all came down together. The noise 
was something wonderful. It brought up Edina and Alice. 

“ Whatever is it, nurse ? ” 

“ Only one of Master Alfred’s freaks, ma’am: He thought 
he would leap over the table.” 

Alfred was holding his handkerchief to his nose. He 
would not acknowledge that it bled. 

“ We thought the house was falling,” said Alice. “ It 
was worse than papa. Ho gave us the lirst fright.” 

“ And all because ho has come into some money, ho says, 
Miss Raynor,” put in the nurse, wlio was angrily picking up 
the table, “ and tlio money is to buy him everything under 
the sun.” 

“ Unseemly boasting, Alfred I ” cried Edina. “ Had you 
no thouglit for your poor aunt ? ” 

“ I don’t sec why I should have, Edina,” returned llie 
boy, boldly. “ I never saw Aunt Atkinson in my life : wliy 
should I pretend to bo sorry for her V ” 

“ I never said you were to jirctend anything, child. 
Sorrow is real enough, and perhaps, Alfred, you will find 
that it comes to you often enougli in life, without assuming 
it. Rut there is a great difference between feigning sorrow, 
and being especially elated. As to tho fortiino, it may not 
make very mucli difference to you in any way.” 

“Oh, won’t it though, Edina! (.'liarley’s not going to 
get it all,” 

“About the blinds, ma’am? Are they to be kei)t 
down ? ” 

“ I don’t know, nurse. I will ask Mrs. Raynor ” 

“ What an old croaker she is ! ” exclaimed Alfred, as 
Edina left tho room. 
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A hit of ono,” assented Alice. 

“ That she is not, Miss Alice,*' said the nurse. “ If you 
were all only half as good as Miss Edina Eaynor ! '** 

When tlio sum necessary for the journey came to be 
ascertained, it was found that the major and all his house- 
hold could not scrape it together : though it sounds like a 
ridiculous fact. Edina came forward with help ; and so it 
was managed. 

“ I trust it will be all right, Uncle Francis,” whispered 
Edina, earnestly, as she crossed the lawn with the major 
when he was departing. 

“ Eight in what way, my dear ? ” 

“ That yon will inherit Eagles* Nest.” 

“ Ob, that is all right,’* readied the major. “ My letter 
tells mo so. Everything is willed to me. Poor Ann! 
Good-bye, my dear: be sure you stay until we return. 
What a hot walk we shall have into Bath ! ** added tlie 
major, taking off his hat and rubbing his brow in anticipa- 
tion. “ But there’s no help for it ; no conveyance of any 
kind at hand. I should be glad even of Tupi)in*s van this 
morning.” 

Edina stood at the gate, and watched them up the avenue, 
( liarley carrying the black portmanteau. In her steadfast 
eyes there lay a certain expression of rest. With her habit 
of looking forward to the dark side of things as well as to 
tlie bright, Edina had never felt quite assured ujion the 
point of the major’s inheritance : it was welcome, indeed, to 
hear that this was placed beyond doubt. What Avould that 
helpless, improvident family have done without it ! 

A hand stole itself within Edina’s arm. She turned her 
soft dark eyes, to see Mrs. Eaynor ; who looked, as usual, 
very mild about the face, and very limp about the dress. 
The children had rushed indoors again, and were restlessly 
running from room to room in the excitement of tlicir new 
prospects, discussing the wonders that would become theirs, 
now wealth and greatness had fallen iqion them. Their 
minds were picturing the future residence at Eagles’ Nest 
all gold, and glitter, and gladness : life was to bo as one 
long Lord Mayor’s day. 
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It is a "rent strain removed, Edina ! ” 

“ What is, jMary ? ” For Fidina had never called this 
young wife of her unehi's “ Aunt.” It liad been “ ]\Iary ” 
from tlie first. They were not so very many years removed 
from one another in age. 

‘‘All the distress and contriving about money. I have 
never said much to you, for where was the use ; but you 
don’t know what a strain it has been, what shifts wo have 
been put to.” 

“ I do,” said Edina. “ I can only too readily imagine it. 
For many years the same strain lay on mo and papa : at 
Trenna(di, and before we went to Trennaeh. It is removed 
in a degree, for the necessity for saving does not exist as it 
did, but wo are careful still. I learnt economy in niy 
pinafores, i\[ary. Your children could not understand iiiy 
coming liere in Tuppin’s van yc'sbu’day, when I miglit have 
liired a fly: but it saved five shillings. Papa urges economy 
upon me still, and practises it himself. I think he does so 
for my sak(‘.” 

“All! wliat conhl you do, Edina, if anything happened 
to your father, and you w(U’0 left witliout tlie means to 
live?” 

Edina lauglied at the consternation expressed in ‘Mrs. 
Kaynor’s voice. To tliis really helpless woman, the being 
left without means seemed the very greatest of all earthly 
calamities. 

“ I should have no fear for myself, Mary. I could go out 
as useful companion ; or governess ; or even as housidvcepcu’. 
Few places where I could be practically us(^fiil would come 
amiss to mo.” 

“ I am sure of that,” said Mrs. Hay nor. 

They were strolling across tlio grass-plat arm-in-arm, 
Mrs. Haynor stooping to jduck a flowiir liere and there : a 
June rose ; a pink ; a sprig of syringa. Silence had super- 
vened. Mrs. Haynor was puzzling her brains over the 
children’s mourning : what would, and what would not be 
necessary, and liow it would all get mad(). 

“Wliat are you going to do with (fliarles?” suddenly 
asked Edina, 
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“ With (Jliarlos ! Ihii sure I don’t know. Why, Edina ? ” 

“ It is so sad to sec a fine young fellow, as he is, with all 
his wits and ca2)abilitie8 about him, sijendiiig his days in 
idleness. I had meant to talk to Uncle Francis about it to- 
day. I do think, Mary, it has been a great mistake.” 

“ Well, dear, perhai)S it has,” re2)lied the c(2uable woman. 
“ But you see, it takes so much money to bring young men 
on in life : and we had no money to S2)arc.” 

“ Then, where money is W'anting, they should be ‘ brought 
on * in some way that does not need money,” rejoined Edina. 
“ Charles has been absolutely idle ; and only for the w aiit of 
2)ro2)er direction. Even Frank saw the error. When he 
returned to us the last time from his short stay here, he said 
what a 2uty it was.” 

“ C^harles W'anted to bo a barrister, I fancy. But the 
major could not take any ste2)S in it without money.” 

“Then I w'ould 2>hice him in a lawyer’s olfice as a 
temporary clerk, that ho might be acq[uiring some knowledge 
of law while he waited.” 

“ I declare we never thouglit of that,” cried Mrs. Bayiior. 
“ Berhaps Charley would not have liked it, though.” 

“ rerha2)s not. I should liavc done it, for all that, had I 
been Uncle Francis. Nothing in the world is so bad to a 
young man as indulging in idle habits. Has Charles been 
reading law books ? ” 

“ No ; only novels,” said Mrs. Baynor. “ Oh, it will all be 
right, Edina, now that he has Eagles’ Nest to look forward 
to. Of course, he could look forward to it before ; but there 
was always the doubt when we should come into it. Su 2 )- 
pose Mrs. Atkinson had lived to be a hundred*? Some 
peo2)le do. Where should w^e all have been then ? or even 
to eighty or ninety ? ” 

“ I’m sure I don’t know,” said Edina, smiling. “ Suppose 
Uncle Francis should live to be a hundred, Mary *? AVhere 
would Charley bo in that case ? ” 

“But, Edina, what would it matter? With n beautiful 
2 daco like Eagles’ Nest and means to keep it up, the children 
would always bo sure of a home and of welcome there. It 
would bo Charley’s as much as ours ” 
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“ Ob, mamma ! Wliat do you tliiiik ? Papa lias gone 
without his shaving-tackle, and without his hoots ! ” 

The salutation came from the children, who all came 
wildly rushing forth again. They had hccii visiting the 
major’s dressing-room, and discovered that these indis- 
pensable articles had been left bcliind. 

“ They are his light summer boots, too ; tliosc with the 
long name,” said Alice. “ He cannot walk about much in 
any others.” 

“ Dear, dear, dear ! ” lamented Mrs. Ilaynor. “ He must 
have put on those tight, patched ones by mistake — and they 
always blister his heels. How will ho manage to get to 
Path?” 

Eagles* Nest was not large, but it was one of the prettiest 
places in all Kent. A long, low, ancient house of grey 
stone, covered in places with ivy. Some of its old-fashioned 
mullioncd casements had been replaced (many people said 
spoilt) by modern windows, opening to terraces, undulating 
lawns, and beds of brilliant flowers. Few old houses 
have so gay an appearance as this house had : perhaps 
owing to the new windows and to other alterations. The 
entrance-door was approached by three or four broad, 
low steps. Gothic casements of rich and blended colours 
threw their tints upon the tcsselatcd liall. Itooms opened 
on either side: bright rooms, that had a very home look 
about them, and in which one felt that it would be a privilege 
to pass a great portion of one’s life. The estate had been 
well kept up ])y Mrs. Atkinson. It was worth about two 
thousand a-ycar ; but was still capable of much improvement. 

When Major Raynor and his son arrived in the course of 
the afternoon, they were received by Mr. Street, the solicitor 
to the late Mrs. Atkinson. Ho was brotlicr to Mr. Edwin 
Street, the acting partner in the Atkinson bank. John 
Street was the elder of the brothers ; a man of sixty now, 
well known in London as a quiet and most respectable 
practitioner. Ho was reserved in manner ; not at all what 
could be called “ genial,” and rather severe than benevolent ; 
strictly just, but perhaps not generous. 
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As tlie fly that brought the major and his son from the 
nearest station rattled up, Mr. Street appeared at the hall- 
door : a little man in spectacles, with cold light eyes and 
very scanty hair. 

“ I am glad you have come, Major Raynor.” 

“ And I’m sure I’m glad to sec that you have,” returned 
the major, cordially holding out his hand. “ I might have 
found myself in a fog without you. I had your letter this 
morning.” 

“Wo received news of Mrs. Atkinson’s death yesterday 
afternoon ; her coachman was sent up with the tidings, and 
I wrote to you at once,” observed Mr. Street. “ As you are 
solo inheritor, excepting a few trifling legacies, and also 
executor, I thought it well, as I stated in my letter, that you 
should be here.” 

“ Just so,” said the major. “ When did you arrive your- 
self?” 

“ I came down this morning.” 

“ And I and Charley started off in a hurry to catch tlie 
ten-o’clock train — and I came away in my wrong boots — 
and Charley has been laughing at me. You don’t know 
him. Street — my eldest son and heir. Charley, come here, 
sir, and bo introduced to Mr. Street.” 

Cliarles Rayner had been looking out from the open 
window. He had never seen so pretty a place before as 
this one, lying under the June sunshine. Hay was being 
made here, just as it had been in Somerset : and the sweet 
smell came wafted to him on the summer breeze. The 
lawns were beautifully kept, the flowers were perfect; 
shrubs clustered around, trees waved above. In the distance 
was stretched out a beautiful landscape, than which nothing 
could be more charming. Close by, curled the blue smoko 
from the littlo village of Grassmero, hidden by trees from 
the view of Eagles’ Nest. Surely in this spot man could 
find all that his heart desired I Charley sighed as lie turned 
to the call : the lad had a strong love for the beauties of 
nature. 

“ Had this been left to others instead of to ourselves, how 
I- should envy them, now that I have seen it I ” said Charles 
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to himself. And he was not thinking thou of any 2 )ecuniary 
return. 

Mr. Street looked keenly at him. He saw a tall, slender, 
good-looking young man ; who, in manner at least, appeared 
somewhat indiftcrent, not to say haughty. 

“ A 2 )roud young dandy, who thinks the world was made 
fur him,” decided the lawyer in his own mind. 

“ In any 2 )rofossion, young sir ? ” asked Mr. Street. 

“ Not yet,” readied Charles. “ I shall have, I expect, to 
go to college before thinking of one. If I think of one 
at all.” 

“ Better enter one,” said Mr. Street, shortly. “ The 
jdeasantest life is the one that has its regular occupation ; 
the most miserable a life of idleness.” 

“ That’s true,” put in the major. “ Since I left the 
service, 1 have been like a fish out of water. Sometimes, 
before the day has well begun I wish it was ended, not 
knowing what to do with myself.” 

“ Not many weeks ago, Mrs. Atkinson was talking to me 
about that very thing, major. She fancied you would have 
done better not to sell out.” 

“ Ay ; I’ve often said so myself. Poor Ann ! I should 
like to have seen more of her. But she had her crotchets, 
you know. Street. Did she suffer much at the last, T 
wonder ? ” 

“ No, she went off quite easily, as one who is worn out. 
She is lying in the red room : I have been iij) to see her. 
A good woman; but, as you observe, major, crotchety on 
some points.” 

“ Why, would you believe it. Street, she once thought of 
disinheriting me.” 

“ I know it,” rcidicd the lawyer. “ It was the year 
following her husband’s death. And perhaps,” he added, 
witli as much of a smile as ever came to his li 2 )s, “ you owe 
it to me that she did not do so.” 

“ Indeed ! How was that ? ” 

“ I received a letter from her, calling me here for . the 
purpose, she said, of altering her will. Away I came, 
bringing the will with me — for I held one coi)y of it, os 
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you may remember, Major Raynor, and you the other. ‘ I 
want to disinherit my brother,’ were the iirst words she said 
to me ; ‘I shall leave Eagles* Nest to George Atkinson : I 
always wished him to have it.’ Of course I asked her the 
wliy and the wlicreforc. ‘ Francis has affronted me, and he 
shall not inherit it,’ was all the explanation I could got 
from her. Well, major, I talked to her, and brought her into 
a more reasonable frame of mind : and the result was, that I 
carried the original will back to town until me, unaltered.” 

“ Poor Ann ! poor Ann ! ” re-echoed the major. 

“ About the arrangements ? ” resumed Mr. Street. “ If I 
can be of any use to you, major ” 

“ Why, you can be of every use,” interrupted the major. 
“ I don’t know liow to manage anytliing.” 

Mr. Street had brought tlic will down with him to-day, 
and it was thought right to open it at once. IVIajor Raynor 
found that the recollection he had retained of its general 
contents was pretty accurate, cxcei)ting on one 
Eagles’ Nest was left to him as it stood, with all its contents 
and appurtenances ; and he was made residuary legatee : 
therefore, whatever moneys might liavc accumulated or been 
invested in shares or stock, would become his, after all 
claims and legacies were paid. The one point on wdiich his 
memory had not served him, regarded the bequest to Frank 
Raynor. Instead of its being “among the thousands,” as 
he had contidcntly believed, and led Frank to believe, it 
was only among the hundreds. And not very advanced in 
them, either. Five hundred pounds, neither more nor less. 
The major looked at the amount ruefully. 

“ I’m sure I can’t tell liow I came to fancy that it was 
Ko much more, diarloy,” said he. “I am very sorry. It 
will be a disappointment for Frank.” 

“But can’t you make it up to him, father ? ” suggested 
Charles. “ There must bo a great deal of accumulated 
money, as Mr. Street says : you might spare Frank a little 
of it.” 

“ Why, to bo sure I can,” heartily returned the major, his 
eyes beaming. “ It did not strike me. But I should have 
thought of it myself, Charley, later on.” 

EUiim. 12 
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“A groat deal of accumulated money, regarded from a 
moderate point of view,” spoke the lawyer, in confirmation. 
“Mr. Timothy Atkinson left a fair sum behind him, tho 
interest upon which must have been accumulating until 
now. And his widow did not, I am sure, live up to anything 
like the revenues of this estate.” 

“ What is it all invested in ? — where is it lying ? ” asked 
tho major. 

“ Wo must see to tliat.” 

“ But don’t you know ? ” 

“ No. Mrs. Atkinson managed her monetary affairs her- 
self, without reference to me. My brother knows all about 
everything, I dare say ; but ho is, and always has been, as 
close as wax.” 

“ Perhaps the money is deposited with him ? ” 

“ I think not,” said the lawyer. “ I know he once, close 
though he is, said something to me to tho effect that it was 
not. The securities, bonds and vouchers, and so forth, are 
no doubt lying in his hands.” 

Tho funeral took place, Mr. Street again coming down for 
tho ceremony. He was accompanied by his brother, Mr. 
Edwin Street. Dr. Eaynor had declined tho invitation sent 
him : he was not well enough to undertake the long journey ; 
and Frank could not be spared. 

Some conversation occurred between the brothers, on the 
way down, about tho above-mentioned securities; but tho 
banker at once said they were not deposited with him. In 
the after-part of the day, when tlic funeral was over. Lawyer 
Street mentioned this to Major Eaynor, and said they were 
no doubt “ somewhere in the house.” 

A thorough search ensued : old Mrs. Atkinson’s maid, an 
elderly and confidential attendant of many years, taking part 
in it. She showed them every possible place of security, 
locked and unlocked, in which such deeds could bo placed. 
But no deeds were found. 

“ I still think they must bo in your strong boxes at tho 
bank,” observed tho lawyer to his brother, when ho and 
Major Eaynor returned, to tho room where they had loft Mr. 
Edwin Street and Charles. 
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'“But I assure you they are not,” replied tlio banker, who 
boro a striking rcsemblanco to bis brother, and had the same 
cold manner. “When Mrs. Atkinson made her will, she 
lodged with us certain bonds of India Stock, just about 
sufficient to pay the legacies she be(j[ueathcd in that will 
when the time should come — as it has come now. She told 
mo that she intended the stock to be applied to that pur- 
pose. Wo hold the bonds still ; and the interest, which wo 
have regularly received for her, has been added to her current 
account with us : but we hold no other securities.” 

“ What an odd thing ! ” cried the major. “ Where can 
they bo ? ” 

“ When our second partner, Mr. Timothy Atkinson, died,” 
continued the banke;^, “ he left a certain sum in the bank to 
his wife’s account, upon wliich she was to receive substantial 
interest. But about a year afterwards she withdriuv this 
sum, and invested it elsewhere.” 

“ Where ? What in ? ” 

“ I cannot tell. I never knew. I understood from her 
that it was invested ; but I knew no more. Wo have never 
had any money of hors since — excepting of course the 
current account, paid in from the revenues of this estate. 
And wo hold no securities of hers, besides these Indian 
bonds that I have spoken of.” 

“ Was tlie sum slic witlidrcw a large one? ” asked the major. 

“ It was between fourteen and fifteen thousand pounds.” 

“And she must have added ever so much to that,” ob- 
served the lawyer. “She has not lodged her superfluous 
income with you ? ” he added to his brotlier. 

“ No. i have said so. We hold nothing but her current 
account. That has been replenished by her when necessary ; 
but wo have had nothing more. It is certainly strange 
where the vouchers for her property can be. I suj)poso,^* 
added the banker, more slowly, “ she did not invest the 
money in some bubble scheme, and lose it ? ” 

“ The very same thought was crossing my mind,” spoke 
liis brother. 

“^But you don’t think that probable, do you, Street? ” cried 
Major Raynor, turning rather hut. 
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A pause onsuod. Lawyer Street was evidently tliinkinj^ 
out the prohabilitics. They waited, and watched liim. 

“ I must confess that circumstances look suspicious,” ho 
said at Icngtli. “ Else why so much secrecy? ” 

“ Secrecy ? ” 

“ Yes. If Mrs. Atkinson placed the money in jiny well- 
known safe investment, why Avas she not open about it : get 
me to act for her, and lodge the securities at tlio bank? Slio 
did neither: she acted for herself — as we must suppose — 
and kept the transaction to herself. The inf(U*cnce is, that 
it was some wild-goose venture that she did not care to speak 
about. Women are so credulous.” 

“ What a gloomy look-out ! ” put in the major. 

“ Oh, well, we have only been glancing at possibilities, 
you know,” observed Mr. Street. “ I dare say the securities 
will be found — and the money also.” 

“ Eight, John,” assented the banker. “ ITad Mrs. Atkin- 
son found her money was being lost, she would assuredly 
have set you to work to recover it. I think wo may safely 
assume that, Major Eaynor ! ” 


CHAPTER XVT. 

COMMOTION. 

“ Be sure you stay until we return,” had been the charge 
left to Edina Raynor ])y her uncle. But the major found 
himself detained longer than he had expected, and she went 
away from Spring Lawn without again seeing him or Charles. 

During the short period of her absence from Trennach — 
nine days — her father had changed so much for the worse 
that she started when she saw him. As ho came out of his 
house to welcome her, all Edina’s pulses stood still for a 
moment, and then coursed on with a bound. In a gradual, 
wasting illness, not very apparent to those around, it is only 
on such an occasion as this that its progress can bo judged of. 

“ Papa, you have been ill ! ” 
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“ True, Edina, but I am mending a little now.*^ 

“ Why did you not send for me ? ” 

“ Nay, my dear, there was not any necessity for that.” 

A substantial tea-table had been S2)read, and in a very few 
minutes Edina was jjresidiug at it ; her travelling things olf, 
her soft brown hair smoothed, her countenance wearing its 
usual cheerful gravity. Not a gravity that rei^clled: one 
that insensibly attracted, for it sjjoke of its owner’s truth, 
and faitli, and earnestness, of her goodwill to all about her. 
Sitting there, disi)ensiiig cu2)s of tea to the doctor and Frank, 
she was ready to hear the news of all that had traiisi)ired in 
the village during lier absence. 

Almost the first item that greeted her was the stir about 
Josiah Boll, of which she had 2>rcviously lieard nothing. It 
laid not subsided in tlie least, but rather increased : the man 
so long missing was now siij^^^osed to be lying at the bottom 
of the deex) sliaft. But tlie su2)2)Ositiou could only be traced 
back to a very insecure source indeed : nothing more tliaii 
a dream of Mr. Blase relict’s. 

“ A dream ! ” exclaimed Edina, in the midst of her wonder. 

“ So Pellet says,” re2)lied Dr. liaynor. 

“But, pa2)a, can tliere be any foundation for itV 1 mean 
for tlie fact, not the dream.” 

“ The very (2uestion we all asked when the rumour arosi*, 
Edina. At first it could not be traced to any source at all ; 
there w’as tlie rc2)ort, but wdiencc it came seemed a mystery. 
At last, by dint of close and 2)atient investigation, chiefly on 
the 2)art of Float the 2)ublican, it was traced to Blase Pellet, 
and lie said he had dreamt it.” 

“ Then, after all, it has no real foundation,” cried Edina. 

“ None but that. I i2uestioned Pellet myself, asking him 
how he came to spread such a report about, lie re2)lied that 
he did not spread the re2)ort that Bell was lying there, only 
that he dreamt he was there.” 

“ I should have thought Blase Pellet a very unlikely man 
to have dreams, 2ia2)a, and to relate them.” 

“ So should I,” assented the doctor, significantly. “ So 
unlikely, that I cannot hel 2 ) susiiectiug he did not have this 
oncu” 
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Frank Eayuor, who had risen and crossed to the window, 
as if attracted by something in the street, lialf turned at this 
remark, but immediately turned back again. Edina looked 
inquiringly at licr fsithcr. 

“I could not help fancying, as I listened to him, that 
Fellet was saying it with a purpose,” observed the doctor. 
“His manner was peculiar. If I may so describe it — 
shuffling.” 

“ I scarcely understand you, papa. You tliink he did not 
have the dream ? That he only said he had it ; and said it 
to answer some purpose of his own ? ” 

“Just so, Edina.” 

“ But what could be his jmrpose V ” 

“ Ah, there I am at fault. We may discover that later. 
If he did say it with a purpose, I conclude it will not end 
here.” 

“ Well, it sounds rather strange altogether,” observed 
Edina. “ Frank, do you mean to let your tea get quite 
cold?” 

Frank Eaynor returned to his place. Ho drank his tea, 
but declined to cat, and began to S2)eak of Mrs. Atkinson’s 
will. 

“ Did you hear any 2)articulars about it, Edina ? ” 

“ No,” rcjdied Edina. “ Excepting the one fact that she 
did not make a second will. There were doubts upon the 
2)oint, you know.” 

“Uncle Francis never entertained any doubt about it, 
Edina ; and he was the best judge, I think, of what his sister 
would or would not do. I am very glad, though, for his and 
Charley’s sake.” 

“ For all their sakes,” added Edina. 

“ I rather wonder wo have not heard from him,” resumed 
Frank. “ The funeral took jdace three or four days ago,” 

“ You wore not able to go to it, papa ? ” said Edina. 

“ No, child. Neither could Flunk bo spared. It would 
have taken three days, you see, to go and return comfortably.” 

Eising from the tea-table as soon as he could make a 
decent excuse for it, for ho had no business calls on his time 
this evening, Frank set off on his usual walk to The Mount. 
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On five evenings, since Edina left, had ho so gone; hut 
never with any success : not once had Daisy come out to him. 
She was being watched closer than ever. 

“ And I suppose I shall have my w'alk for nothing this 
evening also ! thought Frank, as he plucked a Avild-rose 
from a fragrant roadside hedge. “This shall not go on 
long : but I should like to present myself to Mrs. St. Clare 
with an assured sum to start us in life. I wonder Uncle 
Francis docs not write ! lie must know I am anxious — if 
he thinks about it at all. Up to his ears in his new interests, 
he forgets other people’s.” 

Fortune favoured Frank this evening. As he approached 
the outer gate of The Mount, he saw Daisy standing at it, 
very mucli to his surprise. 

“Mamma’s lawyer has come over on business, and she is 
shut up with him,” began Daisy, her eyes dancing with 
delight. “She told me to go up to Lydia, but Lydia is 
asleep, and I came out here.” 

“ 1 have wanted to see you so mucli, Daisy,” said Frank, 
as he gave her his arm, and they passed under the broad 
elm-trees. “ My aunt, Mrs. Atkinson, is dead,” 

“We saw it in the papers,” answered Daisy. 

“ It is from her that I expect money, you know. Every 
day, I look for a letter from my uncle Francis, tolling me 
what sum it is that I inherit. And then I shall present 
myself to your mother. I have so longed to tell you 
this.” 

“ I have longed to see you,” returned Daisy, her pulses 
beating wildly with various and very mixed feelings, her 
face flushing and paling. “ I — I — I want to ask you some- 
thing, Frank.” 

“ Ask away, my love,” was his reply. But he noticed her 
emotion. 

“ Perhaps you will not answer mo ? ” 

“ Indeed I will, Daisy. Why not ? ” 

“ It is about— Eosalino Bell.” She could scarcely get the 
words out for agitation. 

Prank was startled. It was quite evident that ho was 
unprepared for any such topic. It seemed to frighten him* 
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Elso why that sudden change of countenance, that sudden 
dropping of Daisy’s arm ? Her lieart fell. 

“ What of her ? ” asked Frank, quite shaiqdy. For in 
truth he believed Daisy was about to question him, not of 
Kosaliiie herself, but of that mysterious rumour connected 
with her father and the Bottomless Shaft; and it grated 
terribly on all his nerves. 

“ I sec it is true,” gasped Daisy. “ Oh ! wliy did you 
marry me ? ” 

What is true ” returned Frank, un 2 )leasantly agitated. 

“ That you — that you — were fond of Rosaline Bell. You 
loved her all along. Before you lov(id me ! ” 

The charge was so very different from what he had bcHUi 
fearing, that Frank felt for the moment bewildered: be- 
wildered in the midst of his inexpressible relief, lie stood 
still, turned so that Daisy faced him, and gazed into her 
eyes. 

“ Wliat is that you say, my dear ? I really do not under- 
stand.” 

Daisy shook and shivered, but did not speak. 

“ That I love Rosaline Bell ? I never loved her. What 
in the name of wonder put such an idea into your head ” 

For answer Daisy burst into tears. “ She — she was so 
beautiful !” 

“ Beautiful ! Of course she is beautiful. And I admired 
her beauty, Daisy, if it comes to that, as much as othm* 
I)eoi)le did. But as to loving Rosaline Bell, that is a mis- 
take. I never f(dt a spark of lovo for her. What a goosi3 
you must be, Daisy ! And why on earth should you have 
taken up the faiuiy just now V ” 

Daisy sobbed too much to answer. She almost believed 
what he said, for no doubt lay in his earnest tone, and she 
suffered herself to be soothed. She would have quite be- 
lieved it ])ut for Frank’s signs of discomfiture at the intro- 
duction of the girl’s name. Frank held her to him as they 
walked under the trees, and kissed her tear-stained face from 
time to time. 

“You need not doubt my love, Daisy. That at least is 
yours.” 
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They parted more hopefully than usual, for Frank assured 
her it could not bo above a day or two ere ho claimed her 
openly ; and Daisy felt that she might believe him in all 
respects ; and she resolutely flung her jealousy to the winds. 

“ Fare you well, my darling. A short time now- we may 
count it by hours — and this tantalizing life will be over.” 

lie went home by way of the Bare Blaiii. And l)y so 
doing — and it was not v(iry oft(3n now that he chose that 
route — fell into an adventure he had not bargained fur. 
Bound and about the Bottomless Shaft had collected a crowd 
of men, who were making very much of a commotion. 

It appeared that the rumours, touching Josiah Bell, had 
tliis night reached what might be called a climax. Miners 
had gone off from various quarters to the alhjged scene of 
Mr. Blase’s dream, and were plunging into the mystery con 
amore. As many as could press around the i)it's mouth 
were holding on one to another for safety and bending 
dangerously over it: as if by that means they could solve) 
the problem of who and what might be lying within its 
depths. Others stood at a dista»nce, moiuentarily taking 
their pipes out of tlieir mouths to make their free ceunments. 
Mrs. Bell, hearing of the stir, had tied a yellow silk square 
(once Josiah’s Sunday- going handkerchief) over her cap, and 
come out to make one of the throng. It was a very light, 
hot night, dayliglit scarcely departed, and the western sky 
bright with a pale amber. The rugged faces of the miners 
and tlic red gh)w from their x)ipes, coupled witli the commo- 
tion that stirred them, made up a strange scone. 

“ Are you lu;re, Mrs. Bell ? ” cried Frank, as he discerned 
her on the outskirts of the crowd. “ What is the matter V ” 

“ There’s nothing tluj matter,” interposed Blase Pellet. 
And Frank turned on his heel to face the speaker in the 
moment's impulse, for he had not known that he was there. 
“ What the plague all the town has come out for like this, I 
can’t think. Let them mind their own business.” 

“ But w’e consider that it is our business, don’t you sec. 
Blase,” put in Andrew Float, in his civil way. “ Our poor 
vanished soe is either lying there in aal they stones and 
ashes, or he is not ; and we’d like to make sure which it be.” 
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“ Well, then, he is not there,” returned Blase : and he dis- 
appeared amidst the throng. 

“ Has anything fresh arisen ? ” in(j[uired a quiet voice at 
this juncture — that of Dr. Raynor — addressing both Frank 
and Mrs. Bell, who were standing side by side. The doctor, 
observing from his window a number of people, evidently in 
excitement, making for the Bare Plain, had come forth him- 
self to learn what the movement meant. 

“ I can’t find out that there’s anything fresh, sir,” was the 
dame’s answer. “ Amid such confusion one don’t easily get 
to the bottom of things. Andrew Float says ’twas just a 
thought that took a few of ’em as they sat talking of Bell at 
the Golden Shaft — that they’d come olf and have a look 
down the pit’s mouth; and the news spread, and others 
collected and followed. But I hardly think anything so 
simple could have brought all these.” 

“ They must have some reason for coming,” remarked the 
doctor, gazing at the ever-increasing crowd. 

“ Blase Pellet has just said there is no reason,” rejoined 
Frank. “I should advise you not to stand out here any 
longer,” ho added, to Mrs. Bell. 

“ Blase Pellet’s no one to go by : he says one thing to- 
day, and another to-morrow,” rejoined Dame Bell, as she 
turned on the path that led to her home ; they turning with 
her. 

“ I think tlio dreams that he says he has, arc certainly 
not very much to go by,” observed Dr. Raynor, quietly. 

“ Oh, but that dream was a good deal,” said Dame Bell. 
“ And I’ve never had a good night’s rest, sir, since I heard it, 
and that’s more than a week ago. I can’t sleep at night for 
thinking of it.” 

“ I am sorry to hear you say so, Mrs. Bell : I thought 
you possessed bettor sense. Pellet must have been very 
foolish to tell you about it.” 

“ It wasn’t him that did tell me. Dr. Raynor. Leastways, 
not off-hand. It was Nancy Tomson. She came into my 
place one morning, when I was down on my knees whiten- 
ing the hearth-flag.; and I saw how scared her face looked. 
^ Guess what they be saying now/ says she : ^ they’ve got a 
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tale that your husband is lying in the Bottomless Shaft.’ 
Well, sir, I stared at her, sitting hack, as I knelt, with the 
stone in my hand : for you see I thought she meant he was 
lying there asleep ; I really thought no w'orsc. ‘ Go along 
with you, Nancy,’ says I ; ‘ as if Bell would lay himself 
down to sleep near that shaft ! ’ ‘Oh, it’s not near it, hut 
in it,’ says she; ‘and he’s not sleeping, hut dead.’ Well, 
doctor, though I found every soul in the jdaco saying the 
same thing, for four-and-twenty hours I could not get to 
learn why they said it. Andrew Float told me at last. lie 
said it was through a dream of Blase Pellet’s.” 

Dr. Raynor, listening attentively, made no comment. 

“ I had Pellet before me, sir, and he made a clean breast 
of it. He had not intended to let me know it, he said— and 
I don’t think he had ; hut I did know it, and so it was no 
use holding out. It was a dreadful dream, he said. He 
had seen my poor husband lying at the bottom of that decj) 
shaft, dead : seen him as plain as he had ever seen anything 
in all his life. When he woke up, his hair was standing on 
end with horror.” 

“ Ah,” said the doctor quietly, his tone one of utter dis- 
belief, though Mrs. Bell did not detect it. “Did he 
intimate, pray, how long Bell had been lying there ? ” 

“ It was just wdiat I asked him, sir, when I could get my 
breatli again. A good three months, he was sure, he said. 
Which must have brought it back, sir, you see, to the time 
of his disai)pearancc.” 

“Yes, I do sec,” observed the doctor, rather pointedly. 
“Well, I do not put any faith in dreams, Mrs. Bell, and I 
would advise you not to put any either. Good-niglit. Go 
in as soon as you can.” 

Dr. Raynor turned homewards, making a circuit to avoid 
the throng. Frank began wliistling softly to himself, as a 
man sometimes does when absorbed in thought. 

“ What is your opinion of this, Frank ? ” asked the doctor, 
abruptly. 

“ I can form none, sir. Why they should collect ” 

“Not that,” interrupted the doctor. “One fool makes 
.many. I spoke of Blase Pellet’s alleged dreaih. I, myself, 
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believe lie had iiotbiiig of the kind : Iiis manner, when I 
spoke with him about it, was not satisfactory: but what 
puzzles me is, his motive for saying that he had the dream. 
Some men are gifted with a propensity for astounding their 
fellow-creatures with marvellous tales. To create a sensa- 
tion they’d say they have been hung, drawn, quartered, and 
brought to life again. Hut Pellet is not one of these ; he is 
quiet, reticent and practical.” 

Frank made no reply. They were very close now to the 
Bottomless Shaft, and to the crowd surging around it. 

“I could almost think tliat ho Icnows Bell is there,” 
resumed the doctor, lowering liis voice. “ If so, he must 
have been privy to the accident — if it was an accident — that 
sent poor Bell down. Perhax)S took part in it ” 

“ Oh no, no ! ” incautiously spoke Frank. “ It is not 
likely tliat he would take part in anytliing of the sort. 
Uncle Hugh,” he added in quieter tones. 

“ If I don’t quite think it, it is because there are one or 
two stumbling-blocks in the way,” went on Dr. Kaynor with 
ct)niposure. “ Had Pellet been a witness to any accident- 
ally false slip of Bell’s, for instance, on the edge of the pit 
— he would have spoken of it at the time. Had he taken 
any part in it — inadvertently, of course. Pellet would not 
do so willingly— and hushed it up, he would not be likely 
to invent a dream now, and so draw attention again to Avhat 
had nearly died away. Nevertheless, I am sure tliere is 
something or other in this new stir of Mr. Pellet’s that does 
not appear on the surface.” 

Dr. Eayiior quitted the subject, to the intense relief of 
his nephew ; took off his hat in the warm niglit, and began 
to talk of the evening star, shining before them in all its 
brilliancy. 

“ A little while, Frank, a few more weeks, or months, or 
years, as may be, given to the fret and tear of this earthly 
life, and we shall, I suj^pose, know wliat these stars are ; 
shall have entered on our heavenly life.” 

Major Ilaynor’s anticipated letter reached Frank on the 
following morning. As he opened it, a bank-note for twenty 
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poundfl dropped out : wliicli the generous-hearted major had 
pent as an earnest of his goodwill. 

“My dear Boy, 

“ I am sorry to have to tell you that the legacy 
left you by your aunt Ann is only five liuiidrcd pounds. 
I confess that I thought it would have turned out to be at 
least three llionsand. Of course I shall make it up to you. 
Wc cannot yet put our hands upon the securities for the 
accumulated savings ; but as soon as wc do so, you sliall 
liavo a cheque from me for three thousand j)ounds. 

“ I liopc my brotlicr is belter, and Edina well. I wisli 
she could bo at Spring Lawn to help in the packing up, and 
all the rest of it. Tlicy come up to Eagles’ Nest next 
week : and how they will get away without Edina to start 
them, I cannot imagine. My best affection to all. 

“ Ever your attached uncle, 

“ Francis Raynor.” 

“ I wonder how it is,” mused Frank, as lie slowly folded 
tlio letter, “tliat in all our troubles and necessities, wc 
instinctively turn to Edina?” 


CHAPTER XVII. 

imOUGHT TO THE SURFACE. 

The Reverend Titus Backup, in cliargc just now of tlio 
spiritual welfare of Trcnnach, liad read out tho banns of 
marriage on three separate Sundays, between Aaron Pitt, 
bachelor, and Naomi Perkins, spinster. On tho Monday 
morning following the last announcement, Aaron, who was 
a young miner, and Naomi, who was nothing at all, and not 
good for much, cither, in the sha2)e of usefulness, presented 
themselves at tho church with their respective friends, for 
the purpose of being united in matrimony. 

• This was tho second marriage ceremony that Mr. Backup 
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liad had to perform since his sojourn at Trennach. He got 
through it pretty much as he had got through the first: 
namely, with a good deal of inward doubt and liesitation, 
but successfully as to the result ; inasinucli as ho was able, 
at the conclusion, to pronounce the couple man and wife 
without having broken down. 

Clcvk Trim was present, flourishing in all the importance 
of his office. Mrs. Trim also. Being on intimate terms 
with the parties in private life, Mrs. Trim had smartened 
herself up, and stejipod into the church to look on, making 
one "with the rest at the altar-rails. After the ceremony, 
came the business in the vestry. Trim took out the register 
book, and was opening it to place it before Mr. Backup, 
when a fresh entry caught his eye. The clerk knew every 
j)age of the register as well as he know his own Sunday 
shoes : which were made after the fashion of pum2)S, adorned 
with big tics of black ribbon. 

“ Mercy ’pon us ! ” cried he in his astonishment, “ Here’s 
a new marriage wrote down ! ” 

The exclamation caused the party to gather round him. 
Mr. Backup, remembering the circumstances of the marriage, 
and that he himself was in the well-kc2>t secret, turned 
nervous at once. 

“ Why, it’s — it’s— -it’s Mr. Frank Biiynor ! ” went on the 
clerk, staring at the page, and mastering its revelations 

slowly in his consternation. “And Miss— Miss Well, 

if ever I was so struck in my life ! Did you marry them, 
sir ? ” holding out the book to the parson. “ Is that your 
reverence’s own signature ? ” 

His Teverence took the book, muttered something quite 
foreign to the subject, that no one in the world could hear 
distinctly, himself included, and proceeded to enter the 
present marriage. As it was upon the same page, the 
parties signing it after him had the satisfaction of gratifying 
their own curiosity ; and read, plainly as ink could show it, 
the names of Francis Eaynor and Margaret St. Clare. 

Now, had Clerk Trim haply been alone wlion ho made 
this discovery, he, being a reticent and prudent man, Avould 
probably have kept the news to himself. But unfortunately 
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ho was not alono. Six or oight people were present, besides 
tho parson ; and, half of them being females, the reader may 
bo left to judge what chanco there was of its being kept 
secret. 

Tho first to si)rcad it abroad was Mrs. Trim. Tho 
wedding company having dispersed — without any invitation to 
her to accompany them to the house of tlic bride’s mother and 
partake of tho feasting, of which she liad cherished a slight 
hope — Mrs. Trim betook herself to Float the druggist’s. 
She had no particular work on hand that morning, and 
thought she could not do better than consecrate it to gossip. 
Mrs. Float, who was so far an invalid as to be unable to do 
much for herself, having been crippled years ago by an 
attack of rheumatic-fever, was in her usual chair by the fire- 
side in the small parlour behind the shoj^, and Blase Pellet 
was pouring out some hot milk for her. Lot tho weather bo 
over so warm, Mrs. Float would not go without licr fire : and 
perhaps she needed it. She was a stout, easy sort of woman, 
who took tho best and the worst sides of life ecjually calmly ; 
even her husband’s attachment to tho Golden Shaft. Of 
Blase Pellet she was very fond : for ho was always ready to 
render her little services, as he might have been to a mother. 
Blase Pellet had his good and his bad qualities — as most 
people have : it was chiefly on the subject of Rosaline Bell 
that ho was crazed. 

“ I’ll do that,” said Mrs. Trim, taking the warming-can 
from him. “ You arc wanted in the shop, Mr. Pellet. A 
customer followed mo in.” 

Putting the can within the fender, she gave the cup to 
Mrs. Float ; and at the same time regaled her with au 
account of the discovery in the register. Mrs. Float, lifting 
the cup to her mouth with her crippled hjinds, listened and 
stared, and for once felt some surprise ; whilst Blase Pellet, 
behind the counter, changing one volume for another, caught 
a word here and there. 

“ What’s that you have been saying about Mr. Raynor ? ” 
ho demanded, reappearing before Mrs. Trim, after despatch- 
ing tho customer. “ I don’t believe a word of it.” 

“ Then you can disbelieve it,” was tho tart retort ; for 
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Mrs. Trim did not like cold water thrown upon her asser- 
tions, “ Mr. Baackuj) himself inaarricd liim ; there’s Ins 
rcvcroncc’s own name writ to the wedding.” 

“ IMarried liim to Miss St. Clare V ” 

“To Miss Margaret St. Clare. Tliat’s the pietty one. 
Don’t you go disputing a body’s word again, Blase Pellet. 
Fact cs fact. Did you suppose they’d write down a lie? 
Tlicy registers *ud be pcwcrly ticklish consarns to sarve out 
in thaat form.” 

A summons at the other counter with some copper money, 
called Mr. Blase away again. This time ho was wanted to 
make up a complicated prescription for Iiair-oil ; comprising 
various choice ingredients. Whilst ho was doing it, his 
tlionghts ran in so deej) a groove that lie scented it with oil 
of turpentine instead of bergamot. And when the pur- 
clmser complained, Mr. Blase, after sniffing and looking, 
and finding out what lie had dom^ being powerless to alter 
it, protested that it was a now scent just come down from 
London. 

“ Wliat a fool T have been ! ” ran his reflections. “If it 
is Miss St. Clare tliat he has been in love with — and married 
her, too, in secret — it can’t have been Kosaline Bell : and 
when Itfisaline said, poor girl, that there was nothing 
between them, she must liave told the truth. And theroT’vo 
been and gone and stirred up all this blessed commotion 
about the old man! —and who is to know whether I shall b(f 
able to lay it V ” 

At any rate, Mr. Blase Pellet endeavoured to “ lay ” it. 
He Avent fortli at once, and earnestly assured every one avIio 
Avould listen to him, tliat he found he had been mistake!^ in 
fancying he liad had the dream. 

It chanced that on this same Monday morning, Frank 
Baynor was about to depart for London. Whatever disordtu* 
might have fastened upon Dr. Baynor, one thing was certain 
— it fluctuated greatly. And though only a ffnv days liad 
elapsed since tlic return of Edina, lie had so visibly im- 
proved, both in appearance and strengtii, that she thought he 
was getting well : and Frank felt loss scruple in leaving hi up 
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Frank, in his sanguine way, believed he had only to go to 
London to drop into some good thing ; that the one and the 
other would ho, as it were, a simultaneous process. On the 
spot one can do anything, he observed, when discussing 
the point with Dr. Raynor. Dr. Raynor did not oj)poso his 
going. Rather the contrary. If Frank went at all, now 
was the best time : for he knew tliat tliis spurt of health in 
himself, this renewed ca2)acity of cx(irtioii, would not hist 
long. During his stay in London, Frank was to look out 
for, and engage, an assistant for his uncle ; a (lualilled 
medical man, who might become the 2)artncr of Dr. Raynor, 
and might eventually succeed to his practice. In short, it 
was just the same sort of thing that Frank vras hoping to 
find for liimsclf with some first-rate medical man in London. 

On the previous day, when the congregation was pouring 
out of church, after Mr. Backui^'s sermon, Frank and Daisy 
had contrived to exchange a few words, under cover of the 
crowd. Ho told her that he was at length starting for town ; 
and should only return to claim her. It might be in a 
week’s time — if he were fortunate and found what ho wanted 
at once ; or it might bo a fortnight. Longer than that it 
could not be ; for his uncle had given that as the extreme 
limit of his Jibsenec. Daisy returned the brief pressure of 
his hand, which he managed to give unseen, and glaueed at 
him Avith her bright eyes, that had a whole sea of hope in 
their depths. The world looked very fair to tlunn ; and 
they felt that they had need of patience to endure tliis 
enforced separation before they might enter on its enjoyment 
together. 

On that same Sunday evening, Dr. Raynor spoke finally 
to Frank. Tliey were sitting together, talking of this 
approaching sojourn in town : and of the great things it was 
to accomplish. 

“ Frank,” said the doctor, rousing himself from a reverie, 
“ has it ever occurred to you that in carrying out the idea of 
settling in London, you may be throwing away the substance 
for the shadow ? ” 

Frank Raynor’s gay blue eyes took a wondering expres- 
sion as they went out to the sjicakcr. 

Kdina. 13 
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“ lu what way, Undo Hugh ? ” 

“ It socms to mo that tho very thing you aro about to sock 
thero is lying ready to your hand here.” 

Frank understood now. “ You mean that I should remain 
with you, Undo Hugh ? ” 

“Yes. As my partner now, Frank. As my successor 
hereafter.” 

Frank Raynor slightly shook his head, but made no other 
answer. 

“ I say to you, Frank, what I would say to no ono else : 
that the time before some one must succeed to my place and 
practice is growing limited. It may be only a few weeks ; 
it may bo a few months : more than twelve months I do not 
think it can be. If ” 

“ Oh, Unde Hugh!” 

‘‘ Let me finish. I know I have your sympathy, my boy, 
and your best wishes, but all the sympathy and tho good 
wishes in the world cannot alter the fiat which I fear has 
gone forth. Hear me, Frank. This has become a good 
practice now : it is a thousand pities that you should reject 
it and let it fall to a stranger.” 

“But, if I get a better practice than this in London, 
Unde Hugh?” ho argued. “I mean, a more lucrative 
one.” 

“ But that is uncertain.” 

“ Not very uncertain,” said sanguine Frank. 

“ At any rate, you will liavo to 2)ay for it. Pay in pro- 
jiortion to its merits.” 

“ Of course. But I can do that. Undo Francis is going 
to make up my legacy to three thousand pounds, you 
know.” 

“ I know that ho says so.” 

“ But — you can’t doubt his word ! ” cried Frank, his eyes 
lifted again in genuine amazement. 

“ Not his word, Frank : lio, nor his intention : both aro 
honest as the day. I only doubt his power.” 

“His power! What, with all that accumulated money 
just dropped into liis hands ! ” 

“ But it has not yet dropped into them. It seems that a 
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doubt exists as to where the money is, or even whether any 
exists at all.” 

“ Oh, Undo Hugh, it is sure to be found. I dare say it 
has already turned up.” 

“ Well, I hope it has, Frank, and that you will reap all 
you expect. Let it pass so. Still, you must spend the 
money to ensure a practice ; and the practice may not turn 
out as lucrative as you may bo led to expect. The i^ractico 
here is certain > you need not spend any money in securing 
it ; and in a sliort time, a little sooner or a little later, it 
will be all in your hands.” 

“ Uncle Hugh, you are very generous, very thoughtful for 
me ; but indeed I could not settle at Trennach. Tlicre are 
reasons ” 

Frank pulled up liastily. He was going on to say that 
for certain reasons this one small spot, in the whole length 
and breadth of the world’s siirfiice, was barred to him, 
Ihitlicr would ho pass his life in some desert unfrequented 
by man, than within sight and sound of tlic Bare Plain. 

“I do not like Trcunac]i,” lie went on. “I could not 
remain here. For the last two or three months,” lie added, 
in his candour, “ 1 have been as restless as possible, wanting 
to get away from it.” 

“ You want to bo amongst a more civilized community,” 
said tlic doctor, good-naturedly. 

“ Well — yes, Uncle Hugh. I do — wlicn one is setting up 
for life.” 

“ Then there’s iiotliing more to be said,” concluded Dr, 
Raynor. 

So Frank held to his plan and his journey, and this 
morning was starting in pursuance of it. Never again, as 
ho hoped, should ho bo living at Trennach. Just a few 
days, as it w’as arranged, he would remain to introduce the 
new doctor — who would probably come down when he did — 
to people and places ; and then he would bid it farewell for 
ever, carrying Daisy with him. 

Taking leave of his uncle and Edina, he set out to walk 
to the station, his light overcoat thrown back, and greeting 
cyory one he met with a kindly word and a gay smile. The 
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sky overhead was blue and calm, giving 2)romise that the 
day would be fair to its cud ; just as Frank’s hopeful heart 
seemed to assume that his life’s joiu*ncy would bo fair 
throughout its course. 

“ Good-morning, Mr. Raynor.” 

The salutation came from the young 2>arson. He stood 
leaning on the stile of the Rectory garden, wliich overlooked 
the high-road. Frank, answering cordially, was intending 
to pass onwards. But Mr. Backup motioned to retard him. 

“I am off to London,” said Frank, gaily, “(.'an I do 
anytliing for you ? ” 

“ I will not detain you a moment ; I want to say just a 
word,” spoke the clergyman, feeling already uncommonly 
shy and nervous at the thought of what that word was. 
“Mr. Raynor, I — I — I beg you to believe that I liave 
implicitly kept secret that — that matter which you requested 
me to keep. But ” 

“ I know you have,” cried Frank, extending his hand in 
token of gratitude, “ and I thank you heartily. Not a soul 
knows of it.” 

“ But — I was about to say that I fear it is a secret no 
longer. Another wedding took jdacc in the church this 
morning, and the clerk read the entry of yours in it. Other 
people read it. They saw it in signing the book.” 

The information was about as complete a damj)er for 
Frank Raynor as could liavo been administered to him. He 
stood perfectly still, his li2)s settling into a grave cxj)ression. 
Not that Frank cared very much that the fact itself should 
transpire : he liad thought lately tliat if it did so, it might 
be a stroke of good luck for him, by giving liim Daisy, wlio 
was now kept from him. But what struck him was, that if 
this were true, it would stop his journey to London. Instead 
of going there, he must bend his steps to Tlic Mount ; for lie 
could not leave Daisy to bear the brunt of tlie discovery 
alone. 

“ I knew Aaron Pitt was to be married this morning, but 
I declare that I never gave a tliought to the register,” siioke 
he aloud. “Tliey saw it, you say. Did they make any 
comment ‘i* ” 
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“ A fow comments were made. Clerk Trim was so much 
surprised that he asked whether it was really my signature, 
and whether I married you. It crossed my mind to say you 
did not wish it talked about just at present, and to beg them 
to keep it secret. But as so many people were there I 
thought it would be quite useless to do so.” 

“ Quite useless,” decided Frank. “ Well, this has come 
upon me unexpectedly, and— and it will change my imme- 
diate plans. I must go on to The Mount now, instead of to 
the station.” 

“ I am very sorry,” began the edergyman, as nervously as 
though it were through some fault of his own. “ There are 
not two registers, you sec, Mr. Baynor, and ” 

“ Oh, don’t be sorry,” interrupted Frank, recovering his 
spirits and his lightness of heart and tone. “ I’m not sure 
but it may turn out for the best. Upon my return from 
London, a few days heneo, I was going to declare it myself.” 

Shaking hands warmly, Frank continued his way, striding 
over the ground at a great rate. Instead of branching off at 
the turning that led to the railway, he strode straight on 
towards The Mount. 

“ All for the best,” ho repeated to himself, referring to 
his parting words to the parson. “ It may end in my taking 
Daisy up with mo to-day. It shall end so, if my will is 
worth anything.” 

Boldly went he to The !Mount, knocking and ringing 
freely. Far from feeling small for having, so to say, run 
a^vay with the prettiest daughter of the house, for which act 
he might expect reproach and obloquy, he seemed to tliink 
ho had come on some errand that merited reward. One of 
the men-servants threw open the door. 

“ ( ^an I see Mrs. St. Clare ? ” 

“ Mrs. St. Clare is not at home, sir.” 

“ Indeed 1 ” returned Frank, in surprise. For it was not 
her habit to go out so early. 

“ My mistress and the young ladies have left home this 
morning, sir,” explained the man. “ They hav'o gone for a 
week or so.” 

Where to ? ” 
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“I don’t know, sir. It was uncertain. Perhaps as far as 
Malvern : Miss Lydia likes Malvern : or perhaps only to 
one of the seaside places on this coast.” 

“ y on cannot tell me where a letter would find Mrs. St. 
Cl.irc?” 

“No, sir. My mistress said that all letters might wait 
here until slie came back.” 

So tiujrc was no hell) for it ; he could not jnakc the 
communication to Mrs. St. Clare. But in all probability 
she would hear nothing of the nows before lier return. 
Daisy would be sure to write to him, and Edina had been 
requested to forward his letters to town. 

“ It must have been rather a sudden thought of Mrs. St. 
Clare’s, this going from home : was it not ? ” 

Quito so, sir. It was Miss Lydia who started it, Avhile 
the. ladies were sitting in the drawing-room yesterday after- 
noon. Tabitha never hoard a word about packing up, sir, 
till she was at her tea.” 

Frank looked at his watch. There might still be time to 
catch his train if he started at once for the station. lie s('t 
out; and just accomplished it. But that he did so was 
owing to the fact that the train, as usual, came up con- 
siderably behind its time. 

It is a great deal easier in this world to raise a storm 
than to allay one : and so Mr. Blase Pellet found to liis 
cost. He had thoroughly aroused the public mind on tlic 
subject of the missing miner ; and the public mind refused 
to bo calmed again. 

Day by day, since the discovery in the rogistiu*, did the 
astounding news of Frank’s private marriage make a deeper 
impression upon Blase Pellet. Ho saw things now witli 
very different eyes from what he liad formerly seen them. 
He told himself that llosalinc’s version of her intimacy with 
Mr. llaynor — namely, that it bore no particular intimacy, 
and had nothing hidden beneath its surface — was the trutli. 
The relief to himself was wonderfully groat. All liis loV(^ 
for lier, that ho had been angrily trying to repress, increased 
tenfold : and ho b(!gaii to see that the love might indeed go 
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on to fruition. At least, that if it did not do so, tlui fault 
would lie in his o^vn insensate folly. If he could only stox^ 
this commotion about Bell, so that tho man might rest 
where he was, undiscovered, he should make his way Avith 
Eosalino. But tho xmblic seemed anytliiug but inclined to 
let it stoj) there : and Blase Pellet gave many a hard word 
to tho said x^iblic. Just at x)resent Trennach appeared to 
have nothing to do but to go about suggesting disagreeable 
surmises. 

One story led to a second; ono supposition to anotlicr. 
From the first startling rumour, that Bell might bo lying at 
the bottom of tho shaft (as sliown to Mr. Pellet in a 
remarkable dream), Trennach x>asscd on to believing that he 
Avas there ; and, next, to say that lie must be searched for. 

In vain Blase Pellet, mortified, agitated, and repentant, 
sought to prove that Bell Avas not there ; that no foundation 
could exist for the notion ; tliat he AA'as now fully convinced 
his dream had not been a dream at all, but the baseless 
fabric of a fancy. Trennach did not listen to him. Excite- 
ment had gone too far for that. It Avas just possible, of 
course, that x)Oor Bell might not be in tlie pit; but they 
thought he leas there ; and, at any rate, tliey meant to sco 
for themselves. As simxde-mindcd, Avcll-meaning AndreAV 
Float expressed it : “ Dreams didna come for nought.’* Blase 
Pellet could have bitten out his false tongue. Hoav easy 
tlie future Avould now liavo seemed but for this storm! 
Frank Baynor removed from liis x’ath by marriage, his oavii 
success with Rosaline could only be a question of time : but 
if tliis stir, Avhich he liad invoked, could not be stilled, and 
it Avent on to any discoA^ery, Rosaline Avould jwobably make 
it an excuso for throAving him off for ever. That it Avould 
in any ease grieve and anger her frightfully, and that she 
Avoulc] detect tlie falsity of his “ dream,*’ he knCAV by instinct ; 
and Blase felt temxitcd to AA’ish he had been born dumb. 

When AA'c go out of our AA^ay to delude tho AA’orld from 
interested motives, and do it, luorcoA’^cr, by a lie, tho chances 
are that tho stox) recoils unxdeasantly ux)on us. In some 
way or other aa’o are rex)aid in our own coin. ’ It may not bo 
nnincdiately ; it may not bo for years to come ; but rely 



200 


EDINA. 


111)011 it, it docs come liomo to iis sooner or later. We see 
the blind folly we were guilty of : not to speak of the sin : 
and we cry out in our flood- tide of repentance, Oh, that I 
had not (luitted the straiglitforward path ! As Blase Pellet 
was crying now. 

The owner of the land, one of those mine-owners whose 
wealth is fabulous, became interested in tlie ease. He came 
f«)rward, and gave orders that tlie pit should be examined, 
lo ascertain whetlicr or not tlie missing man was there. The 
necessary machinery was soon brought into req[uisilion — 
whore wealth coniniands, difliculties arc lightened — and the 
JhdtonilesK Sliaft was searched. 

Yes. Josiah Ihdl was brought up lo the snifaco. Ilis 
attire was recognized as that which he had worn the day of 
his disappearance : and there remained no doubt that he had 
met his death that same night by falling down the pit. 

Amidst startling commotion, an inriuost ivas called. Of 
course the qiujstion now w as, how he got down thcixj : a 
(piestion that puzzled his friends and the world in general. 
Por it was a wcdl-knowui fact that Bell gave w'ay to siqicr- 
stitious fancies, and w'ould not be likely to approach the 
shaft alone at night. 

But no evidence came forw^ard that could throw' light on 
the mystery. I’hosc who had seen him last in life — the 
pitmen wdtli whom ho had been drinking at the (ioldcu 
Shaft, and his wife at honui, who had be(‘n the last i)erson, 
so far as w’as known, to exchange a w'ord w ith him— told 
w hat they had to tell. Their testimony amounted to nothing. 
Neither, for that matter, did ]\Ir. Blase Pellet s. Veiy much 
to his dismay, M?;. Pellet was summoned as a witness, and 
was sharply questioned by the coroner about his dream. 

And Blase, in sheer helplessness and some terror, took up 
the dream again ; the dream which he had been trying lately 
to repudiate. No other course than to take it up se(‘mc<l 
open to him, now that matters had come to this 2)ass and 
Boll had been actually found. If he disowned tlie dream, 
the next inquiry would bo, IIow then did you come to know' 
anything of the matter : wdiat told you tliat the man w'as 
lying there ? So, with clouded face and uneasy voice, Mr. 
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Blase gave the liistory of liis dream : and when asked hy 
a juryman why lie had gone about lately protesting that he 
was sure he had not liad any dream, ho replied that, seeing 
the 2)ublic wore growing so excited, he liad deemed it better 
to disavow it, thinking it might calm them down again. 
Tlie coroner, wlio seemed to be unfortunately sceptical as 
to dreams in general, eyed the witness keenly, and made 
him repeat the dream — at least what he rememl^crcd of it — 
three times over. Blase declared he had never been able to 
recollect much of it, except the fact that lie liad seen Bell 
lying at the foot of tlic pit, dead. And then he had 
aAvakened in a state of inconceivable fright. 

Had you any animosity against the deceased during his 
life ? ” questioned the coroner, still regarding the witness 
intently. 

‘K)li dear, no, sir,” returned Blase. “We were always 
the best of friends. lie was a sort of relation of mine. At 
least his wife is.” 

That no animosity had existed between them could bo 
testified to by tlic community in general, as the coroner 
found. He was looking at Blase still. 

“ And you positively state, young man, that you had no 
grounds wliatcver, except this dream, for suspecting or 
knowing that tlio deceased was down tlic shaft ? ” 

Blase coughed. “None.” 

“ You do not know how he got down ? " 

“ Good gracious ! I know ! Not I. sir." 

Blase had answered readily, and witli much appearance of 
earnestness. The coroner was conscious that dim doubts of 
IMr. Blase Pellet’s strict veracity wore lh>ating in his own 
mind, chiefly arising from his incredulity as to dreams; but 
the doubts were not sutHcicnt to act upon, neither did he 
perceive that they could be in any way supported. So he 
released the witness. And the impiest came to an end, the 
jury returning an open verdict — 

“ That Josiali Bell met with his death through tailing down 
the pit ; but that wliat caused his fall there was no evidence 
to show.” 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

A SUBTLE ENEMY. 

He never went near the pit of his own free will ! He was 
hiretl to it and thrown into it. Or he was lirst killed, and 
then cruelly put there out of the way.” 

The speaker was Mrs. Bell : who liad at last assumed the 
widow’s dress and cap. Her audience coiisisttjd of h(‘r 
daughter Rosaline, the Aunt Pellet from Falmouth, Blase 
Pellet, and two or three neighbours. The aunt and Rosa- 
line had arrived from Falmoutli to attend the funeral. Rosa- 
line, at first, had absolutely refused to come ; she “ felt 
afraid,” she said, witli much trembling and many bitter tears ; 
slic did not like to look iqioii the dead, even though it was 
her poor fatlier: and she also felt too ill to travel. But 
Jolin Pellet and his W’ifo overruled tliesc objections, Tliey 
told her it wa.s an unnatural state of feeling ; ” one that 
rniglit not be indulged : and the aunt, wlio w’as coming to 
Treunach herself, brouglit Rosaline ivith her, partly by 
persuasion, partly by force. 

Her plea of illness might indeed have been allowed. 
Thin, white, w’orn, with a manner tliat seemed to be for 
ever starting at sliadow^s, Rosaline looked little like tlic gay 
and blooming girl once known to Trcnnacli. Ti*ennaeh 
gazed at her with amazed eyes, wondering wiiat Falmouth 
could liavc done to her in tliat short period, or wiicther tln^ 
Seven Whistlers, wiiich had so startled lier at home, could 
liavc folio w'cd her to that jioimlous town. Sitting in her 
mother’s kitchen, her back to the light, her cheek resting on 
her hand, Rosaline listened in silence to the conversation, 
tw'o of the company especially regarding her — Blase Pellet 
and Nancy Tomson. Nancy oiionly avow'cd that she had 
never seen any young woman so changed in her life ; while 
Blase Pellet, tliough mentally acknowledging the change, 
w^as taking in draughts of lujr wondrous beauty. 

“ No living body of men liavc (picerer fancies than miners, 
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especially these Cornish miners : and poor Josiah, though 
he was not Cornish at all, as wo know, had liis,” pursued 
Dame Bell, chiefly addressing licr sister, a tall, thin woman, 
who had arrived fashionahly attired in crape and homhazinc, 
with a veil to her bonnet. Not that she wore her bonnet 
now, for this was the next morning, and the day of the 
funeral. 

“ Hardly a man about here would venture close up to tliat 
shaft at night : and if you go out and ask them one by one, 
Sarah, you’ll And I am telling you nothing but truth,” pur- 
sued the widow. “ Since Dan Sandon threw himself head- 
long in, and was killed, the men Avon’t go near it for fear of 
seeing liini. Neither Avould Bell ; and ” 

“ Perhaps he fell into it accidentally, Ann,” interrupted 
Mrs. Pellet. 

“ I don't say but ho might have done so. If he was at 
the edge of the pit, looking down, or anything of that sort, 
ho might have overbalanced himself. But I do say that ho 
was not there alone. I ask what took him there at all ; and 
I ask who was with him ? ” 

Pertinent questions. Posaliuc, chancing to look up, met 
the gaze of Blase Pellet. Each started slightly, and dropped 
their eyes, as though to look at one another were a crime. 

“ Let us put it doAvn as an accident ; for argument’s sake,” 
urged the widoAV. “That ho Avas too close to the pit’s 
mouth, and fell in. It might have been so. But in that 
case, I repeat, he AA’as not alone. At least one man must 
have been Avith him — perhaps more than one. Why did he, 
or they, not give the alarm? Why did ho not come straight 
aAvay, and say, ‘Poor Bell has fallen into tlic sliaft, and 
Avhat's to be done?’ Can any of you aiiSAver me tliat 
question ? ” 

“ It stands to reason that that’s Avhat anybody Avould do,” 
observed Mrs. Ptdkt. “But Avho could have been Avith 
him? ” 

“Not Avaun o’ tha men OAvns to it,” put in Nancy Tomson. 
;‘What should hove taaken ’em up to that Bicre ghashly 
shaaft at night, they aal ask ; or Bell either ? ” 

“ No, not one OAvns to it ; and, as far as 1 can see, there 
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^vlls nothing to take them there,” assent (id Mrs. Dell. 

Therefore I say it was no accident. Bell was just carried 
there, living or dead, and juit away out o’ sight.” 

What shall you do about it V ” asked Mrs. Pellet, in a 
scared tone. 

“ What can I do but wait *? Wait until some disclosure 
turns up.” 

If it never do()S turn up . ” 

“ But it will turn up,” confidently asserted Dame Boll. 

‘‘ So say I,” spoke Nancy Tonison. “ Wlnui once a t]\ing 
o’ this kind es led up to by divanis, it won’t stop at llie 
bi'ginning. Tlicy dreams es strange indexes sonietinies, and 
"^Ir. Blase Pellet there didna heve his for notliing. With- 
out tliat dream the poor man might just lieve laid on in 
tliaat shaaft as ho faalled, and never been found i’ this 
world.” 

]Mr. Blase Pellet, listening to this, sliot a glance of intense 
aggravation at the S2)eaker. Bosalino looked up at liim. 
It was a steady gaze this time, and one tliat betrayed 
uiKpialified contempt. 

‘‘ Was it a very bad dream ? ” askcal his relative from 
Falmoutli, this being the first opjmrtunity she had had of 
(picstiouing Blase upon the subject. 

“Bad enough,” shortly re^dical Pelltd ; aiid, witli tlie 
words, he made a sudden detour to the front-door, and toc)k 
up his standing outside in the sunshine. 

TIic movement led to a g(uicral dis])ersion. Nancy Tom- 
son and the other neighbours dc2)artod ; Mrs. JN'lh t w(‘iu 
ui)stairs; Dame Bell 2)asscd into the ba( 4 v-kit(*hon to see 
about their own and her lodg(TH’ dinner : for tlie ordinary 
day’s work must go on even on tlie saddest occasions ; ai . 
Kosalinc remained in the room alone. 

“ I am very sorry I had tliat dream.” 

Lifting her eyes, Ilosaline saw the sjxaiker beside her— 
Blase Pellet. 

“ So am I,” she shortly answered, in a significant way, that 
certainly gave him no encouragement to 2>roceiMl. 

“ And still more sorry that I spoke of it abroad, Rosaline : 
for I see that it is giving you pain.” • 
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“ Pain ! ” slic cjaculatotl, a whole world of anguish in her 
tone : ay, and of resentment also. 

“ But it shall be tlie endeavour of my life to atone to you 
for it, lh)salino. My best care, my truest love, shall l)c 

devoted to you. Daily and hourly 

Be quiet. Blase,” she intermixed, the flash in her cy(?, 
tbe hot flush upon her cheek, rendering her for the moment 
almost more than beautiful. “We will understand one 
ujother at once, and linally. To talk of such a thing as 
‘loYt..’ or ^eare,’ to me is worse than useless. IMy path liiis 
o vay, yuur path lies another, it will not be [my fault if 
they ever cross cacli otlier again.” 

• do not mean tliis,” he said, after a pause. 

“ I do mean it. 1 used to mean it: as you know. 1 sluill 
mean it always.” 

“ I lav* you heard that Bayuor is married?” asked Blase. 

“Yes," she answered in constrained tones, her lluslied 
che^ fading to whiteness. 

•• Then, perhaps, as he is out of our way, you will think 
of me, Iiosaline. If not now ” 

“ Neither now nor ever. Blase. Do not deceive yourself.” 

With a <iuick movement, she evaded his outstrctclied 
hand that w’ould have sought to detain her, and ran up the 
stairs. Leaving ]Mr. Blase Pellet excessively discomtited: 
but not as much so as a less hopeful swain would have been. 

“ It was a little too soon to speak,” reasoned ho with 
hi .self. “ I must wait a while.” 

Of all the scones connected with Bells disappearance and 
his recovery, none caused more excitement than that of the 
funeral. It was fixed for a late hour — six o’clock in the 
aftornoou. This was to cnahlo the pitmen to bo present. 
The Keverend Titus Backup madt^ no sort of objection to it. 
Had they settled it for midnight, he had been equally agrec- 
able. The lu)ur for the iiitormeiit came, and people flocked 
to it from far and near. Not <uily did the local miners 
attend, hut also gangs of men from more distant mines. 
Mr. Backup had never seen such a crowd in his life. Near 
Bjc grave a small space was left for Mrs. Bell and the other 
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mourners; but in the cliurcliyard and adjacent parts, in- 
cluding a portion of the Bare Plain, the spectators thronged, 

Eosalino was not there. Blase was. In right of his 
relationship to tlic Pellets of Falmouth, Blase had been 
invited to the funeral ; and made one of the mourners, with, 
a ilow of crape to his hat. Whether Rosaline had meant to 
make one also did not clearly appear, though no one thought 
of doubting it ; but just before the time of starting, she was 
seized Avith a fainting-fit: not quite losing consciousness, 
but lying back powerless in her chair, and looking Avhite as 
death. Nancy Tomson, who was to be of the in*occssion, 
was the first to recognize tlie dilemma it placed them in. 

“ Whaat es to be done ? ” she cried. “ It willna never do 
to keep him, and the paarson, and they folks waiting ; but 
slie caan’t walk like thic ! ” 

“ Him ” applied to poor Bell. At least, to what remained 
of him. For the convenience of the inquest and other 
matters, ho had been placed in a shelter bordering the Bare 
Plain, partly room, partly shed, when first brought up from 
the pit, and had not been removed from it. It was there 
that the mourners Avould meet tlio cofiiii and attend it to the 
church. 

“True,” put in Mrs. Trim; who had deemed it neigli- 
bourly to look in upon the widow Bell at tin's sorrowful 
hour and see what was to be seen. “ Tlicy funerals don’t 
Avaait for nobody: specially Avlicn they heve ])cen put off 
aalmost to sunset.” 

“ No ; it Avill not do to keep it AA^aiting,” brcatlied Rosaline, 
AA'ith Avoak and trembling lips. “ Do you go on ; all of you. 
I Avill folloAV if I am able, and catch you up.” 

Nancy Tomson feebly offered to remain Avitli her, seeing 
that good feeling demanded as much consideration, but she 
did not at all mean the offer to be accci^tcd, for she Avould 
not have missed the ceremony for tlio Avorld. It Avas not 
every day she had the chance of filling a conspicuous position 
at a funeral ; and such a funeral as this. Rosaline promptly 
declined her company, saying she felt much bettor noAV, and 
preferred to come after them alone. 

So the mourners departed, followed at a respectful dis- 
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tancc by many neighbours and others, who had collected to 
watch and wait for their exit. The chief cro^Yd had 
gathered about that other building, for which tlicsc were 
making their way. Men, women and children, all went 
tramping towards it across the Plain : and in a few minutes 
Bleak Row was as absolutely deserted as though it Avcrc a 
city of the dead. 

Rosaline slowly rose from her scat, dragged her chair 
outside, and sat down in the evening sunshine. Tliankful 
was she to be alone. No eye w'as on her. The liouscs were 
empty ; the Bare Plain, stretching out around and beyond, 
lay silent and still, save for that moving mass of human 
beings, pressing fartlicr and farther away in the distance. 
The open air seemed necessary to her if she would continue 
to breathe. When somewhat more composed, she put up 
her hands in the attitude of prayer, bent forward till her 
forehead touclicd them, and sat with her eyes closed. 

A Prayer-book lay on her knee. She had brought it out, 
intending to follow the service, soon about to begin. But 
she could not do so. There she sat, never once moving her 
attitude, scattered passages of the service recurring now 
and again to her memory, and ascending to heaven from tho 
depths of her anguished heart. Poor Rosaline Bell ! There 
were moist eyes and wrung feelings amidst those mourners 
standing round tho grave, but none of them could know 
anything of tlie desperate distress that was her portion. 
None, none. 

But now, it was perhaps a somcwliat singular coincidence 
that just as Frank Raynor had come unexpectedly upon that 
excited throng, collected round the Bottomless Shaft on tho 
Bare Plain, a few nights before his departure for London, 
so ho should in like manner come quite as unexpectedly 
uj)on this throng, gathered at Bell’s funeral. TIic one had 
not 'surprised him more than tho other did. He had been 
just a fortnight absent in London ; tliis was tho day of his 
return, and he was now walking home from the station. 
All tho excitement consequent iqmn the finding of Bell had 
taken place during these two weeks of Frank’s absence. 
There had been commotion (the result of Blase Pellet’s 
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“ dream ”) before bis departure, with much talking aud sur- 
mising; but all movement in the matter bad taken place 
since tben. 

In a letter written to bim by Edina, Frank bad learnt 
that Bell was foijilft. But be learnt notbing more. And be 
certainly bacl^t anticipated coming upon tbc funeral, and 
jjbis conconllse of people collected at it, as be i)assed tlio 
eburebyard on bis way from tbc station to bis uncle’s, on 
tbis, the evening of bis return. 

Before bo knew wliat it all meant, or could cpiito make 
out wbetber bis eyes were not 2>laying liiin false, be found 
bimself accosted by tbc clerk's wife. Mrs. Trim, seeing bis 
sur2)risc, told all sbe knew, intensely gratified by tbc favour- 
able opportunity, and a good dial that she did not know, 
Frank listened in silence. 

“ Yes, sir, be was found there, down dcei) in tbc 
sbaaft, and they jurymen never brought et in waiin way nor 
t’other, wbetber be was thro wed down wilful, or faaled in 
accidental, but just left folks to fight out the (luestion for 
their own selves. Jt were a dreadful tiling for him, anyway, 
jioor man ; to beve been lying there aal tliic while.” 

“ I never saw so many jieople at a funeral in my life,” 
observed Frank, making no siiecial comment on her words. 

lie mechanically moved a stej) and looked over the hedge 
that skirted the graveyard. Mrs. Trim continued her infor- 
mation and remarks : detailing the mourners by name, and 
stating tliat Rosaline was seized with a faintness when they 
were starting, and so remained at homo alone. 

“ Algnc ! ” cried Frank. 

“ Aal alone, entirely,” repeated Mrs. Trim. “ Every soul 
from aal parts es here, Mr. Frank ; as you may see. She 
said iicrbaps she’d follow of slu*. felt c(i[ual to’t ; but she’s not 
come. She and her aunt talks o* going back to Falnioutli 
to-morrow ; but the widow, poor thing, cs against it. Thaat's 
tbc aunt, sir : that tall tliiii woman.” 

Frank Raynor rapidly debated a question with bimself. 
He very much wished to say a few words to Rosaline in 
private: what if be seized tbis occasion for doing so? If 
she wero indeed going away on tbo morrow, be might fiml 
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no other opiiortunity. Yes : at any rate he \yoii1(1 make the 
attempt. 

Turning somewhat abruptly from tlic clerk’s wife, in the 
very middle of a sentence, Frank made a detour on the out- 
skirts of tlie crowd, and strode rapidly away over the Bare 
Plain. Eosalinc was sitting just in the same position, her 
head bowed, her hands raised. His footsteps aroused lier. 

Eespectiug lier grief as ho had never respected any grief 
yet, feeling for her (and for many otlier things connected 
wdtli the trouble) from the bottom of his lieart, uncertain 
and fearful of what the ultimate end would be, Frank took 
her hand in silence. She gazed up at liim yearningly, 
almost as tliough she did not at once recognize him, a pitiful 
expression on lier face. For a short time he did not speak 
a word. But that which ho had come to say must be said, 
and witliout delay : for already the ceremony had termi- 
nated, and the procession of mourners, with the attendant 
crowd, might be seen slowly advancing towards them across 
the Bare Plain. 

“ It has almost killed me,” moaned liosaliiie, “ I sliould 
be thankful that ho is found, but for the fear of what may 
follow: thankful that ho has had C/hristiaii burial. But 
there can be no more safety now. There was not very much 
before.” 

“ Nay,” spoke Frank. “ I think it is just the contrary. 
Whilst the affair lay in uncertainty, it might be stirred up 
at any moment ; now it will be nt rest.” 

“ Never,’' he answered. “ Never so long as Blase Pellet 
lives. He has brought this much about ; and he may bring 
more. Oh, if we could only escape from him ! ” 

Fmnk, still holding her hand, in his deep compassion, 
spoke to her quietly and kindly for a few moments. She 
seemed to listen as one who hears not, as one whom words 
cannot reach or soothe ; her ijyes were fixed on tlie ground, 
her other hand hung listless by her side. But now the first 
ftiint hum of the approaching crowd struck upon her haK- 
dulled car ; she raised her eyes and saw for the first time 
what caused it. First in the line walked her mother and 
ftunt, their black robes and hoods lighted up by the setting 
IMina. II 
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Riiii. And as if tlio sight of those mourning garments put 
the finishing touch to her already distracted mind and con- 
voyed to it some sudden terror, lh)Siilinc gave a faint scream 
and fell into a fit of hysterics, almost of convulsions. Frank 
could not leave her, even to dash indoors for v’ater. He put 
his arm round her to siijiport her. 

“ Whaat on airth cs it, sir?” demanded Nancy Tonison, 
who was the first to speak when the group of liooded women 
came up. 

It is only an attack of liysterics, In’ought on by tlie sight 
of your approacli,” said Frank. “It is a sad day for lier, 
you know ; and she does not seem very strong. Will yon 
he so good as to g(‘l some water.” 

‘‘ I thought it must b(i your ghost, ]\Ir. l‘h*ank,” spoke 
poor Mrs. Bell, in her subdued tones, as slie put l)ack lier 

hood. Believing you W(‘re in London ” 

I am back again,” Ikj sliortly interrupted. “ Seeing 
your dauglitcr sitting here, T turned aside to speak a word 
of sympatliy to lier.” 

Tlie hysterics subsided as <piickly as thcty liad come on ; 
and liosalinc, declining the wat(;r, rose and i)assed into the 
house. Tlie woiiKiii pressed in after lier, leaving Blase 
Pellet outside. As to tin.* crowd of voluntary attendants, 
they had already slackened their steps in tlie disiaiuic, and 
seemed uncertain what next to do : Avhelher to disperse their 
various roads, or to remain talking with one another, and 
watching the house. 

This virtually left Frank and Blase Pellet alone. Blase 
took oil* his tall Sunday hat, and rubbed his brow with liis 
white handkerchief, as though tlui heavy hat and the burning 
sun had left an unpleasant sciisatiun of heat there. It was, 
however, neither the hat nor the sun that had put him into 
that access of w'.armth ; it was the sight of Frank Baynor. 
Of Frank Eaynor holding Bosaliiie’s hand in his, holding 
herself, in fact, and hending over her with what looked like 
an impulse of alfection. 

A most disagreeable idea had Hashed into Mr. Pellet’s 
head. A dim, indistinct idea, it is true, but none the h'ss 
entertained. Mamed man though Frank Baynor was," as 
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tlic world of Trcnnacli Icucw, lio miglit not Lave given np 
his love for Ilosaliuo ! lie might he intending to keep that 
sentiment on ; keep her to himself, in short, to langh and 
chatter with whenever they should meet, to the destruction 
of other peojile’s liopcs, including those of Blase Pellet. 
And Blase, in the plenitude of his wratli, could have struck 
him to the cartli as he stood. 

How mistaken people can be ! TIow wildly absurd docs 
jealousy make them ! Nothing could be further from the 
thoughts of Frank Eaynor : ho was at honest peace witli all 
the world, most certainly intending no harm to Rosaline, or 
to any one else. At peace even with tliat unit in it, Blase 
Pellet : and in the plenitude of his good-nature he addressed 
him cordially. 

“ You have made one of the followers of poor Bell, I see. 
The affair is altogether a sad one.” 

“ Yes, it is,” replied Blase Pellet. “ We have been putting 
him into his grave ; and matters, so fiir, are hushed U]). But 
I don’t say they are hushed for good. I could hang some 
people to-morrow, if I liked.” 

The intense bitterness of his tone, the steady gaze of his 
meaning eyes, proved that this man miglit yet become a 
subtle enemy. Frank’s courage fell. 

“ What do you mean ? ” ho asked. But for the very life 
of him he could not make his voice quite so free and inde- 
pendent as usual. 

“ It docs not matter saying now what I mean, Mr. Raynor. 
Perhaps I never sliall say it. I would rather not : and it 
won’t bo my fault if I do. You heep out of my way, and out 
of somebody clse’s way, and I dare say I shall bo still, and 
forget it. Out of sight, out of mind, you know, sir.” 

Frank, deigning no reply, turned into the house to see if 
there was anything he could do for Rosaline. And then ho 
Avalkcd away rapidly towards Trcnnach. 

Mrs. St. Clare had not yet returned to the Mount, but she 
was expected daily. Frank had received three or four letters 
from Daisy, re-jiostcd to him in London by Edina, but not 
quo of the letters had he been able to answer in return. 
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They wore going about from place to place in obedience to 
Lydia’s wliims, Daisy said, and it was simply impossible to 
give any certain address where a letter would liiid lier. 
Every day for a week past had her mother announced licr 
intention of turning her steps homeward on the morrow: 
and every morrow, as it dawned, had her steps been turned 
to some fresh place instead. 

But Frank was now in a fever of impatience for their 
return. The legacy of five hundred pounds was ready to be 
paid him, and he meant to take Daisy away on the strength 
of it. He liad no settled plans as yet: these had been 
delayed by the uncertainty attending the larger sum 
promised him ; the tlirec thousand 2 >ouiids. It is true that 
Frank liad made inquiries in London ; had seen two old- 
established medical men who were thinking of taking a 
partner. But each of them w'anted a good sum paid down 
as equivalent ; and neitlicr of them deemed to be so sanguine 
on the score of Frank’s coming into the three thousand 
pounds as he himself was. With his usual candour, he had 
disclosed tlie full particulars of the doubts, as well as of tlio 
expectations. So, witli the future still undecided, here lie 
was, at Trcniiach again : but only to make j)reparations for 
finally leaving it. 

With regard to the assistant for Dr. Raynor, he had been 
more fortunate, and had secured the services of one whom 
he judged to bo in every way eligible. It was a Mr. Itatman. 
This gentleman was coming down on the morrow. He and 
Frank were to have travelled together, but Mr. ITatman 
could not complete his arrangements quite as soon as he had 
expected : and Frank dared not delay even another day, l(3st 
Mrs. St. Clare should return to the Mount. He could not 
leave Daisy to bear alone the brunt of the discovery of their 
marriage. Mr. Hatman was to have a three-months* trial. 
At the end of that period, if ho were found to suit the 
doctor, and the doctor and the place suited him, he would 
remain for good. 

It was not often that Dr. Raynor found fault or gave 
blame. But on the night after Frank’s return, when they 
were shut up alone together, he took Frank severely to task* 
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Common report liad carried tlio news of tlie marriage to 
him ; and ho expressed his opinion upon it very freely. 

“It was perhaps a hasty thing to do, sir, and was entered 
upon ^vitllOut much thought,” admitted Frank, after he had 
listened. “ But we did not care to lose one another.” 

“ Well, I will say no more,” returned Dr. Kaynor. “ The 
thing cannot he undone now. There’s an old saying, Frank, 
which is perhaps more often exemplified than people think 
for : ‘ Marry in haste and repent at leisure.’ I wish this case 
of yours may prove an exception, hut I can scarcely hope it.” 

“ We shall get along all right, Uncle Hugh.” 

“ I trust you may.” 

“ I told Hatman about it — he is a very nice fellow, and 
you will bo sure to like liim, uncle — and ho wdslicd me and 
Daisy good luck. He says his mother’s was a runaway 
match, and it turned out famously.” 

On the (lay but one following ; that is, tlie day after jMr. 
ITatnian’s arrival at Trennach; Mrs. St. Clare and her 
daughters rcturiuid to the Mount : not reaching it, however, 
until late at night, for they liad missed the earlier train they 
had meant to travel by. 

Frank w’cnt up betimes the next morning. His interview 
with Mrs. St. Clare took place alone. She was surprised 
and indignant at what ho had to disclose — namely, that the 
marriage ceremony had passed between himself and her 
daughter Marg.aret. But, on tlie whole, she was more reason- 
able than might have been expected. 

“ I wash my hands of it altogether, Mr. Frank Eaynor, of 
her and of you, as I said I w'ould — though you may be sure 
that when I spoke I never contemplated so extreme a step as 
this. But that I cannot disbelieve what, as you say, is so 
easily jirovcd, I should have thought it impossible to bo 
true. Daisy has always been docihi and dutiful.” 

“ I will make her the best of husbands ; she shall never 
know an hour’s care witli mo,” si)oke Frank earnestly, his 
truthful blue eyes and the sincerity of liis face cxiiressing 
more than >vords could do. 

“ But what of your means of keej)ing her ? ’ asked Mrs. 
St. Clare, c(ddly. 
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“ By the aid of tlio tlirco fhouRand pounds I have men- 
tioned, I shall obtain a first-class practice in London,” 
returned he in his most sanguine manner. “I trust you 
will not despise that position for her. If I am very suc- 
cessful, I might even some day he made a baronet, and Daisy 
would bo Lady Raynor.” 

“ A cliarming prospect ! ” returned Mrs. St. Cdarc, in 
mocking tones, tliat rather took Frank and liis earnostness 
aback. “Well, I wash my hands of you both, Mr. Francis 
Raynor. As Daisy has made lier bed so must she lie on it.” 

Daisy was summoned to tlio conference. She came in 
with timid steps ; and stood, tearful and trembling, in her 
pretty morning dress of pale muslin. It (4uinced to be the 
one she was married in. Frank Raynor drew her arm within 
his, and stood with her. 

“ You may well shrink from me, unhappy girl ! ” cried 
Mrs. St. (dare. Wliat have you done with your wedding- 

With trembling liands, Daisy produced it, attached to its 
blue ribbon. Fraidc took it from lutr, broke riblum, and 
placed the ring oil its proper finger. 

“Never again to bo taken off, my duu’,” lie snid. “Our 
troubles are over.” 

She was to be allowed to remain at the Mount until the 
afternoon — which IMrs. »St. Clare called a great concession — 
and then she and Frank would start on the first stage of 
their journey. Daisy might take a box of apparel with her ; 
the rest sliould bo forwarded to any address she miglit 
choose to give. 

Back went Frank again to Dr. Rajmor’s to preiairc for 
his own departure. Very busy was ho that day. Now 
talking with liis uncle, now with Edina, now with Mr. Hat- 
man; and now running abmit Trennach to shako Iiands 
with all the world in his sunny-natured way. A hundred 
good wishes were lircatlicd by him. Even to Blase Pellet 
Frank gave a Icindly word and nod at parting. 

It was late in the afternoon when he, in a close carriage ^ 
provided for the occasion, went U]) to the Mount for Daisy. 
She v/as ready, and came out, attended to the door by 
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Tiilntlia : Mrs. St. Clare and Lydia did not ap[)cav. Tlieiico 
she and Frank drove to the station : and found they had 
live minutes to spare. 

Frank had been seeing to the luggage, ^Yhcn Daisy came 
out of the waiting-room to meet him. It was one of those 
small stations that contain only one waiting-room for all 
classes. 

“ There’s the most beautiful girl that I ever saw sitting 
inside, Frank,” she said in an undertone. 

“ Is there ? ” he ciirelcssly remarked. 

“ 1 could not keo]) my eyes fi'om her, she is so lovely. 
But she looks very ill.” 

They turned into the Avaiting-room togetlicr. And, to 
Daisy’s extreme surprise, she, the mext moment, saw Frank 
go up and speak to this girl ; who was sitting there with an 
elderly eomi)anion, both in deep mourning. Daisy, h(;r gaze 
fixed on the beautiful face, wondered Avho tliey could lie. 

But tbero Avas no furtlier time for Avaiting. The train 
came puffing in, and all Avas bustle. Daisy saAi’ Frank again 
shako hands cordially Avith this delicate-looking girl, and 
Avhisjier a foAv farcAvell Avords to her. She Avas evidently 
not departing by tliis train: probably by one going in the 
opposite direction. 

“Who Avas it, Frank?” iiuestioncd Daisy, Avhen they 
were at length seated in the carriage. 

“ It is Bosaliuc Bell. She and licr aunt arc going back 
to Falmouth.” 

“ That Eosaline Bell ! * exclaimed Daisy, her face flushing 
deeply. “ I— -I—- did not knoAV she Avas so beautiful.” 
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CHAPTER I. 

AT KAOLES’ NE.ST. 

In a luxurious chamber at Eagles’ Nest, where the eai'iiet 
was soft as moss to the tread, and the hangings weri^ of silk, 
and tJie toilette ornaments were rich and fragile, sat Edina 
li;»ynor. Her elbow rested on the arm of the chair, li(*r 
ijiouglitful face was bent on her hand, lier (jyes wer(5 taking 
ill tlie general aspect of the rooni and its (mostly a[)- 
juirteiiaiiees. 

It was autumn weather now, and Edina had come on a 
short visit to Eagles’ Nest. She had wislied to put otf lla^ 
visit until the following sjiriug, but liad yielded to p(‘rsua- 
sion. One or otluir of tliem at Eagles’ Nhist was ])er 2 )etually 
writing to lier ; and at last J)r. Itaynor added liis word to 
theirs. “ There is no reason Avhy you sliould not go, 
Edina,” ho said. “ JTatman and I get on famously togetluu*, 
you know; and I am better than I was.” And so Edina 
had made the long journey ; and— hero she was. 

Not yet had she been two days at Eagles’ Nest ; but in 
tliat short time she had found mucli to grieve her. firieved 
she was, and full of anxiety. Every one of the family, from 
her uncle Francis and Mrs. Raynor downwards, had greatly 
changed. From the simple, unaffected peoido they had 
once been, they had transformed thems(dves inb) great 
personages with airs and assumptions. That was not the 
worst. That might have been left to find its own level ; ii] 
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time they would no doubt have returned to common sense. 
What pained Edina was the rate at which they lived. 
Carriages, horses, servants ; dinners, dressing, gaiety. 
Where could it all end? Had the revenues of Eagles* 
Nest been twice what tlicy Avere, tlie major would still liavo 
been spending more than his income. It was this that 
troubled Edina. 

And something else troubled her. The tone of their 
mind seemed to be changing : not so much that of Major 
and IMrs. Kaynor, as of the children. Speaking, of course, 
cdiiefly of the elder ones. Formerly tlicy were warm-hearted, 
unassuming, full of sympathy for others. Now all thought 
seemed to bo swallowed up in self ; those who wanted help, 
whether in word or kind, might go where they would for 
it : scltishucss reigned suprciiu^. A lat(?nt dread was making 
itself heard in Edina’s heart, that they were being sjwiled 
by sudden prosperity. As many others have been. 

The first day she arrived, dinner was served at seven 
o’clock ; a very elaborate one. Soup, fish, entrees, meats, 
sweets ; all quite a la mode. Edina was vi*xed : she thought 
this had been done for her : but she was much more vexed 
when she found it was their daily style of living. To her, 
with the frugal notions implanted in her by her father's 
early straits, with her naturally simple tastes, and her 
conscientious judging of what was right and wrong, this 
profusion seemed sinful waste. And — tliey were all so 
grand ! The faded cottons and washed-out^uusliiis, had of 
course been discarded, but they had given place to costly 
gossamer fabrics and to silks that rustled in* their richness. 
They were now' just as much over-dressed as formerly they 
were the opposite. Alice had already put olf black for her 
aunt Atkinson, and w’as in very slight mourning indeed : 
in lilac or white hues, with black or gn\y ribbons. ith it 
all, they w'ero acquiring a hard, indifterent' fone, as though 
the W’orld’s changes and sorrows could luiver again concern 
them. 

“All this looks new',” mused Edina, roferring«to the 
n-ppurtenances of the room. “ T don't Aunt Ann had 
liny thing so modern : she liked old-fashioncd'^ liiruiture. 
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With all Ihoso expenses, Uncle Francis will soon ho in 
greater cinharrassineiit than lie ever was at Spring Lawn. 
Aiul it is bad for Charley. Very bad. Tt will give him all 
sorts of extravagant ideas and habits.” 

As if to escai)c lier thoughts, slio rose and stood at the 
window, looking forth on tlic landscape. It was very 
beautiful. Tliero were hills near and far olf, a wide extent 
of ^vo()d and snatelus of gleaming water, green nieadow>s, 
and a field or two of yellow corn that liad ripened late. 
Tlic leav(‘S on the trt'es were already beginning to jmt on 
their autumn tints. On tlie lawn were many l)eds of bright 
flowers. Under a tree sat tlie major, sipping ji eliaiiipagiie- 
cup, of which lie was fond, lleyond, three young people 
were playing at eroipiet : (diaries, Aliei‘, and William 
Stanc ; the latter a son of Sir Uhilip Stan(‘, who lived near 
them. Through one of the bare fields, where tlii^ corn had 
bec'ii already reaped and gathered,' walked IMademoisello 
Delrue, tlie Frineli governess, and little Kali‘. Alfrtd was 
at school. Jiobert was generally with his nui*se. IMademoi- 
selh', a finislied pianist, superintended Ali(*e’s mush*, and 
read French with her; also took Jiobert for I’lench : other- 
wise her dutii.s all lay with Kate. It was, of course, well 
to have a resident French governess and to pay her sixty 
guineas a-year if th<'y could allbrd it: but, altogether, one 
mi gilt have supposxd Major llaynor had dropped into an 
income of live or six thousand a-year, instead of only two 
thousand. 

A shout and a laugh from the crcxpiet lawn caused Edina 
to look towards the players. The game was at an end. At 
the same moment Alice saw Edina. She threw down hei* 
mallet, and ran upstairs. 

‘•Why don’t you come out, Edina? It is a lovidy aftir- 
noon.” 

“ I came up for my work, dear, and stayed thinking,” 
replied Edina, drawing Alice to her side and keeping her 
arm round her. 

“ What wore you thinking about ? ” 

“ Of many things, r’hiefly about you and Charley. You 
both seem so changed.” 
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“ Do wc ? ” 

“ And not for tlic bettor.” 

Alice laughed. She was nearly eighteen now, and vciy 
pretty. Her head was lifted with a conscious air : slu^ 
played Avith one of the lilac bows on her white dress. 

“ I know what you mean, Edina : you heard inamiiia 
telling mo this morning that I Avas groAviiig vain.” 

“No, I did not hear her.” JUit Iklina said no more just 
then. 

“ Is Mr. Stane often here ? ” slic asked, presently. 

“Oil — yes— lU’clty often,” replied Alice Avith a vivid 
blush. “ He and Charles arc good friends. And— and ho 
lives near us, you knoAV.” 

The blush and the hesitation seemed to hint at a story 
Edina had not yet glanced at. She had but been Avoiidering 
Avhether this young Stane Avas a desirable companion for 
CUiarles: one likely to encourage him in idleness and 
extravagance, or to turn his ideas towards better things. 

“ Mr. Stane is older than Charley, Alice.” 

“Sewcral years older, lie is a bar]*istor, and lives at his 
chambers in the Temple. Just uoav Jio is down here a great 
deal on account of his father s illness.” 

“ Arc they rich peopl ' 

“ No, I think not. Not A'cry rich. Of course Sir Philip 
has plenty of money, and lu‘ has ndirod from practice. He 
used to be a hiAvyer in the C’ity of London, and Avas knighted 
for something or other.” 

“ Is William Stane the only son? ” 

“ Ho is the second son. The eldest has the laAV business 
in the City ; and there are two others. One is in the 
army.” 

“ I like his look,” mused Edina, gazing doAA ii at the 
young man, avIio Avas now talking to ]\rajor Paynor. “ And 
— I think I like his manners. His eountonance has pride 
in it, though.” 

Pride it certainly had : but it AA'as a pleasant countcnanco 
for all that. William Stane Avas about middle height, Avith 
n- somewhat rugged, honest, intelligent face, and an earnest 
manner. His eyes and liair Avero dark. 
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“ Won’t you come down, Edina? ” 

Edina turned at the appeal, and took up some work that 
lay on the table. “ I was getting short of pocket-handker- 
cliiefs,” she said, in reference to it, “ so I bought half-a- 
dozen new ones before I left home, and am now hcniniing 
tliem.” 

Alice sliruggcd licr i)rctty shoulders. “Let one of tlie 
maids hem them for you, Edina. The i<lea of your troubling 
yourself with plain work ! ” 

“ The idea of my not troubling myself ! ” returned Edina. 
“ Was life made only for play, Alice, think you ? At Spring 
Lawn hemming handk(u*chiefs was lof)ke(l uiion as a pastime, 
compared with the heavier work theni was to do.” 

“ Oh, but those days liave all ])ass(‘d,” said Alice, some- 
what resentfully, not at all jdeased at having them recalled. 

“ Yes ; and you have all changed with them. 15y the way, 
Alice, I was thinking wliat a beautiful rciom this is. Is not 
the furniture new V ” 

“ All of it,” replied Alice. “ It was quite dingy when W(^ 
came licro ; and i)a])a and mamma thought that, as it was to 
Ije the state-room for visitors, they would have it done nj) 
properly.” 

Edina sighed. “It is very nice; very; too good for me. 
I am not us(;d to such a room.” 

Sh(^ sat down near Major Kaynor under the weej)ing elm, 
and went on with her work. ( 'harles, Alice, and young 
Stanc began another game of the everlasting croquet. Tin; 
major looked on and si 2 >pcd his chami)agnc-eiq>, the very 
imago of intense satisfaction. TJiough lie must Iiave known 
that lie was living at a most unjnstiliable rate, and that it 
must again bring iqion him the old enemy, debt, he looked 
as free from thought and care as any on(‘. can look in this 
world. Ay, and felt so, too. Not long yet had he bemi at 
this delightful jdace, Eagles’ Nest; the time might lx; 
counted by weeks ; but he had already flourished upon it. 
He had been stout enough before, but he was stouter now. 
The lost bonds or v(»uchers for the siqiposed accumulated 
pavings left l>y Mrs. Atkinson, were dejicmlcd ujion by tlu; 
major jis a e(‘rtain resource for any little extra expens(;s n<4 
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jiisfciliod I)y his present mcanK. The bonds had not turned 
up yet, but he never doubted their coming to light some fmo 
day. Hope, that most precious of our gifts, deceitful though 
it sometimes proves, was always buoyantly active in Major 
Raynor. 

It was on this very subject of the lost bonds that Edina 
began to speak. The conversation was led up to. Slie had 
scarcely sat down, when a servant came from the house and 
a2)proachcd his master, saying that “ Tubbs ” had come again, 
and particularly wished his little account settled, if quite 
convenient to the major, as he had a payment to make up. 

“ But it’s not convenient,” was the major’s rcidy. “ Tell 
Tubbs to come again next week.” 

“ Is it any matter of a few shillings or so ? ” asked Edina, 
looking up, really thinking it miglit be so, and that the 
major did not care to trouble himself to go indoors for tlic 
money. “ I liavc my purse in my 2)ockct, Uncle Francis, 
and ” 

“ Bless you, my dear, it’s a* matter of fifteen or twenty 
pounds,” interrupted the major, complacently watching his 
servant, who was carrying away the message. For new 
harness and saddles and things. Tubbs is a saddler in the 
village, and avc thought wo would give him a turn. Your 
aunt Ann employed the tradespeople of the neighbourhood, 
and wo think it right to do the same,” 

“ Perliaj)s he wants his money. Uncle Francis ? ” 

“ No doubt of it, my dear. I’ll pay liim when I can. 
But as to ready-money, I seem to be shorter of it than 
ever. All the sj)are cash that came to mo at your aunt 
Ann’s death lias run away in a wonderful manner. Some- 
times I set myself to consider what it can have gone in ; 
but I might as well try to count the leaves on that walnut- 
tree.” 

“ I am very sorry,” said Edina. And you are living at 
so much expense ! ” 

“ Oh, it will bo all right when the bonds turn uj),” cried 
the major, cheerfully. “ Street says, you know, there must 
be at least fifteen or twenty thousand jiounds somewhere.” 

.“But ho is not sure that there are any bonds to turn iqi, 
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Undo Francis. Ho docs not Icnow that llio money exists 
still. Aunt Ann may have speculated and lost it.’' 

“ Now, my dear, is that likely ? ” cried tlio major. “ Ann 
was never a S2)cculating woman. And, if she had lust the 
mcney in any way, she would have been sure to say so. 
Street tells me she gave him all sorts of injunctions during 
the last year for the 2>i*oper keeping-up of this estate, in- 
volving no cud of cost ; slie wouldn’t have done that if tliore 
hadn’t l)ecn a substantial accumulation to draw U2)on.” 

“ And do you kcci^ it iq) well, uncle ? ” 

“Why, how can I, Edina? I’ve no means to do it 
with.” 

“ But are tlie revenues of the estate not suflicieiit to kcc^) 
it up ? ” 

“ \Yell, they would be ; but then you see I have so many 
expenses upon mo.” 

Edina did quite two inches of her hennning before 
iiig again. The course they had embarked upon at Eagles’ 
Nest seemed to be a wrong one altogotlicr : but she felt Hiat 
it was not her jdaco to take lier uncle to task. 

“I’m sure I liope tlic moiKiy will be found. Uncle 
Francis.” 

“ So do I, my dear, and soon too. It shall bo bettor for 
you wlien it is. AVhy Aim should have left my brotlua* 
Hugh and you unmentioned in lior will, I cannot tell ; but 
it was very unjust of her, and I will make it up to you, 
Edina, in a small way. Frank is to have three thousand 
pounds when the money turns up, and you shall have the 
same.” 

Edina smiled. She thought the iiromisc very safe and 
very hopeless : though she knew the good-hearted speaker 
meant what ho said. 

“ Thank you all tlic same, Uncle Francis, but I do not 
want any of the money ; and I am sure you will have ways 
and means for every shilling of it, however much it may 
prove to be. ITr)w long docs Frank mean to remain 
abroad ? ” 

“ Well, I conclude he is waiting for the money to turn 
up,” said the major. 
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“Is it wise of him to stay so long, do you think? ” 

“ I’m sure I don’t know. When ho receives tlio money 
lie will return to London and settle down.” 

And so they chatted on. IMrs. Ihiynor, wlio had hcon 
lying down with a licadacho, came out and joined them. 
The afternoon wore on, and croquet came to an end. Mi\ 
Staiie aj)i)roached to say good-})ye. 

“ Won’t you stay dinner V ” asked the major. 

“ I should like to very much indeed, l)ut I must go home,” 
replied tlie young man : and once more, as Edina watched 
the sincere face and lieard the earnest tone, she decided that 
slui liked him. “My father i)artieularly desired me to be 
at lionic to dinner : he was feeling less well again.” 

“Then you must stay with us next time,” spoke the 
hospitable major. And Mr. Staiie shook hands all round, 
hiaving Alice to the last, and being somewhat longer over it 
with her than he need have boon. 

Ilis departure was the signal for a general break-up. 
Major and Mrs. llaynor went indoors, ( 'harles strolled across 
the lawn witli AVilliam Stanc. Edina retained lier place and 
wont on with her work. (?harles soon came back again, 
and sat down by her. 

“ What a pity you don't play croquet, Edina ! The last 
game was a good one.” 

“ If I had all my time on my liands as you have, Charley, 
and nothing to do with it, I might perhaps take up croquet. 
I can’t tell.” 

“ I know what that tone means, Edina. You want to find 
fault with me for idleness.” 

“ T could lind hiult with you for a good many tbings. 
diaries. The idleness is not the worst of it.” 

“ What is the worst ? ” asked Charles, amused. 

“You have so changed in those few weeks that 1 iisk 
niysclf whether you can bo the same singlo-minded, simple- 
hearted young people who lived at Spring Lawn. I sjieak 
of you and Alice, ( ’harloy.” 

“ ( hrcumstancos have ciiangod,” returned (^harlcs. “ Alice 
— for the girl at that moment came up to them — “ Edina’s 
saying wo have so changed since leaving Bath that she 
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wonders wliotlier we lire ourselves or uot. Jlow liixvc \Kg 
cliaugcd, pray, Ediua ? 

“Your minds and manners arc clianging,” coolly spoke 
Edina, beginning to turn down the hem on tlie other side of 
the handkerchief. “ Do you know what sort of people you 
put me in mind of now ? ” 

“ No. What ? ” 

“ Of nouveaux riches.” 

“ For shame, Edina ! ” 

“You do. And I think the world must judge yi)U as 1 
judge. You are haughty, purse-proud, indifferent.” 

“ Go on,” said ( ’liarlcy. “ I like to hear tlie worst.” 

Edina did go on. “ Von are the worst, Charles. You 
scorn to think the world was made for you alone. Wlieii 
that poor man came yesterday, a cottager, asking for some 
favour or assistance, or comidaining of some liardship — I 
did not quite catch the words — you just flung him olf as 
though he xvere not of the same species of created being as 
yourself. Have you a bad heart, Charles ? ” 

Charles laughed. “ I think 1 have a very good heart— as 
hearts go. The man is troublesome. His name’s Beck. 
Ho has been here three times, and wants I don’t know what 
done to his wTctchcd cottage ; says Mrs. Atkinson promised 
it. My father can’t afford to listen to these complaints, 
Edina : and if he did it for one, he must do it for all. The 
fact is. Aunt Ami did so much for the wretches that she 
spoilt them.” 

“ But you might have spoken kindly to the man. Civilly, 
at any rate.” 

“Oh, bother!” cried (Jharley: who was much of a boy 
still in manner. “ Only think of all those years of *povcrty, 
Edina : we ought to enjoy ourselves now. Why, we had to 
look at a shilling before we spent it. And did not often 
get one to sjicnd.” 

“ But, riiarlcy, you think only of enjoyment. Nothing is 
thought of at Eagles’ Nest but the jdcasure and gratification 
of the present hour, day by day, as the days come round.” 

“ Well, I shall have enough work to do by-and-by, Edina, 
I go to Oxford after the long vacation.” 



AT EAGLES’ NEST. 


225 


“ Anil you go without dny preparation for it,” sai<l Edina. 

“ Troparation ! Why, I am well up in classics,” cried 
Charley, staring at Edina. 

“ I was not thinking of classics. You have had no ex- 
perience, Charles ; you arc like a child in the ways of the 
world.” 

“ I tell you, Edina, I am a very fiiir scholar. What else 
do you want at Oxford ? You don’t want experience there.” 

“ Well for you, Charley, if it shall prove so,” was Edina’s 
answer, as she folded her work to go indoors; for the 
evening was drawing on, and the air felt chilly. Changed 
they all w’crc, more than she could express. They saw with 
one set of eyes, she "witli another. 

“ What a tiresome thing Edina is getting ! ” exclaimed 
Alice to her brother, as Edina disappeared. 

“ A regular croaker.” 

“ A confirmed old maid.” 

Tlie only one who could not be said to have much eliangcd, 
Avas Mrs. Itaynor. She was gentle, meek, simple-mannered 
as ever : but even she was drawn into the vortex of visiting 
and gaiety, of show and expense, of parade and ceremony 
that had set in. She seemed to have no leisure to give to 
anything else. This day w’as the only quiet day Eagles* 
Nest liad during Edina’s visit. ]\Irs. Kaynor, with her 
yielding will, could not help herself altogether. But Edina 
was grieved to see that she neglected the religious training 
of her young children. Even the liearing of their evening 
prayers was given over to the governess. 

“ Mademoiselle Dclruc is a Protestant,” said Mrs. Eaynor ; 
when, on this same evening, Edina ventured to speak a word 
upon the subject, as Kate* and llobcrt said good-night and 
left the drawing-room. 

“I know she is,” said Edina. “But none but a mother 
should, in these vital matters, train her children. You 
always used to do it, Mary.” 

“ If you only knew how fully my time and thoughts arc 
occupied 1 ” returned Mrs. Eajmor, in a tone of great 
deprecation. “We live in a whirl here: and it is rather 
too much for me. And, to toll you the truth, Ti^dina, I 
Kdina. 15 
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sonic tiiiios wonder wlictlicr tlic old life, with all its straitened 
means, was not the liappicr ; wlictlun* wo have in all respects 
iniin’ovcd matters, in coining to Eagles’ Nest.” 


CIIArTElt 11. 

ArriiEIIENSIOXS. 

The tine old house. Eagles' Nest, lay l)uri(;d in snow. It 
was ( ^hvistmas-tide, and ( 'liristmas weatlior. All the 
Ihiynor family liad assemhltal within iis walls : with the 
exception of Dr. Ihiynor and his daughter Ediiui. OJiarles 
had come lionie from keeping his first term at Oxf»n*d ; 
Alfred from scliool ; Frank Ivaynor and liis wife laid 
returned from tlieir sojourn abroad. 

All lliese past months, during which wo have lost sight 
of tliom, Frank and Daisy liad heeii on tlie Continent. 
Almost immediately after their departure from Trennach, 
I’rank, through his medical friend, ( 'risp, was introduced to 
a lady wlio was going to Switzerland with her only son ; a 
sickly lad of fifteen, in wliom the doctors at liomo laid 
hardly been able to keep life. This lady, ]\[rs. Derkoloy, 
propos(;d to Frank to travel with them as medical attmidant 
on her son, and slio liad not the least objection to Frank’s 
wife being of the party. So preliminaries were settled, and 
they started. Frank considered it a most oiiportune chance 
to liave fallen to him wliilo waiting for the missing money 
to turn up. 

But the engagement did not last long. Hardly had they 
settled in Switzerland when the lad died; and Mrs. Thu’lodi'y 
returned to England. Frank stayed on wliere he was. 'I’he 
place and tho sojourn were alike 2>lcasaiit; and, as he 
remarked to his wife, who knew but he might pick uj) a 
l)ractico there, amongst the many English residents of the 
town, or those who flocked to it as birds of 2 )assagc? Daisy 
was just as deliglited to remain as ho : they had funds in 
hand, and could allbrd to throw care to the winds. Even 
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liafl care clcclarccl itself : which it did not. The young are 
sanguine, rarely gifted with much forcthouglit. Frank and 
his wife especially lacked it. A few odds and ends of 
practice did drop into Frank, just a small case or so, at long 
intervals: and they remained stationary for some time in 
]}crfcct complacency. But when Christmas a2)proached, and 
Frank found tliat his five hundred pounds Avoiild not liold 
out for ever, and that the idea of a practice in the Swiss 
town was a mere castle in tlie air, he took his wife homo 
again. By invitation, they went at once to Eagles’ Nest. 

Christmas-Day j)assed merrily, and some of the days 
immediately succeeding to it. On New-Year’s Day they 
were invited to an entertainment at Sir Philip Stane’s; 
Major and Mrs. Bayiior, (.'liarlcs and Alice ; a later invita- 
tion having come in for Frank and his wife. 'William Staiio 
was a freciuent visitor at Eagles’ Nest whenever ho was 
sojourning at his father’s ; and, though he had not yet 
spoken, few could doubt that the chief object to draw Ijim 
there was Alice Raynor. 

Y’es. Sunshine and merry-making, profusion and reckless 
expenditure reigned within the doors of Eagles’ Nest ; but 
little except poverty, distress and dissatisfaction existed 
beyond its gates. Mrs. Atkinson had ever been liberal in 
her care of the estate ; the liyid had been enriched and 
thoroughly well kept ; the small tenants and labourers were 
cared for. One thing she had not done so thoroughly as 
she might : and that was, im^u'oviiig the dwellings of tho 
labourers. Ec2)airs she had made from time to time ; but 
tho jdaccs were really beyond re2)air. Each tenement wanted 
one of two things : to be thoroughly renewed and to have an 
additional slcej)ing-room added ; or else to bo entirely re- 
built. During tho last year of Mrs. Atkinson’s life, slie 
seemed to awaken suddenly to the necessity of doing soiiie- 
thing. Pcrhajis with the ajiiwoach of deatli— which will 
often open our eyes to many things they remained closed to 
before — she saw the sujiinoness she had been guilty of. 
Street tho lawyer w’as liastily summoned to Eagles’ Nest : he 
Was ordered to j)rocure jdans and estimates for new dwell- 
A long row of cottages, some thirty in number, w'as 
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hastily begun. Whilst the builders were commencing their 
work, Mrs. Atkinson died. With nearly her last breath she 
chai’ged IVIr. Street to sec that tlic now houses woro com- 
pleted, and that the old ones were also rcj)aircd and made 
healthy. 

Mr. Street could only hand over the charge to the in- 
heritor of the estate. Major llayiior. The reader may 
remember that the major spoke of it to Edina. The lawyer 
could not do more than that, or carry out Mrs. Atkinson’s 
wishes in any other way. And the major did nothing. Ilis 
will might liave been good enough to carry out tlie changes, 
but he had not the means. So much money was required 
for his own wants and those of his family, that he had none 
to Sparc for other people. The ready-money he came into 
had cliiclly gone in paying back-debts: until these debts 
stared him in the face in black and wliite, he had not thought 
that ho owed a titlie of them. It is a very common experi- 
ence. So the new dwellings were summarily stopped, and 
remained as they were — so many skeletons : and the tumble- 
down cottages, wanting space, drainage, whitewash, and 
everything else that could render them decent and healthy, 
grew worse day by day, and became an eyesore to spectators 
and the talk of the neighbourhood. 

Not only did they sutler from the major’s want of money 
and foresight ; many other necessities were crying out in 
like manner : tlicse are only given as a specimen. Abdvo 
all, he was doing no good to the land, sjicnding notliing to 
enrich it, and sparing necessary and ordinary labour. 
Perhaps had Major Ihiynor understood the cultivation and 
requirements of land, he miglit have made an effort to im- 
prove liis own : as it was, it deteriorated day by day^ 

This state of things had caused a certain antagonism to 
set in between Eagles’ Nest and its dependents. The 
labourers and their families grumbled ; the major, conscious 
of the state of affairs, and feeling some slight shame in con- 
sequence, but knowing at the same time that he was power- 
less to remedy it, shunned them. When complainers came 
to the house ho would very rarely see them. A warm- 
hearted man, he could not bear to hoar them. Mrs* Kayuor 
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and tlic elder children, understanding matters very imper- 
fectly, naturally espoused the major’s cause, and looked 
upon the small tenants as a barbarous, insubordinate set of 
wretches, next door to insurgents. When the poor wives or 
children fell ill, no succour was sent to them from Eagles* 
Nest. With this estrangement reigning, Mrs. Raynor did 
not attcmi)t to help : not from coldness of licart, but that 
she considered they did not deserve help, and, moreover, 
thought it would be flung back on her if she offered it. 

There was where the shoe j)inchcd the 2>oor. Tlio in- 
sufficient dwellings they were used to ; though indeed with 
every winter and every summer they grew worse than ever ; 
but they were not accustomed to utter, contemptuous neglect, 
as they looked upon it, in times of need. Mrs. Atkinson 
had always been a generous mistress : when sickness or 
sorrow or distress in times of little work set in, her hand 
and purse were ever open. Coals in severe weather, Christ- 
mas clicer, warm garments for tlie scantily clad, broth for 
the sick ; she had furnished all : and it was the entire 
withdrawal of this aid that was so much felt now. The 
winter was unusually severe : it frequently is so after a very 
hot summer ; labour was scarce, food was dear : and a great 
deal of illness prevailed. So that you perceive all things 
were not so flourishing in and about Eagle’s Nest as they 
might have been, and Major Raynor’s bed was not entirely 
one of rose-leaves. 

But, unpleasant things that arc out of sight, are, it is 
said, for the most part out of mind — Mr. Blase relict told 
us so much a chapter or two ago — and the discomfort out- 
of-doors did not disturb the geniality within. At Eagles’ 
Nest, the days floated on in a round of enjoyment; they 
seemed to be one continuous course of idcasure that would 
never end. Daisy Raynor had never been so hap2)y in all 
her life : Eagles* Nest, she said, was perfection. 

The music and wax-lights, the flowers and evergreens 
rendered the rooms at Sir Philip Staiie’s a scene of enchant- 
ment. At least it seemed so to Alice Raynor as she entered 
upon it. William Stane stood near the door, and caught her 
hand asshcaiid Charles were followijig their fathcrand mother. 
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“ Tlio first clanco is inino, rcincmberj Alice,” ho whispered. 
And her pretty clieeks flushed and a half-conscious smile 
parted her lips, as she passed on to Lady Stane, 

Lady Stane, a stout and kindly woman in emerald green, 
received her kindly. She suspected that this young lady 
might some day become her daughtcr-in-huv, and she looked 
at her more critically than she had ever looked lieforc. 
Alice could bear the inspection to-night. Her new white 
dress ^yas beautiful; her flieo was chai'iniiig, her manner 
modest and graceful. “The most lady-1 ike girl in the 
room,” mentally decided Lady Stane, ‘-and no doubt ^Yill 
have a fair fortune. William might do Averse.” 

William Stane tlioiiglit ho might do very much Averse. 
Without doubt he Avas truly attached to Alice. Not jAcrliaps 
in the Avild and ardent manner that some lovers oAvn to : all 
natures arc not capable of that : but lie did love her, her 
only, and ho hoped that aa'Iicu he married it Avas slie Avho 
Avould be his Avife. lie wslh not ready to marry at present. 
Ho Avas progressing in his profession, but Avith tlic proverbial 
sloAvness that is said to attend the advancement of barristers : 
and ho did not AV'isli to speak just yet. Meanwhile ho Avas 
quite content to make love tacitly ; and he felt sure tliat his 
intentions Avcrc understood. 

Ilis elder brother AA^as not j)i’csont tliis evening, and it 
fell to William to take his place, and dispense his favours 
j)rctty equally amongst the giujsts. But cv(U’y moment that 
he could snatch for Alice, AA’^as given to her ; in every dance 
that he could possibly spare licr, she Avas liis partner. 

“Have you enjoyed the evening, Alice?” lie asked in a 
AA^hisper, as ho Avas taking her to tlio carriage at three 
o’clock in the morning. 

“ I never enjoyed an evening half so much,” Awas the 
shyly-breathed ansAver. And Mr. William Stane took 
possession of her hand as slic spoke, and kept it to the 
last. 

If this light-hearted carelessness never came to an end ! 
If freedom from trouble cculd only last for ever ! Pleasure 
first, says some wise old saw, pain after Avards. With the 
dawn came the pain to Eagles’ Nest. 
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Amongst tlio letters clclivorctl to Major Raynor — wlio, for 
a wonder, had risen betimes that morning, and was turning 
places over in his study in search of tho lost bonds— was 
one from Oxford. It enclosed a very heavy bill for wine 
supplied to his son Charles : heavy, considering Mr. 
Charleses years and the duration of liis one sojourn at the 
University. The major stared at it, with his sj^cctacles, and 
without liis spectacles ; ho looked at the heading, he gazed 
at the foot ; and finally 'when he liad mastered it ho went 
into a passion, and ordered Charles before him. So 
peremptory was tho summons, that Charles aj)pcarcd in 
haste, lialf dressed. liis outburst, when he found out what 
tho matter was, quite equalled his father’s. 

“ I’m sure I tliought you must bo on fire down here, sir,” 
said he. “ Wliat confounded sneaks they are, to ap23ly to 
you ! I can’t understand their doing it.” 

“ Sneaks be shot ! ” cried the wrathful major. “ Do you 
owe all this, or don’t you ? Tliat’s the question.” 

“Why, the letter was addressed to me f exclaimed 
( liarles, who had been examining the envelope. “ I must 
say, sir, you might allow me to 02 )cn my own letters.” 

But tlio major was guiltless of any want of faith. Tho 
mistake was the butler’s. He had inadvertently xdaced tho 
letter amongst his master’s letters, and tlio major ojiened it 
without glancing at tho address, 

“ What docs it signify, do you suppose, whether I opened 
it or you ? ” demanded the major. “ Not tliat I did it 
intentionally. I should have to know of it : you can’t pay 
this.” 

* “ They can wait,” said (^harlcs. 

“ Wait! Do you mean to confess that you have had all 
this wine?” retorted tho major, irascible for once. “ Why, 
you must bo growing into — into what I don’t care to 
name ! ” 

“You can’t siqiposc that I drank it, sir. Tho other 
undergrads give wine j^artics, and I have to do the same. 
They drink tho wine ; I don’t.” 

“ That is, you drink it amongst you,” roared the major ; 
“•and a nice disreputable lot you must all be. I understood 
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tliat young men went to college to study ; not to drink, and 
run up bills. Wiiat else do you owe ? Is this all ? ” 

Charles hesitated in answering. An untruth ho would 
not tell. The major saw what the hesitation meant, and it 
alarmed him. When we become frightened our wrath cools 
down. The major dropped into a chair, and lost his fierce- 
ness and liis voice together. 

“Charley,” said ho in very subdued tones, “I have not 
the money to pay with. You know I liavcn’t. If it’s much, 
it will ruin me.” 

“ But it is not much, father,” returned Charles, his own 
anger disarmed and contrition taking its place. “There 
may be one or two more trifling bills ; nothing to speak of.” 

“ What on earth made you run them up ? ” 

“I’m sure I don’t know; and I am very sorry for it,” 
said Charles. “ These things accumulate in the most extra- 
ordinary manner. When you fancy tliat you owe only a 
few shillings at some place or another, it turns out to bo 
pounds. You have no idea what it is, father 1 ” 

“ Have I not ! ” returned the major, significantly. “ It is 
because I have rather too much idea of the iiusidious way in 
which debt creeps ujion one, that I should like to see you 
keep out of its toils, (.’harley, my boy, I have been staving 
off liabilities all my life, and haven’t worried niysidf in 
doing it ; but it is beginning to tell upon me now. IMy 
constitution’s changing. I suppose I must be growing 
fidgety.” 

“ Well, don’t let tJiis worry you, father. It’s not so very 
much.” 

“ Much or little, it must be jiaid. I don’t want my sou 
to get into bad odour at college ; or have ‘ debtor ’ attached 
to his name. You arc young for that, Mr. Charles.” 

Charles remained silent. The major was evidently in 
blissful ignorance of the latitude of opinion current amongst 
Oxonians. 

“Go back and dress yourself, (”iarles; and get your 
breakfast over ; and then, just sit down and make out a list 
of what it is you owe, and I’ll see what can be done.” 

Now in the course of this same morning it chanced tlint 
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Frank Raynor took occasion to speak to liis undo about 
money matters, as connected with liis own prospects, wliicli 
lie had not j^rcviously entered upon during Ids present stay. 
The major was pacing his study in a gloomy mood Avlieii 
Frank entered. 

“You look tired, Uncle Francis. Just as though you 
had been dancing all night.” 

“ I leave that to you younger men,” returned the major, 
drawing his easy-chair to the fire. “As to being tired, 
Frank, I am so ; though I have not danced.” 

“ Tired of what, uncle ? ” 

“ Of everything, I think. Sit down, lad.” 

“ I want to speak to you, Uncle Francis, concerning my- 
self and my plans,” said Frank, taking a seat near the lire. 
“ It is time I settled down to something.” 

“Is it?” was the answer. The major’s thoughts were 
elsewhere. 

“ Why, yes ; don’t you think it is, sir ? The question is, 
what is it to be ? With regard to the bonds for that missing 
money, uncle ? They have not turned up, I conclude ? ” 
They have not turned uj), my boy, or the money cither. 
If they had, you’d have been the first to hear of it. I have 
been searching for them this very morning,” 

“ Wliat is your true opinion about the money. Uncle 
Francis ? ” resumed Frank, after a pause. “ Will it ever be 
found ? ” 

“Yes, Frank, I think it will. I feel assured that the 
money is lying somewhere — and tliat it will come to the 
surfiice sooner or later. I sliould be sorry to tliink other- 
wise ; for, goodness knows, I need it badly enough.” 

A piece of blazing wood fell off tlie grate. Frank caught 
the tongs, and put it up again. 

“ And I wish it could be found for your sake, also, Frank. 
You want y^our share of it, you know.” 

“Why, you see. Uncle IVancis, without money I dont 
know what to bo at. If I were single, I’d engage myself 
out as assistant to-morrow ; but for my wife’s sake I wish 
to take a better 2)osition than that.” 

• “ Naturally you do, Frank. And so you ought.” 
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“ It would bo easy enough if I had the money in hand ; 
or if I could with any certainty say when I should have it.’* 

‘‘ It’s sure to come,” said tlie major. “ Quito sure,” 

“ 'Well, I hope so. The difficulty is — when ? ” 

“ You must wait a bit longer, my boy. It may turn up 
any day. To-night, even : to-morrow morning. Never a 
day 2>asses but I go ferreting into some corner or other of 
the old house, thinking I may put my hand upon the papers. 
They are lying in it somewhere, I know, overlooked.” 

“ 13 ut I don't see my way clear to wait. Not to wait 
long. We must have a roof ovc;r our heads, and means to 
keep it up ” 

“ Why, you have a roof over your heads,” interrupted the 
major. “ Can't you stay here ? ” 

“ I should not like to stay too long,” avowed Frank in his 
candour. “ It would be abusing your hos2)itality.” 

“ Abusing a fiddlestick ! ” cried the major, staring at 
Frank. “What’s come to you? Is the house not largo 
enough ? — and idcnty to cat in it ? I’m sure you may stay 
here for ever ; and the longer you stay the more welcome 
you’ll be. We like to have you.” 

“ Thank you greatly. Uncle Francis.” 

“ Daisy docs not want to go aw.ay ; slic’s as haj^py as the 
day’s long,” continued the major. “Just make yourselves 
comfortable here, Frank, my boy, until the money turns uj) 
and I can liand you over some of it.” 

“ Thank you again, uncle,” said Frank, accepting the 
hospitality in tlic free-]ieartcd spirit tliat it was odered. 
“ For a little while at any rate we will stay with you ; but 
I li02)C Ijcfore long to be doing something and to get into a 
home of my own. I can run U 2 ) to town once or twice a 
week and be looking out.” 

“ Of course you can.” 

“ Had you been a rich man, Uncle Francis, I would have 
asked you to Icjid me a thousand 2)Ounds, or so, to set me 
up until the nest-egg is found ; but I know you have not 
got it to lend.” 

“ Got it to lend I ” echoed the major in dismayed astonish- 
ment. “ Why, Frank, my boy, I want to borrow such a sum 
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myself. I wish to my heart I know where to i)ick it \\i\ 
Here’s Charles must have money now : has come home from 
Oxford with a pack of debts at his back ! ” 

“ Charles has ! ” exclaimed Frank in surprise. 

“ And would like to make me believe tliat all the rest of 
the young fellows there run up tlie same bills ! every man 
Jack of ’em ! No, no, Master Cliarlcy : you don’t get me to 
take that in. Young men can be steady at college as well 
as at home if they choose to be. Charley’s just one that’s 
led any way. He is young, you sec, Frank: and ho is 
thrown there, I expect, amongst a few rich blades to wliom 
money is no object, and must needs do as they do. The 
result is, he has made I don’t know what liabilities, and I 
must pay them. Oh, it’s all ^Yorry and bother together ! ” 

Not intentionally, but by chance, Frank, on quitting his 
uncle, came upon C’liarlcs. Looking into a room in search 
of his wife, there cat Charley at a table, pen, ink and paper 
before liim, setting down his debts, as far as he could judge 
of and recollect them. Frank went in and closed the door. 

Charles lot off a little of his superfluous discomfort in 
abuse of tlio people who had ju’csiimcd to trouble him witli 
the wine bill. Frank sat dowii, and drew the paper towards 
him. 

“ I had no idea it could bo as much as that, Frank,” was 
the rueful avowal. “ And T wish witli all my heart tlicir 
wine parties and their fast living had been at the bottom of 
the sea ! ” 

“ la it as much, Charley ? ” 

“ To tell the truth, I am afraid it’s more,” said ( liarlcs, 
with candour. “ I’ve only made a guess at the other 
amounts, and I know I have not put down too mucli. That 
tailor is an awful man for sticking it on : as all the rest of 
tlio crew arc, for the matter of that. I was trying to 
recollect how many times I’ve had liorsos «and traps and 
things ; and I can’t.” 

“ Does Uncle Francis know it comes to all this ? 

“No. And I don’t care to lot him know. Things seem 
to worry him so much now. I do wish that lost money 
could bo found ! ” 



Just wliat your father and I have been wishing,” cried 
Frank. “ Look here, Oharlcy. I have a littlo left out of 
my five hundred j)ounds. You shall have half of it : just 
between ourselves, you know : and then tlic sum my undo 
must find Avill not look so formidable to him. Nay, no 
thanks, lad: would you not all do as miicli for mo — and 
more? And we arc going to stay on hero for a time — and 
that will save expenses.’* 

It was simply impossiblo for Frank Eaynor to see a 
difficulty of this kind, or indeed of any kind, and not help 
to relievo it if ho had help in liis power. That ho w^ouLT 
himself very speedily retpiiro the money he Avas noAv^ giving 
away, was only too probablo : but he was content to forget 
that in Charley’s need. 

The one individual person in all the house that Cliarles 
would have kept from the knowledge of his folly — and in 
his repentance he looked upon it as folly most extreme — 
w’as his mother. Ho loved her dearly; and ho had the 
grace to bo ashamed, for her sake, of what ho had done, and 
to hope that she would never know it. A most fallacious 
hope, as ho was soon to find, for Major Kay nor had taken 
the news up to her with open mouth. 

She was sitting on the low sofa in her dressing-room that 
evening at dusk, when Charles wxnt in. Tlui firelight 
played on her face, showing its look of utter weariness, and 
the traces of tears. 

“ What’s the matter, mother ? ” lie asked, sitting down 
beside her and taking her hand. “ Arc you ill V ” 

“Not ill, Charley,” she answered. “Only tired and — 
and out of sorts.” 

“ What has tired you ? Last night, I suppose. Kut yon 
have been resting all day.” 

“ Not last night particularly. So much fast living does 
not suit mo.” 

“ Fast living 1 ” exclaimed Charles in wondering accents. 
“ Is it the gravies ? — or the jdum-puddings ? ” 

Mrs. Kay nor could not forbear a smile. “ I was not 
thinking of the table, f diaries ; the gravies and the puddings ; 
hut of our fast, artificial existence. Wo seem to have no 
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rest at all. It is always excitement ; iiotliiiig hut cxcitc- 
iiiciit. We went out last iiiglit; we go out to dinner to- 
morrow uiglit ; people come lierc the next night. Every 
day that we are at home there is something; if it’s not 
luncheon and afternoon-tea, it’s dinner; and if it’s not 
dinner, it’s supper. I have to think of it all; the entertain- 
ments and the dress, and everything ; and to go out when 
you go; and — and I feel it is getting rather too much* 
for me.” 

“ Then lie up, mother, for a few days,” advised Charles, 
aftectionately. “Keep by your own fire, and turn things 
over to Alice and tlie servants. You will soon be all right 
again.” 

Mrs. llaynor did not answer. She held (.'harlcs’s hand in 
her own, and was looking steadfastly at the flickering blaze. 
A silence ensued. ( liarlcs lost himself in a train of thought. 

“ What about this trouble of yours, Charley ? ” 

It was a very unpleasant awakening for liim. Of all 
things, this is what he had wanted to keep from her. llis 
ingenuous face — and it was an ingenuous lace in spite of 
the wine bills —flushed deeply with annoyance. 

“ It’s what you need not have heard about, mother. I 
came away from Oxford without paying a few pounds I owe 
there ; that’s all. Tlicre need be no fuss about it.” 

“ I hear of wine bills, and horses, and things of that kind. 
Oh, my dear, need you have entered into that fast sort of 
life?” 

“ Otliers enter into it,” said Charley. 

“ It is not so much the cost that troubles me,” added Mrs. 
Raynor, in loving tones ; “ that can be met somehow. It 
is ” She sto 2 ) 2 )cd as if wanting words. 

It is what, mother *? ” 

“ Charley, my dear, what I think of is this— that you may 
be falling into the world’s evil ways. It is so easy to do it ; 
you young lads are so inexperienced and confiding ; you 
think all is fair that looks fair; that no poison lurks in 
what has n specious surface. And oh, my boy, you know 
that there is a world after this world; and if you were to 
fall too deeply into the ways of t/u's, to get to love it, to bo 



238 


EDTNA. 


unable to do 'witliout it, you mij^lit iicVcr gain tlic other. 
Some young Luhs that liave fallcii away from God have not 
cared to find Ifim again ; never have found Him.” 

“ There has been no harm,” said Cdiarloy. “ And I 
assure you I don’t often miss chapel.” 

“ Charley, dear, there’s a verse in Ecclesiastes that I often 
think of,” she resumed in low sweet tones. “ All mothers 
think of it, I fixncy, when their sons begin to go out in the 
world.” 

“ In Ecclesiastes ? ” repeated Charley. 

“ The verse that Edina illuminated for us once, wlien slie 
was staying at Siu’ing Lawn. It was lier doing it, I tliink, 
that helped to impress it so much on my memory.” 

“I remember it, motlun* mine.” And the words ran 
through Charley’s thoughts as lie spoke. 

“ Eejoicc, 0 young man, in thy youth! and h‘t thy heart 
cheer tliee in the days of thy youtli, and w.alk in the ways 
of thine heart, and in tlie siglit of tliine eyes: Imt know 
thou, that for all tliesc things God will bring tlico into 
judgment.” 


CIIAPTEU III. 


A TIOKU. 

The late spring flowers were Idooming; the air was soft 
and balmy. Easter was rather late; in fact, April was 
passing ; and when Easter comes at that period, it generally 
brings sunshine witli it. 

Eagles’ Nest, amidst other favoured spots, seemed to ho 
as briglit as the day was long. Once more Major Eaynor 
had all liis children about him ; also Frank and Daisy. 
For anything that could bo seen on the surface, merry 
hearts reigned ; none of them seemed to have a care in the 
world. 

Frank decidedly had not. Sanguine and light-hearted, 
ho was content as ever to let the future take care of itself. 



A TIGEH. 


230 


Yidldlng to persuasion, lie still stayed on at Eagles’ Nest. 
His Avife looked forward to being laid up in tlie course of a 
month or two: and where, asked the major, could she bo 
better attended to tlian at Eagles’ Nest ? Daisy, of course, 
wislied to remain ; she should feel safe, she said, in the care 
of Mrs. Itaynor : and who would wish to run away from so 
pleasant a home? Twenty limes at least liad Frank gone 
up to town to see if he could pick up any news, or hear of ' 
anything to suit liim. Delusive dreams often presented 
themselves to liis mental vision, of some doctor, rich in 
years and philantliropy, wlio might be willing to take liim 
in for notliing, to share his lirst-rate practice. As yet tlio 
benevolent old gentleman had not been discovered, but 
Frank (piite believed ho existed somewhere. 

Aiiotlier thing had not been discovered: the missing 
money. Dut Major llaynor, sanguine as over Avas his 
nephew, did not lose faith in its existence. It AA^ould come 
to light some time he felt certain; and of this lie ne\XT 
ceased to assure Frank. Embarrassments decidedly in- 
creased upon the major, cliiefly arising from Iho AA’ant of 
ready cash ; for the greater portion of that aa'US sure to bo 
forestalled before it came in. Still, a man Avho enjoys from 
two to three thousand a-ycar cannot be so very badly off : 
money conies to the fore somchoAv : and on the Avholc Major 
llaynor led an easy, indolent, and self-satisfied life. Had 
they decreased their home expenses, it Avould have been all 
the better : and tliey miglit have done that very matcri.ally, 
and yet not touclied on home comforts. But neither Major 
nor Mrs. Ihiynor knoAV hoAV to set about retreuclimeiit : and 
so the senseless profusion AA'ent on. 

“"What is there to see, Charley? ” 

The (luestioncr Avas Frank. In crossing the grounds, 
some little distance from home, ho came upon Charles 
Raynor. Charles Avas craning his neck oAxr a stile, by 
which the high hedge AA’as diA’ided that bordered the laigc, 
enclosed, three- cornered tract of laud knoAvn as the common. 
On one side of the common AA’cro those miserable dAvellings, 
the neglected cottages : in a line AA’ith them ran the roAV of 
djcletons, summarily stoiiped in process of erection. On 
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tlic other side stood some pretty detached cottages, inhabited 
by a soincwliat better class of people ; whilst this high hedge 
— now budding into summer bloom, and lianked with a 
sloping bank, rich in moss and weeds and wild flowers— 
bordered the third side. In one corner, between tlie hedge 
and the better houses, flourished a small grove of trees. It 
all belonged to IMajor Raynor. 

“Nothing x^ai'ticular,” said Charley, in answer to tlio 
question. “ I was only looking at a fellow.” 

Frank sent his eyes over the green space before him. 
Tliree or four paths traversed it in different directions. A 
l)ortion of it was railed off by wooden fencing, and on this 
some cattle grazed ; but on most of it grass was growing, 
intended for the mower in a month or two’s time. Frank 
could not see a soul ; and said so. Some children, indeed, 
were playing before the huts ; but Charles had evidently not 
alluded to tlicm : his gaze had been directed to the opposite 
side, near tlie grove. 

“ He has disappeared amongst those trees,” said Charles. 

“ Wlio was it ? ” pursued Frank : for tlicrc was something 
in his young cousin’s tone and manner suggestive of uneasi- 
ness, and it awoke his own curiosity. 

Cliarles turned and put liis back against the stile. lie 
liad plucked a small twig from the hedge, and was twirling 
it about between his lips. 

“ Frank, I am in a mess. Keej) a look-out yonder, and if 
you sec a stranger, tell me.” 

“ Over-run the constable at Oxford tliis term, as before ? ” 
questioned Frank, leainng to the truth by instinct. 

Charles nodded. “ And I assure you, Frank,” ho added, 
attempting to excuse liimsclf, “ tliat I no more intended to 
get into debt this last term than I intended to hang myself. 
When I went down after (Christmas, I had formed the best 
resolutions in the world. I told the mother she might trust 
me. No one could have wished to keep straighter than I 
wished : and somehow ” 

“ You didn’t,” put in Frank at the pause. 

“I have managed to fall into a fast set, and that’s 
the truth,” confessed Charles. “And I think the very 
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(Tcncc iff in tlic money. It runs away without your know- 
ing it.” 

« Well, the tradespeople must wait,” said Frank, cheer- 
fully; for he was just as genial over this trouble as ho 
would have been over pleasure. “ They have to wait pretty 
stiffly for others.” 

“ The w’-orst of it is, I have accepted a bill or two,” cried 
Charley, ruefully. “ And— I liad a writ served upon me the 
last day of term.” 

“ Whew ! ” whistled Frank. “ A writ ? ” 

“ One. And I expect another. Tliosc horrid bills — there 
arc two of them — were draw’u at only a month’s date. Of 
course the time’s out ; and the fellow wouldn’t renew ; and 
I expect there’ll bo the dickens to pay. The amount is not 
much; each fifty 2 )ounds; but I have not the ghost of a 
shilling to meet it with.” 

“ What do you owe besides ? ” 

“ As if 1 knew ! There’s the tailor, and tlic bootmaker, 

and the livery stables, and the wine Oh, I can’t 

recollect.” 

Had Frank possessed the money, in pocket or prospective, 
he >vould have handed out help to Charles there and then. 
But he did not possess it. lie was at a nonplus. 

“ When once a writ’s served, tlioy can take you, can’t 
they?” asked (.’harlos, stooiung to jdiick a pink blossom 
from the bank, the twig being bitten away to nothing. 

“ I think BO,” replied Frank, wdio had himself coutrivetl 
to steer clear of these uni)leasant shoals, and knew" no more 
of their j)ower than Charles did. “ By the way, though, I 
don’t know'. Have they got judgment ? ” 

“Judgment? What’s that? Sure to have got it if it’s 
anything bad. And I think I am going to be arrested,” 
continued Charles, droji^nug his voice, and turning to face 
the common again. “ It’s rather a blue look-out. I should 
not so inucli mind it for myself, I think : better men than I 
have had to go through the same : but it’s the fuss there 11 
be at home.”' 

“ The idea of calling yourself a man, Charley ! You are 
^hJy a boy yet.” 

EUiua. 1^ 
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By tlio way, talking of that, Jones of Corjius told mo a 
writ could not bo legally served upon mo as I was not of 
age. Jones said ho was sure of it. What do you think, 
Frank ? 

“ I don’t know. To tell you the truth, Charley, I am not 
at Iiomo in those tilings. But I slioiild suppose that tlio 
very fact of the writ having been served upon you is a proof 
that it can be done, and that Jones of Corpus is wrong. 
William Stanc could toll you : ho must Iiavo all points of 
law at his fingers* ends.” 

“ But I don’t care to ask William Stane. It may bo they 
take it for granted that I am of age. Any way, I was served 
with the writ at Oxford : and, unless I am mistaken,” added 
Charles, gloomily, “ a fellow lias followed mo hero, and is 
dodging my heels to arrest me.” 

“ What are your grounds for thinking so, Charley ? Have 
you seen any suspicious person about ? ” 

“ Yes, I have. Before you came up just now, I ” 

The words were broken off suddenly, (’harles leaped 
from tlio corner of the stile to hide behind the luxlge. Some 
individual was emerging from the grove of trees ; and he, it 
was evident, had caused the movement. 

“ If he turns his stops this way, tell me, Frank, and I’ll 
make a dash homewards through the oak-coppice,” came the 
hurried whisper. 

“ All right. No. Tie is making off across the common.” 

“ That may bo only a ruse to throw mo off my guard,” 
cried Charley, from the hedge. “ Watch. He will come 
over here full pelt in a minute. lie looks just like a tiger, 
with that great mass of brown board. He is a tiger.” 

Frank, leaning his arms on the stile, scanned the move- 
ments of the “Tiger.” The Tiger was at some distance, 
and ho could not see him clearly. A thin tiger of middle 
height, and apparently npi>foachiug middle age, dressed in 
a suit of grey, with a sloucliing hat on his brow’s and a fine 
brown beard. But the Tiger, whosoever ho might be, 
appeared to entertain no hostile intentions for tho present 
moment, and was strolling Icisurcdy in tho direction of the 
huts. Presently F rank spoke. 
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«TIo is well away now, Charley: too far to distinguish 
yon, even should ho turn round. Tlicre’s no danger.” 

Cliarloy came out from the hedge, and took up Ids fjrmcr 
2)Osition at tlio extreme corner of the stile, where lie was 
partly hidden. Every vestige of colour liad forsaken his 
face. He was very young still : not much more tlian a hoy, 
as Frank had said : and imihmiliar with these things. 

“ I saw him yesterday for the first time,” said lie to Frank." 
“ I chanced to he standing liere, as wo are now, and he was 
walking towards mo across the common. Whilst wonder- 
ing, in a lazy kind of way, who he was and what he wanted 
here, a rush of fear came over me. It occurred to me that 
ho might he a sheriff’s officer. Why the idea should flash 
on me in that sudden manner — and the fear — I cannot tell ; 
but it did so. I made tlie best of my way indoors, and did 
not stir out again. Tins morning I said to myself what a 
simjilcton I liad been — that I had no grounds for fearing the 
man, except that lie was a stranger, and that my own mind 
was full of bother ; and I came out, all bravery. Tlio first 
person I saw, upon crossing this stile, was he ; just in the 
same spot, near the trees, in wiiicli I saw him yesterday ; 
and the rush of fear came over mo again. It’s of no good 
your laughing, Frank : I can’t helj) it : I never was a coward 
before.” 

“ I was not laughing. Did lie see you ? ” 

“ Not to-day, I think. Yesterday ho did, looked at me 
keenly ; and here he is again in the same spot ! I am sure 
ho is looking for me. If I wore uj) in funds, I’d be off 
somewhere and stay away.” 

“ Wliat about home— and Oxford ? ” 

“ There’s the worst of it.” 

“ And you could not stay away for ever.” 

“ For ever, no. But, you see, that money may turn up 
any day, and juit all things straight.” 

“Well, you may bo mistaken in the man, Charley: and I 
hope you are.” 

William Stane was at home for these Easter holidays, and 
still tlic rfmtlow of Alice Kaynor. It cliaucccl that this same 
afternoon lie and Alice oncoraitorcd the Tiger as, from 
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that day, Charles and Frank both called him in private. 
Strolling side by side under the brilliant afternoon sun, in 
that silence which is most eloquent of love, with the birds 
singing above them, and the very murmur of the trees speak- 
ing a sweet language to their hearts, they came upon this 
stranger in grey, sitting on the stump of a tree. The trees, 
mostly beeches, wore thick about there ; the path branched 
off sharply at a right angle, and they did not sec him until 
they were close up : in fact, William Stane had to make a 
hasty stop or two to pass without touching him. Perhaps it 
was his nnexpected appearance in that spot, or that it was 
not usual to see strangers there, or else his peculiar look, 
with the slouching hat and the bushy beard ; but certain it 
was that he cspecrally attracted their attention ; somewhat 
of theh* curiosity. 

“ What a strangc-looking man ! ” exclaimed Alice, when 
they had gone on some distance. “ Did you not think so, 
William?” 

Queerish. Does ho live here ? I wonder if ho is aware 
that he is trespassing ? ” 

“ Papa lets any one come on the grounds who likes to,” 
replied Alice. “ Ho is a stranger. I never saw him before.” 

“ Oh, it must be one of the Easter excursionists. Escaped 
from smoky London to enjoy a day or two of pure air in 
the Kentish Wolds.” 

“ As you have done,” said she. 

“ As I have done. I only wisli, Alice, I could enjoy it 
oftener.” 

Words and the tone alike bore a precious meaning to her 
ear. His eyes met hors, and lingered there. 

“I am getting on excellently,” ho- continued. “By the 
end of this year, I have no doubt I shall be justified in — in 
quitting my chambers and taking a house. Perhaps before 
that.” 

“ Look at that hawthorn ! ” exclaimed Alice, darting to a 
hedge they wore now passing, for she know too well what 
the words implied. “ Has it not come out early ! It is in ^ 
full bloom.” 

“ Shall I gather some for you ? ” 
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“ No. It would be a pity. It looks so well tlicrc, and 
every one who passes can enjoy it. Do you know, I never 
see the flowering hawthorn but I think of that good old 
Scotch song, ‘ Ye banks and braes.’ I don’t know why.” 

“ Let us sit down hero,” said he, as they came to a rustic 
seat under the trees. “ And now, Alice, if you would sing 
that good old song, the charm would be perfect.” 

She Laughed. “ What charm ? ” 

“The charm of — everything. The day and hour, the 
white and 2)ink may budding in the hedges, the wild flowers 
Avo crush with our feet, the blue sky and the green trees, the 
sunshine and the shade, the singing birds and the AA^hispering 
leaves, and —yourself.” 

Not another Avord from cither of them just yet. William 
Stano had allowed his hand to fall on hers. Her head was 
slightly turned from him, her cheeks AA'cre glowing, her 
heart Avas beating : it Avas again another interval of that 
most sweet and eloquent silence. 

“ Won’t you begin, Alice ? The birds ‘ Avarbling through 
the floAvering thorn ’ are waiting to hear you. So am I.’* 

And as if she had no power to resist his Avill, she began 
at once, Avithout a dissenting murmur, and sang the song to 
the end. Excepting the birds above them, there Averc no 
listeners : no rover Avas likely to be near that solitary spot. 
Her voice Avas SAveet, but not loud ; every syllabic was 
spoken distinctly. To sit there for ever, side by side, and 
not be disturbed, would be a very Eden. 

“ And my false lover stole my rose, 

But ah ! he left the thorn Avi’ me.” 

Scarcely had the echoing melody died aAvay, Avlicn tlio 
unexpected sound of footsteps Avas heard aproaching, and 
there advanced into vicAv a Avoman Avell knoAvn to Alice ; 
one Sarah Croft, the Avdfe of a man employed on the estate. 
They lived in one of the most miserable dw'cllings on the 
common, but were civil and quiet i somewhat independent 
in manner, but never joining in the semi-rebellion that 
reigned. She looked miserably poor. Her blue cotton 
gOAvn, though clean, Avas in rags, her old shaAvl Avould 
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hardly haug together, the black bonnet on her head might 
have been used for frightening the crows. She dropped a 
curtsy and was passing onwards, when Alice inquired after 
her sick children. 

“They be no better, Miss Eaynor, thank you,” slie 
answered, halting in front of the bench. “ The little one, 
she be took sick now, as well as the two boys. I’ve a fine 
time o’t.” 

“ Why don’t you have a doctor to them ? ” said Alice. 

“ More nor a week agonc I went up to the parish and 
tellcd them I must have a doctor to my children : but ho 
never come till yesterday.” 

“ What did he say ? ” 

“ I’ll tell ye what ho said, Atiss Eaynor, if ye like. He 
said doctors and doctors’ stuff was o’ no good, so long as tho 
houses remained what they was — pcs-ti-fe-rus. I should 
not have remembered the word, tliough, but for Jetty’s 
lodger repeating of tho very self-same word to me a minute 
or two agone. I’ve just passed him, a-sitting down Tinder 
yonder beeches.” 

Alice, as well as William Stane, instantly recalled the 
man in grey they had seen there. “Jetty’s lodger!” re- 
peated Alice. “ Who is he ? ” 

“ Some stranger staying in the place. Miss Eaynor. lie 
come into it one morning, a week agone, and took Jetty’s 
rooms whicli was to let.” 

“ What is ho staying hero for V ” 

“ To pry into people’s business, I think,” replied tho 
woman. “ He’s always about, here, there, and everywhere ; 
one can’t stir out many yards but one meets him. Saturday 
last, he walks right into our place without as much as 
knocking; and there ho turns hissclf round and about, 
looking at tho rotten floor and tho dripping walls, and 
snifting at the bad smell that’s always tlierc, just as if ho 
had as much right inside as a king. ‘ Who is your land- 
lord ? ’ says he, ‘ and does ho know what a den this is ? ’ So 
I told him that our landlord was Major Eaynor at Eagles’ 
Nest, and that he did know, but that nothing was done for us. 
He have gone, I hear, into some o’ tho other houses as well.’*’ 
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Tlio woman’s tone was quite civil, but there could bo no 
doubt that, in her independence, she was talking at Alice 
as the daughter of Major Eaynor. 

“ As I passed him now he asked mo whether my sick 
children was better— just as you have. Miss Eaynor. I told 
him they was worse. ‘ And worse they will be, and never 
better, and all the rest of you too,’ says he, ‘ as long as you 
inhabit them j^GS-ti-fc-rus dens ! ’ ” 

Alice drew up her head in cold disdain, vouchsafing no 
further word, and feeling very angry at the implied reproach. 
The woman drop2)od a slight curtsy again, and went on 
her way. 

“ How insolent they all are ! ” exclaimed Alice to Mr. 
Stanc. “ Tliat Sarah Croft would have been abusive in 
another moment.” 

“ Their cottages are bad,” returned the young man, after 
a pause. “ Could nothing bo done, I wonder, to make them 
a little better ? ” 

“It is pa];)a’s business, not mine,” remarked Alice, in 
slight resentment. “ And the idea of that stranger presuming 
to interfere ! I wonder what he means by it V ” 

“ I do not suppose ho intends it as interference : he is 
looking about him by way of filling up his time : it must 
hang ratlier monotonously on his hands down here, I 
ju’esumo, away from his books and ledgers,” remarked Mr. 
Stanc. “ It is the way of the world, Alice ; jieoidc must bo 
busy-bodies and look into what does not concern them, for 
curiosity’s sake. Nay, just a few moments longer,” he said, 
for she had risen to dcjiart. “ To-morrow I shall have no 
such jileasant and peaceful scat to linger in; I shall not 
have you. How delightful it all is ! ” 

And so, the disturbing element forgotten, they sat on in 
the balmy air, under the blue of the sky, the green foliage 
about them si)ringing into life and beauty, ty^ic of another 
Life that must succeed our own winter, and listening to the 
little birds overhead warbling their joyous songs. Can 
none of us, grey now with care and work and years, remem- 
ber just such an hour spent in our own sweet spring-time ? 
—when all things around spoke to our hearts in one unmixed 
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love-strain of harmony, and the future looked like a 
cliarmcd scroll tliat could only bring intense happiness in 
the unrolling thereof ? 

“ Take iny arm, Alice,” ho half whispered, when they at 
length rose to return. 

She did take it, her face and heart glowing. Took it 
timidly and w'itli much self-consciousness, never having 
^ been in tlie habit of taking it, or ho of offering it. Her 
liand trembled as it lay gently upon his arm ; each might 
have heard the other’s heart beating. And so in the bliss 
of this, their first love-dream, they sauntered homo through 
tlic grounds, choosing pleasant glades and mossy by-ways ; 
and arrived to find Eagles’ Nest in a commotion. 

Mrs. Frank Kayiior liad been taken seriously and un- 
expectedly ill. Doctors were sent for ; servants ran about. 
And William Stane said farewell, and went homo from an 
afternoon that would over remain as a green spot on his 
memory. It was his last day of iioliday. 

With the morning, Daisy lay in great danger. Tlio 
illness, not anticij)ated for a month or two, had come on 
suddenly. In one sense of the w^ord the event was over, but 
not the danger ; and the baby, not destined to see the light, 
was gone. 

It was perhaps unfortunate that on this same morning 
Frank should receive an urgent summons to Trcnnach. 
Edina wrote. Her father was very ill ; ill, it was feared, 
unto death ; and he most earnestly begged Frank to travel 
to him with all si)ced, for ho had urgent need of seeing him. 
Edina said that, unless her fatlier sliould rally, three or four 
days were the utmost limits of life accorded to him by the 
doctors : sh^s therefore begged of Frank to lose no time in 
obeying the summons ; and she added that her father desired 
her to say the journey should Ihj no cost to him. 

“What a distressing thing!” cried Frank, in blank 
dismay, showing the letter to the major. “I cannot go. 
It is impossible that I can go whilst Daisy lies in this 
state.” 

“ Good gracious ! ” said the major, rubbing his head, as 
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he always did in any emergency. “Well, I suppose you 
can’t, my boy. Poor Ilugli ! ” 

“How can I! Suppose I were to go, and— and she 
died?” 

“Yes, to bo sure. You must wait until she is in less 
danger. I hope with all my heart Hugh will rally. And 
Daisy too.” 

Frank sat down and wrote a few words to his uncle, ‘ 
tolling him why ho could not start that day, but that ho 
would do so the moment his wife’s state allowed it. lie 
wrote more fully, but to the same effect, to Edina. Perhaps 
on the morrow, he added. The morrow might bring better 
things. 

But on the morrow Daisy was even worse. A high fever 
had set in. Frank wrote again to Trennacli, but ho could 
not leave Eagles’ Nest. Some days went on ; days of peril : 
Daisy was liovering between life and death. And on the 
first day tliat a very faint indication of improveiuont was 
perceptible and the medical men said she might now live, 
that tlioro was a bare chance of it, but no certainty ; that 
same day the final news came from Trennacli, and it was 
too late for Frank to take the journey. Dr. Raynor was 
dead. 

The tidings came by letter from Edina : written to Frank. 
It was only a short note, giving a few particulars. Within 
this note, however, was a thicker letter, scaled and marked 
“ Private.” Frank chanced to be alone at the moment, and 
opened it with some curiosity. On a single sheet of en- 
veloping i)aper, enclosing a letter from Dr. Raynor, were 
the following lines from Edina. 

“ My poor father was so anxious to see you, dear Frank, 
at the last, that it disturbed his peace. Of course you could 
not come, under the circumstances ; ho saw that ; but he 
said over and over again that yoim not coming was most 
unfortunate, and to you might bo disastrous. At the hours 
of the day and night when a train was due, nothing could 
exceed the eagerness with which he looked for you, his 
restlessness when it grew too late to admit of hope that you 
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had conic. The day hcforo lie died, when ho know the end 
was approaching and he should not live to see you, he 
caused himself to he propped up in bed, and had pen-and- 
ink brought that he might write to you. Ho watched mo 
seal up the letter when it was finished, and charged mo to 
send it to you when all was over, but to be sure to enclose 
it privately, and to tell you to open and road it when you 
were alone. — E. E.” 

Sending Edina’s short note announcing the death of her 
father to Major Eayiior by a servant, Erank carried these 
lines and the doctor’s letter to his chamber : thereby obeying 
injunctions, but nevertheless wondering at them very much. 
What could his uncle have to say to him necessitating 
secrecy ? Breaking the seal, he ran his eyes over the almost 
illegible lines that the dying hand had traced. 

“ My deah NErnsw Fiunk, 

‘‘ I wanted to see you ; I ought not to have put 
it off so long. But this closing scene has come upon mo 
somewhat suddenly : and now I cannot write all I ought to, 
and should wish ; and I must, of necessity, write abruptly. 

“ Are you conscious of being in any danger 1 Have you 
committed any act that could bring you under the arm of 
the law ? If so, take care of yourself. A terrible rumour 
was whispered in my cars by Andrew Float, connecting you 
with the hitherto unexplained hito of Bell the miner. I 
charged Float to bo silent — and I think he will be, for ho 
is a kind and good man, and only spoke to mo that I might 
put you on your guard— and I questioned Blase Pellet, from 
whom Float had heard it. Pellet was sullen, obstinate, 
would not say much ; but he did say that he could hang you, 
and would do it if you offended him or put yourself in his 
way. I could not get anything more from him, and it was 
not a subject that I eared to inquire into minutely, or could 
pursue openly. 

“ My boy, you best know what grounds there may bo for 
this half-breathed accusation ; whether any or none. I have 
scarcely had a minute’s peace since it reached me, now three 
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weeks ago : in fact, it has, I believe, brought on the crisis 
with me somewhat before it would otherwise have come. 
At one moment I say to myself. It is a malicious invention, 
an infamous lie ; I know my boy Frank too well to believe 
this, or anything else against him: the next moment I 
shudder at the tale and at the possibility of what may have 
been enacted. Perhaps through passion — or accident — or — 
I grow confused ; I know not wliat I would say. 

“ Oh, my boy, my nephew, my dear brother Henry’s only 
child! my heart is aching with dismay and doubt. I do 

believe you are innocent of all intention to do harm ; but 

My sight is growing dim. Talce care of yourself Hide 
yourself if need be (and you best know ^vhctlicr tliere be 
need, or not) from Blase Pellet. It is he who 'would bo 
your enemy. I see it ; and Andrew Float sees it ; though 
we know not why or wherefore. In any obscure nook of 
this wide world, shelter yourself from him. Don’t let liim 
know where you arc. If ho docs indeed hold power in his 
hand, it may bo your only chance of safety: he said it was 
so. I can write no more. God bless and help you! 
Farewell. 

‘‘ Your loving and anxious 

“ Uncle Hugh.” 

Frank Kaynor may have drawn many a deep breath in his 
life, but never so dcci) a one as he drew now. Mechanically 
he folded the letter and placed it in an inner pocket. 

“ Arc you there, sir ? ” 

The question came from outside the door, in the voice of 
one of the servants. Frank unbolted it. 

“ Lunch is on the table, sir.” 

“ Is it ? ” returned Frank, half bow'ildercd. “ I don’t want 
any to-day, James. Just say so. I am going out for a 
stroll.” 

The letters from Cornwall were never delivered at Eagles* 
Nest until the mid-day post. Frank took his hat, and went 
out; bending his steps 'whithersoever they chose to take 
him, so that he might be alone. Strolling on mechanically, 
in deep thought, he plunged into a dark coppice, and asked 
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liimsclf wliat lie was to do. The letter had disturbed him 
in no ordinary degree. It had taken all his spirit, all his 
elasticity out of him : and that was saying a great deal for 
Frank Itaynor. 

“ I wish I could hang Blase Pellet ! ” he broke forth in 
his torment and perplexity. “ He deserves it richly. To 
disturb my poor uncle witli his malicious tongue ! Villain ! ” 

But Frank was unconsciously unjust. It was not Blase 
Pellet who had disturbed Dr. Baynor. At least, he had not 
done it intentionally. To do Blase justice, he was vexed 
that the doctor should have heard it, for ho held him in 
great respect and would not willingly have grieved him. 
Ill an evil moment, when Blase had taken rather more than 
was (xuito necessary — an almost unprecedented occurrence 
with him — ho had dropped the dangerous words to Andrew 
Float. 

“ Yes, I must hide from liim, as my uncle says,” resumed 
Frank, referring to the advice in the letter. “ There’s no 
help for it. He could be a dangerous enemy. For my own 
sake ; for — every one’s sake, I must keep myself in some 
shelter where he cannot find me.” 

Emerging on to the open ground, Frank lifted his eyes, 
and saw, standing near him, the man in grey, whom they 
liad christened the Tiger. He was leaning against the tree 
with bent head and folded arms, apparently in deep thought. 
All in a moment, just as a personal fear of him had rushed 
over ( liarles, so did it now rush over Frank. Ilis brain 
grow dizzy. 

For the idea somehow struck him that the man was not 
wanting Charles at all. But that ho might bo an emissary 
of Blase Pellet’s, come hither to look after himself and his 
movements. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

AT jetty’s. 

John Jetty was the local carpenter. A master in a small 
way. His workshop was in tlic village, Grassmere, near to 
Eagles* Nest ; his dwelling-house was on tho common already 
described. In this house ho lived with his sister, Esther 
Jetty ; a staid woman, more than ten years older than him- 
self : he being a smart, talkative, active, and very intelligent 
man of two or threc-and-thirty. Tlio house, which they 
rented of Major Raynor, w’as larger than they required, ami 
Esther Jetty was in the habit of letting a sitting and bed- 
room in it when she could find a desirable lodger to occupy 
them. 

On the Thursday in Passion Week, when she was in tho 
midst of her house-cleaning for Easter, and in tho act of 
polishing the outside of tho siiare sitting-room window, in 
wliich hung a card with “ Lodgings ** inscribed on it, sho 
noticed a man in grey clothes sauntering up from the direc- 
tion of tho railway-station, an overcoat on his arm, and a 
good-sized black bag in his hand. 

“ Some traveller from London,** decided Esther J etty, 
turning to gaze at him ; for a stranger in tho quiet place 
was quite an event. “ Come down to spend Easter.** 

The thought had scarcely crossed her mind, when, some- 
what to her surprise, tho stranger turned out of the 2)atli, 
walked directly towards her, and took off his hat whilo ho 
spoke. 

“ Have you lodgings to let ? ” he asked. “ I see a card in 
your window.*’ 

“ Yes, sir ; I have two rooms,” said she, respectfully, for 
the courtesy of the lifted hat had favourably impressed her, 
and the tones of his voice were courteous also, not at all 
like those of an individual in humble station. “ What a fine 
beard ! *’ she thought to herselfc “ IIow smooth and silky 
it is!” 
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“ I want to stay in this place a few clays,” contimicfl lie, 
“ and am looking for lodgings. Perhaps yours would suit 
me.” 

Esther Jetty hastened to show the rooms. They were 
small, but clean, comfortable, and prettily furnished : and 
the rent was ten shillings per week. 

“ It is not too much, sir, at tliis season of the year, when 
summer’s coming on,” she hastened to say, lest tlie amount 
should bo objected to. “ I always try to make my lodgers 
comfortable, and cook for tliem and wait on them well. The 
last I had — a sick young woman and her little girl — stayed 
here all the winter and spring : they only left three weeks 
ago.” 

The stranger’s answer was to put down a sovereign. 
“ That’s the first week’s rent in advance,” said he. “ With 
the change you can get mo some mutton-chops for my dinner. 
I shall not give you much trouble.” And lie took possession 
of the rooms at once. 

As the days had gone on, only a few as yet, Esther Jetty 
found that his promise of not giving much trouble was kept. 
Slio had never had a lodger who gave less, lie lived very 
simply. Ilis dinner generally consisted of two muttoii- 
cho2)s ; his otlier food chiefly of eggs and bread-and-butter. 
It was glorious weather ; and lie passed nearly all his time 
out-of-doors. 

Not a nook or corner of the immediate neighbourhood 
escaped his keen eye, his, as it seemed, insatiable curiosity. 
He penetrated into the small dwelling-houses, good and 
bad, asking questions of the inmates, making friends with 
them all. He would stand by the half-hour side by side 
with the out-door labourers, saying the land Avanted this and 
that done to it, and demanding Avhy it was not done. But, 
there could be no doubt that he was even more curious in 
regard to the Eaynor family, and especially to its eldest son, 
than he was as to the land and its labourers : and the latter 
soon noticed that if by chance Charles Eaynor came into 
sight, the stranger would stroll off, apparently without aim, 
towards him ; and when Charles turned away, as he in- 
variably did, the man followed in his wake at a distance; 
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In short, it would seem that liis cliief business was to look 
surreptitiously after some of tlic inmates of Eagles’ Nest ; 
and that his visits to the land and the cottages, and his dis- 
paraging remarks thereupon, were probably only taken up 
to pass tho time away. These opinions, however, grew upon 
people as time went on, rather than at the beginning of his 
stay. 

Easter week passed. On the following Sunday tho stranger ' 
went to church ; and, after tlie service began, took up a place 
wlicncc he liad full view of the largo square 2)0w belonging 
to Eagles’ Nest. On Easter Sunday he had sat at the back 
of tho churcli, out of sight. C^harlcs, Alice, and Frank were 
in the pew to-day, with the governess and little Kate: 
Mrs. Itayiior was at homo with Frank’s wife, then lying 
dangerously ill; the major had not come. This was two 
days before they received news of Dr. Eaynor’s death, 
(’harles was rendered miserably uncomfortable during tho 
service by tlic j)resenco of the Tiger oi)posito to liirn — as 
might bo read by any one in tho secret of his fears, and was 
read by Frank. Never did Charles raise his eyes but ho 
saw those of tho Tiger fixed on him. In fact, tho Tiger 
studied tho faces in Major Kaynor’s pew more attentively 
than he studied his book. 

“ lie is taking toll of mo that ho may know me again : I 
don’t sujiposc ho knew me before, or his work would have 
been done and over,” tliouglit Charles. “ Wliat a jn’ccious 
idiot I was to come to church! Thank Heaven, he can’t 
touch me on a Sunday.” And when tho service was ended, 
the Tiger coolly stood in the churchyard and w’atchcd tho 
family jiass him, looking keenly at Charles. 

He liad in like manner watched them into churcli. From 
a shady nook in the same churchyard, he had stood, himself 
unseen, looking at the congregation as they filed in. When 
tho bell had ceased, and the last person seemed to have 
entered, then tho Tiger followed, and put himself in the best 
place for seeing tho Kaynors. It w^as, however, the first and 
last time (’liarlcs was annoyed in a similar manner. On 
subsequent Sundays, the Tiger, if ho wont to church at all, 
>vas lost amidst the general congregation. 
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On this same Sunday evening, John Jetty found himself 
invited to take a pipe with his lodger. They sat in the 
arbour in the back-garden, amidst the herbs, the spring 
cabbages, and the early flowers. Jetty never wanted any 
inducement to tallc. lie was not of a wary nature by any 
means, and did not observe how skilfully and easily tlio 
thread of his discourse was this evening turned on the 
Raynors and their affairs. No man in the jdace could have 
supplied more correct information to a stranger than he. 
He was often at work in the house, was particularly inti- 
mate with Lamb the butler, who had lived with Mrs. Atkin- 
son ; as had two or three of the other head servants ; and 
they had the family politics at their fingers’ ends. Mrs. 
Raynor had brought one servant from Spring Lawn ; the 
nurse ; the woman knew all about her branch of tlic family, 
Frank included, and had no objection to relate news for the 
new people’s benelit, who in their turn repeated it to Jetty. 
Conseciuently Jetty was as much at home in the family 
archives as tlie Raynors were themselves. 

“ Is the estate entailed on the major’s son ? ” questioned 
the Tiger, in a pause of the conversation. 

“I don’t think it’s strictly entailed on him, sir, but of 
course he’ll have it,” was Jetty’s answer. “ Indeed, it is no 
secret that the major has made a will and left it to liim. 
Mrs. Atkinson bequeathed it entirely to the major : she didn’t 
entail it.” 

“Who was Mrs. Atkinson?” asked the Tiger. 

“ Why, the possessor of tlie estate before him,” cried Jetty, 
in accents full of surprise. To him, familiar for many 
years with Eagles* Nest and its people, it sounded strange to 
hear any one asking wlio Mrs. Atkinson was. “ She was an 
old lady, sir, sister to the major, and it all belonged to her. 
He only came into it last year when she died.” 

“ Had slie no sons ? ” 

“ No, sir ; not any. I never heard tha-t she did have any. 
Her husband was a banker in London ; he bought this place 
a good many years ago. After his death Mrs. Atkinson 
entirely lived in it.” 

“ Then — it is sure to come to the major’s eldest son ? ” 
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As sure as sure ean be,” affirmed Jedty, replonisliing liis 
pipe at liis lodger’s invitation. “ The major would not bo 
likely to will it away to anybody else.” 

“I saw two young men in tlio pew to-day: one quite 
young, scarcely out of bis teens, I sliould say ; the other 
some years older. Which of them was the son ? ” 

“ oil, the youngest. The other is a nephew ; Mr. Frank 
Jlaynor. lie is very good-looking, he is : such a pleasant 
face, with nice blue eyes and bright hair. Not but what 
Mr. Charles is good-looking, too, in a different way.” 

“ Mr. Charles looks to me like an insolent young piqipy,” 
freely commented tlie Tiger. “ And has a haughty air witli 
it : as though lie were king of the country and all the rest 
of us were his subjects.” The probability was that ( 'harles 
had lionoured the staring Tiger with all the haughty and 
insolent looks ho could call up throughout the service. 

“ Well, ho is a bit haughty sometimes,” acdcnowledged the 
carpenter. “ Folks Iiavo found him so. He is just homo 
from . Oxford, sir, and I fancy has been spending pretty 
freely there : Lamb just gave me a hint. Jlut if you want 
l)leasant words and cordial manners, you must go to tluj 
neiiliow, Mr. Frank.” 

“ What is he doing here ? ” dryly asked the stranger, after 
a pause. 

He is a doctor, sir.” 

“ A doctor ? Is he in practice here ? ” 

“ Oh no. He is waiting to set up in London, and staying 
down here tilFlie does it.” 

** Wliat is he waiting for ? ” 

“ Well, sir, for money, I guess. The Ihiynors are open- 
natured iieople and don’t scruple to talk of tilings before 
their servants, so that there’s not mucli but what’s known. 
When the late Mrs. Atkinson died, a good deal of stir arose 
about some money of hers that could not be found : tliousands 
and tliousands of i^oiinds, it was said. It could neither be 
found, nor the papers relating to it.” 

“Is it not found yet?” asked the Tiger, stroking his 
silky beard. 

“ Not yet. The major is anxiously waiting for it ; not a 
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(lay passes, Lamb says, but ho is sure to remark that it may 
turn up the next. Mr. Frank Eaynor is to have some of 
tliis money to set him \\j> in practice.” 

“ Did Mrs. Atkinson not leave any money to him ? He 
must have boon a relation of hors ? ” 

‘‘ Oh yes, she left him money. I forget what it was now — 
a good sum, though.” 

“Wliy does ho not set up with that?” <iucstionod the 
Tiger, wondoringly. 

“ Ho has spent it, sir. He and his young wife went 
abroad, and lived away, I suppose. Any way, the money’s 
gone. Lamb says. But Mr. Frank’s as nice a follow as ever 
lived.” 

“ Did ho ” began the stranger, and then broke off, as 

if in doubt whether or not to put the (question : but in a 
moment went on firmly. “ Did ho ever live at Trennach, in 
( \)rnAvall ? ” 

“Trennach?” repeated Jetty, considcu'ing. “Yes, sir, I 
think that’s whore ho did live. Yes, I’m sure that is the 
name. Ho was in practice there with another uncle, one 
Dr. Eaynor, and might have stopped there and come into 
the practice after him. A rare good opening for him, it’s 
said ; but ho preferred to go elsewhere.” 

“Preferred to travel and see tlio world,” spoke the 
stranger, cynically. “Are Major Eaynor’s revenues good 
ones ? ” 

“ Well, sir, I know in Mrs. Atkinson’s time this estate 
was said to bi:ing in a clear two thousand ti-ycar. And 
Major Eaynor had of course an income before he came into 
it : but that, I hoar, is only an annuity, and goes from him 
at liis death.” 

“ Then, if his revenues amount to that — from two to three 
thousand a-year — how is it that ho does not do the repairs 
necessary on the estate, and keep up the land, and help to 
ameliorate the condition of the wretched serfs about him ? ” 
demanded the stranger. 

Jetty shook his head. “I don’t think it is the will that’s 
wanting,” replied he. “ The major seems to be thoroughly 
good-hearted: and Lamb says he is one of the easiest 
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masters lie could ever wish to serve. No, it is not the will, 
sir, that is wanting,” 

“ What is it, then ? Tlie money ? ” 

Jetty nodded in the affirmative. “They live at such a 
rate, you sec, sir ; and it is said the major liad a lot of hack- 
debts to pay when he came liere. Altogether, he has 
nothing to spare.” 

“Then ho ought to have,” asserted the Tiger, tajiiiing 
thoughtfully at his pipe, that lay on the table. “ Docs ho 
never visit his tenements and see into things for himself? ” 

“ No, sir, not he. ’Twould be too much exertion for him. 
He can’t walk about much ; never comes beyond his own 
garden gates ; never.” 

The Tiger paused. “ Tliis young Frank Raynor’s wife, 
who is lying ill : had she no money ? ” 

“ No, sir. Her family have i)lcnty, I expect, for they live 
at some grand place down in (’ornwall. But slie has none. 
It was a runaway match that she and ]\[r. Frank made, so 
she couldn’t expect any.” 

The Tiger nodded two or throe times, as if in self-com- 
mune, “I see,” said ho; “these Raynors are an improvi- 
dent set altogether. Thouglitless, cruel, selfisli, upstart 
and purse-proud. From what little I have noticed during 
the few days I liavc liceii here, that is the impression they 
make upon me : and what you say confirms it.” 

He took liis pipe up from the table as he spoke, knocked 
tlic aslies out of it, and put it into its case. An intimation, 
John Jetty thought, that their social hour was at an end : 
and he went away, respectfully wishing his lodger good- 
evening. 

Easter was over ; and the time for going back to Oxford 
for the coming term was past. Charles Raynor liad not 
gone 112) to kce}) it. He had to confess to tlie major tliat he 
did not care to go back without a good sum of money, a 2 )art 
from his allowance ; he might have said, dared not go. It 
was not convenient to find the sum : so the major decided 
tliat Charles must miss that one term, and keep the next. 

.The weeks went on, Charles had in a degree got over 
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liis dreatl of the Tiger — who fitill remained on in his lodgings 
—for it was now very evident that if that mysterious man’s 
mission at Grassmere were to take him into custody for debt, 
it might have been accomplished ere this. Nevertliclcss, so 
strongly do first impressions retain their hold upon us, his 
dislike of the man continued in nil its force. 

But, as Charles’s alarm subsided, Frank’s increased. Tlio 
more evident it became that Charles was not the Tiger’s 
object, the more surely did it seem to Frank that he himself 
was. It was a fetu* he could not speak of, but his secret 
uneasiness was great. Neither he nor ( liarhjs could fail to 
see that the man’s daily business appeared to be that of 
watching the movements of the Kay nor family, especially 
those of the two young men. Not watching oftensively, but 
in a quiet, easy, unobtrusive manner. Frank fully believed 
that the man was a secret emissary of Blase Pellet’s sent 
there to sec that he did not escape his toils. 

Major Raynor had never seen this man : and Frank and 
Charles, each for his own private and individual reasons, 
had refrained from .speaking about him. Of late the major 
had chiefly confined himself to the gardens immediately 
attached to liis house. There were two reasons for this: 
the one, that he had now grown so very stout as to render 
walking a trouble to liiin, and when he did go out it was in 
a carriage ; the other, tluit he never wont beyond his inner 
fence but he was sure to meet one or other of those wretched 
malcontents ; who thought nothing of accosting him and 
asking him to do this, and to do that. So matters remained 
pretty stationary : the major indolently nursing himself in 
his easy-chair on the lawn ; the young men enjoying their 
private discomforts ; and the Tiger peering into every con- 
ceivable spot open to him, and making himself better 
acquainted with tlic general shortcomings of the Raynors, 
in regard to the estate and the pco2)le on it, than they were 
themselves. 

. It was Saturday evening. Alice sat at the piano in the 
drawing-room, singing songs in the twilight to the intense 
gratification of William Stane, who stood over her. Tlie 
young barrister frequently ran down home the last day of 
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tlio week, to reniiiiu over the Sunday with his family. As a 
matter of course, he spent a great j^art of the time at Eagles* 
Nest. The major sat hack in the room, dozing; niarlos 
was listlessly turning over a pile of music. Eagles’ Nest 
had given an afternoon party that day ; a fashionable kettle- 
drum ; but the guests had departed. 

“ I can scarcely see,” said Alice, as her lover i)laced a now 
song before her. She was in the dress she had worn in the 
afternoon a black gauze trimmed with white ribbons, with 
silver bracelets and other silver ornaments, and looked 
charmingly lovely. They were in mourning for Dr. Raynor. 

“ ril ring for lights,” said Charles. “ I can’t sec, either.” 

Tlic talking had aroused the major. “Wo don’t want 
li gilts yet,” said ho. “ It is pleasanter as it is.” 

“ Sing the songs you know by heart,” whisjiered William 
Stanc. “ After all, they are the best and sweetest.” 

Presently Lamb came in of his own accord, with the wax- 
lights. The major, waking up again, made no objection 
now, but forbade tlio shutters to be closed. 

“ It’s a iiity to shut out that moonlight,” said he. Not 
that the moonlight could have interested liim much, for in 
another minute he was asleep again. He had grown strangely 
drowsy of late. So the room was lighted up, and the moon- 
light streamed in at the window. 

Frank entered. He had been sitting upstairs with his 
wife, who was still very ill. In fact, this had been an 
unusually prolonged and critical sickness. Taking up his 
position at the window, Frank listened silently to the song 
then ill 2)rogrcss. Charles came up to him. 

“ How is she to-night, Frank?” 

“ No better. If Look there ! ” he suddenly ex- 

claimed, his voice sunk to a whisper. 

Some one had walked deliberately by, outside the window, 
gazing at what there might bo to see within the room. Was 
it the Tiger ? Frank’s heart beat nineteen to the dozen. 

“ Did you sec him, Cliarley ? ” 

“ Who was it ? ” whispered Charley. 

“ I’m not quite sure ; he passed so quickly. The Tiger, I 
conclude. Yes, I feel sure of it. I know the cut of his hat.*' 
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“ Wliat consummato impudence, to be trespassing here ! ” 

They both left the room, made tlicir way to a side-door, 
and looked out. No one was in sight ; and yet, whosoever 
it was that had passed must liave come that way. 

“ He lias turned back,” said Charley : and as ho spoke ho 
advanced cautiously amidst the shrubs that skirted that end 
of the house, and looked round at the front. 

No. Not a soul was to be seen or heard. Had he 
scampered straight across the lawn and made off? It 
seemed like it. 

“ I wonder what it’s coming to I ” cried ( liarley. “ (\)uld 
we have him warned off the estate, I wonder ? ” 

“ Hardly,” sjioko Frank, in a dreamy tone. 

“ I cannot think what he docs hero,” exclaimed Charles. 
“If he had any evil inteniions, he — he would have acted 
112)011 tlicm before now.” 

“ You mean as to yourself, ( 'barley. Rely upon it, you 
are out of the matter altogether.” 

“Who’s in it, then?” 

“ Myself, perliaps.” 

The answer was given quietly and easily: but there was 
something in its tone that kept Charles from regarding it as 
a jest. 

“ You are not in debt, are you, Frank ? ” ho cried hastily. 

“ Not that I know of.” 

“ I declare for the moment I thought you must be in 
earnest,” said Charles, relieved. “ It is uncommonly strange 
what the fellow can want here ! ” 

Frank said no more. They jiaced about for some time, 
without their hats, in the bright moonlight, talking of otlun* 
matters. In crossing the path to the house, they met Jetty 
the carpenter coming away from it, a frail in his hand, out 
of which a saw was standing ujiright. The man had been 
doing some repairs indoors. 

“ Jetty,” said Charles, accosting him, and speaking upon im- 
pulse, “ who is the man that lodges with you ? The follow 
with the great brown beard, who goes about in a suit of grey.” 

“ I don’t know who ho is in particular, sir,” rc2)lied Jetty. 
“ Ho is a very quiet lodger, and pays regular.” 
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What is lie clown here for ? ” 

“ Well, I think for his Iicalth,” said Jetty. “ llu u,id us 
he had not been well for some time before he came to Grass- 
mere.” 

“ What is his name ? ” 

“ Tliat I don’t know, sir ” 

“Not know his name?” interrupted Cliarles, impatiently. 

“ Well, sir, I was going to say that I don’t know it from 
himself. He is uncommonly close as to his own affairs : 
though he likes well enough to hear about other people's. 
As to his name, he did not mention it when he lirst came in, 
and niy sister said she did not like to ask him. Hut ” 

“ I never knew such a thing as not knowing a lodg(u-’s 
name,” went on (diaries, getting excited over it, whilst Frank 
stood by in perfect silence. “ Does the man not get any 
letters ? ” 

“ Yes, sir. But they don’t come to the house ; tJiey are 
left at the post-office in Grassmere, and he fetches them him- 
self. The other morning, when Esther went into his parloiu*, 
he was reading one of these letters, and the cover lay on 
the table, address u}) wards. She wjis not (luick enough to 
read the name on it, for he took it up, but she saw it was a 
short name and began with a G.” 

“ Grim, no doubt,” said Gharles. 

“ ‘ Mr. G— — , Post Office, Grassmere.’ Tluat Avas it, sir.” 

“ I must say I should like to know who he is and what ho 
is doing here,” continued Charles, “ Good-night, Jetty.” 

Jetty touched his cap and went aAvay with rapid strides. 
Drawing near to his home, he overtook the Tiger, sauntering 
along with slow steps. 

“You are late to-night, Jetty.” 

“ Yes, sir,” replied the carjienter, suiting his pace to that 
of the speaker. “ I had to put some new shelves into one ot 
the kitchen cupboards at Eagles’ Nest, and it has taken me 
longer than I thought for.” 

“ All going on avcII there ? ” continued the Tiger. 

“ First rate,” said Jetty. “ They had a great party this 
afternoon ; one of those new-fashioned kettledrums. Such 
entertainment it was ! such fine dresses I ” 
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“I thought the sou, Charles Kiiynor, was keeping his 
terms at Oxford,” resumed the Tiger, after giving himself 
time to digest the information touching the kettledrum. 
“ Why is ho not keeping this term V ” 

“Well, sir,” said Jetty, beginning to answer in his usual 
favourite mode, and lowering his voice, though they were 
quite alone on the common ; “ I believe Mr, Charles can’t 
show his face at Oxford until he is better up in funds ; so 
he is omitting this term.” 

“ Debts — eh ? ” cried tlie Tiger, but without any appear- 
ance of surprise. “And the major has not the funds to 
spare for them ? ’ 

“ Well, sir, that’s to be inferred.” 

“ Meanwhile tlie lad fills up liis days and hours at liomc 
with dancing, and smoking, and kettledrums, and other 
good-for-nothing amusements. A nice way of spending 
one’s life ! ” 

“Young men will be young men, sir — though they arc 
but lads,” spoke Jetty, de 2 )rccatingly. 

“ y<3S ; young men will be young men : some of them, at 
any rate,” came the mocking retort. “ But in all my days I 
never saw a young man who appeared more likely to go 
straight down to ruin than Charles Eaynor.” 


f’lIAPTER V. 

SJR PHILir’S MISSION. 

IVIajou IIaynou sat in his favourite scat on the lawn at 
Eagles’ Nest, at drowsy peace witli liimself and witli the 
world. Of late the major had always been drowsy : morn- 
ing, noon, and night, no matter what company he was in, he 
might be seen nodding. Frank, as a medical man, did not 
like the signs. lie sjioke to his uncle of the necessity of 
rousing himself, of taking more exercise, of indulging some- 
what loss in good luncheons and dinners. The nicajor made 
an effort to obey : for two days he actually walked about 
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tlic lawn for twenty minutes, refused two rieli eiitrocs, took 
at each meal one glass less of wine. But the efforts ended 
there, and on the third day the major gave up reformation 
as a had job. 

“ It’s of no use, Frank, my boy. You young folk can be 
upon the run all day if you choose, and live upon bread-and- 
eheese and beer ; but we old ones require case ; we can’t be 
put about.” 

So the major sat at ease this day as usual, lazily thinking, 
and dropping into a doze. A letter had been niceived that 
morning from Edina, in answer to an invitation from Major 
and Mrs. Eaynor to come and make her home with them 
now that she was alone in tlie world. Edina declined it for 
tlie present. She was staying at Trennach parsonage with 
Mr. and Mrs. Pine : lier jdans were not decided upon ; but 
the clergyman and his wife would not yet spare her. Hlie 
had many affairs to settle at Trennach. Mr. llatnian had 
taken to the practice, as had been arranged, and to tlie 
house ; but Edina could not leave the place at ju’cscnt, 
Slie hoped to pay Eagles’ Nest a visit in tlie course of the 
summer. 

Thinking of this, and subsiding into dozing, sat the major. 
The hum of the insects sounded in his cars, the scent of the 
rich ll()>vering hawthorn was heavy in the air. Tluuigh not 
yet summer by the calendar, for IMay was still reigning, the 
season "was unusually premature, and the weather was, to 
all intents and purposes, that of summer. Bees were sipping 
at tlie honey*blossoms, buttei*flies fluttered from flower to 
flower. All nature seemed conducive to repose, and — the 
major w'as soon fast asleep, and choking as though he were 
being strangled. 

“ You are wanted, if you please, sir.” 

The words aroused him. 02)ening his eyes, and sitting 
uiu'ight in his chair, he saw his butler by his side. 

“ What do yon say, Lamb ? Wanted V Who is it V ” 

“ Sir Philip Stanc, sir. He is in the drawing-room.” 

The major took a draught of his champagne-cup, standing 
on the table by his side. Which cup, it must be confessed, 
Ayas much more innocent than its name would imjdy. A 
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(piart or two of it would not have hurt any one : and the 
major was always thirsty. Crossing the lawn, he went into 
the drawing-room. Sir Philip Staiie, a little man witli a 
white shirt-frill, a cold face, and a remarkably composed 
mannor, rose at his entrance. Major Kaynor shook hands 
with him in his hearty way, and they sat down together. 

For some few minutes the conversation turned on general 
topics; hut soon the knight gave the major to understand 
that ho had come to speak ui)on a particular subject: the 
attachment of his sou to Miss Kaynor. 

“ It has for some time been observable that they are 
thinking of one another,” remarked lie. 

“ Well, yes, I suppose it has,” said the major. “ We have 
noticed it here.” 

“ William is getting on fairly well ; he calculates that he 
will make at least seven-hundred pounds this year. Qiiit(3 
enough, ho thinks, to begin housekeeping upon, with help. 
Witli help, major.” 

“ I should liavc thought it unbounded riches in my marry- 
ing days,” observed llie major. 

“William considers that he would be justified in setting 
up a liomo, provided he can be met,” continued Sir Pliilip 
in his deliberate, sententious way, presenting a dii’cct coiit 
trast to the major’s heartiness. “ Young people do not of 
course expect to begin as they may hoiie to end : riches must 
come by degrees.” 

“ Quite rigid,” said tlic major. 

“ And therefore, with a view to the consideration of the 
matter — to finally deciding wlicther my son may be justified, 
or not, in settling this year — I have come to ask you, Major 
Eaynor, what portion you intend to bestow upon your 
daughter.” 

“ Not any,” replied the plain-S 2 )caking major, “ I have 
none to bestow.” 

Sir Philip looked at him blankly. He did not aiipcar to 
understand. 

“ My will is good, Sir Philip. I would give a portion to 
Alice heartily if I iiossessed it. Thousands, I’m sure, the 
young i)eoi)lo should bo welcome to, if they needed it,” 
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“ Do you mean to say that you — that you will not bostow 
any portion whatever upon your daughter when she marries V ” 
asked Sir Philip, in a tone of cold astonishment. 

“ I’m sorry that I can’t do it,” said the major. “ I wisli 1 
could. If that lost money of mine would only turn up ” 

“ Then, I am afraid, I — cannot say what I had come to 
say,” returned Sir Philij), with the air of a man wlio de- 
liberates aloud, and (piitc ignoring the major’s int(jiTiii)ted 
sentence. “ I could not advise my son to settle upon the 
few hundreds a-year that make U]) liis 2 )i*esent income.” 

“Why, it’s abundance,” cried the candid major. “You 
have just said yourself that young j^eoide cannot expect to 
begin as they will end. Your son’s is a rising income : if 
lie makes seven-hundred this year, he may ex^iect to make 
ten next, and double tlie seven the year after. It is amide 
to begin upon. Sir Philii>.” 

“ No,” dissented Sir Philii). “ Neither he ]ior I n ould 
consider it so. Something should be put by for a rainy day. 
This communication has comiilctely taken me by surprise. 
Major Raynor. We took it for granted that your daughter 
would at least add her quota to the income: had it lieeu 
only tlircc or four hundred a-ycar. Without money of her 
own, there could be no settlement on licr, you sec, my son’s 
not being real projierty.” 

The major was growing a little heated, lie did not at 
all like the turn the conversation was taking, or Sir Pliilip’s 
dictatorial tone. 

‘•'Well, you hear, Sir Philij), that Alice has nothing. 
Those who wish to take her, must take her as she is — jior- 
tionlcss — or not at all.” 

Sir Philij) Stane rose. “ I am sorry, then, major, that I 
cannot ask what I w^as about to ask for — herself. Your 
dauglitcr ” 

“ You aro not wanted to ask it, sir,” hotly interrujited 
the major. 

“ The fiict of your daughter’s being j)ortionless debars it,” 
quietly went on the knight. “I am very sorry indeed to 
have troubled you, and subjected myself to jjain. William 
n^Ust consider his j)rctcnsions at an end.” 
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“ Tlioy are at an end,” fired tlic major. “ If it is money 
lie has been thinking of all this time, he ought to be ashamed 
of liimsclf for a calculating, mercenary young rascal. Were 
he to come to me on his knees, after tliis, begging for my 
daughter, he should not have her. That’s my answer, Sir 
Philii) Stanc, and you can take it away with you.” 

The major’s tug at the bell-rope scut a peal cclioing 
through the house. But Sir Philip Staiio’s hand was already 
on the door-handle, letting himself out with a short “ good- 
iiiorning.” 

Away went the major, hunting for Alice. He found her 
with lier mother. Hotly and explosively ho gave an account 
of the interview ; of what lie called the mercenary conduct 
of Sir Philip and William Stane. Poor Alice turned hot 
and cold : red and white by turns. She took the indignity 
— as she was pleased to think it — quite as resentfully as the 
major. 

“ I forbid you to have anything to do with him after this, 
Alice. I forbid you to see him again.” 

“You need not forbid me, papa,” was the answer, “i 
should not think of it.” 

Major Kay nor was one who could not keep in anything, 
good or bad, especially any grievance. He went about the 
house, looking fi>r ( ’harles and Frank, that he might impart 
the news, and so let ott* a little of his superfluous anger. 
But he could not find cither of them. 

Matters were going on much as usual. Daisy was pro- 
gressing so far towards recovery that she could sit at the 
open window of her chamber and revel in the balmy air, 
while feasting her eyes U2)on the charming landsca2)e. 
Charles was in a little extra trouble ; for ho had been written 
to twice upon the subject of the fifty-pound bill that was 
overdue. And Frank, outwardly gay as the flowers of May, 
w'as inwardly on thorns and nettles. 

That that mysterious personage, the Tiger, was wasting 
liis days and hours at Grassmere on Frank Kaynor’s account, 
Frank felt persuaded of. To him it seemed an indisjm table 
fact. The man did not molest him : did not appear to take 
particular notice of him ; ho had not yet accosted him : but 
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Frank know that all the while lie waK craftily watching his 
movements, to sec that lie diil not oscaxic. It needed not a 
conjuror to tell him that tlie Tiger was the spy of Blase 
Pellet. 

The espionage was growing intolerable to Frank. And 
on this very day, just about the time that Sir Philip Stane 
was at Eagles’ Nest, lie flung jirudcnce to the winds, and 
questioned the enemy. The Tiger liad wandered as near 
to the house as he could, without being guilty of a j^ositive 
trespass: and Frank, chancing to turn out of wliat was 
called Bcecli Walk, came face to face witli him. It was tlie 
first time they had thus closely met. For lialf-a-minuto tliey 
gazed at each other. The Tiger stood his ground, and tpiietly 
took from his pocket a small notii-casc of brown morocco 
leather, with the initials “ C. B.” stamped upon it in gilt. 

“ Docs this belong to you ? ” questioned the Tiger. 

“ Not to me,” replied Frank. “ But I believe it belongs 
to my cousin, Mr. Baynor.” 

“ I picked it up a few minutes ago as I was strolling along. 
Perhaps you will bo so good as to give it to its owner.” 

Frank took the case from the Tiger, and tlianked him. 
Even to this man, suspecting him as lie did for a desiiicablo 
spy, he could only be courteous. And, indeed, but for tliis 
suspicion, Frank would rather have liked the man’s face, 
now ho saAvit closely ; the tlxought passed through his mind 
that, for a Tiger, ho Avas a civilized one. There Avas a tone 
of pleasant freedom in the voice ; the dark grey eyes, gazing 
steadily into Frank’s, Averc earnest and good. 

“ You come from Trennach,” said Frank suddenly, speak- 
ing upon impulse. 

“ From Trennach ? ” repeated tlie stranger, vaguely, and 
evincing no surprise. 

“ Or from some one there,” continued Frank. “ Enqdoycd 
by him to- to look after his villainous interests here.” 

“ I am my oavu employer, young man.” 

“ What is your name, pray ? ” 

“ If I thought it concerned you to knoAV it, I might, per- 
haps, inform you,” Avas tlie answer, civilly delivered, 

“ But suppose it does concern me V ” 
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“ It is my opinion tliat it docs not.” 

“ At any rate yonr business liere does,” 

“ Does it ? ” 

“ Will you deny that you have business boro ? Business 
of a private nature ? ” 

“ I cannot deny that, for it is true.” 

“ And that your business consists in peeping, and watch- 
ing, and spying ? ” 

“ You are partly right.” 

“ And,” continued Frank, growing warm, “ don’t you think 
that to pcej) and to si)y is a despicable proceeding ? ” 

“ In some cases it may undoubtedly be so regarded,” was 
the calm, cool answer. “ In other cases it is perfectly 
justifiable. When some good end, for instance, has to bo 
obtained : or, let us say, a problem worked out.” 

“ The devil can quote Scripture, we arc told, to serve his 
own purposes,” muttered Frank to himself as ho turned 
away, afraid of 2)ursuing the subject, half afraid of what 
revelation the man might make, and of his fearless grey 
eyes and their steadfast gaze. 

They strode apart one from another at right angles. The 
stranger with careless, easy steps, with profound composure : 
Frank less easy than usual. 

“ I wonder,” solilo(piized he, ‘‘ whether Pellet has let him 
into that unhappy night’s secret, or whether ho has only 
given him gcnerjil instructions to look after me, and has kept 

him in the dark? Any way, I wish Blase Pellet was ” 

The wish, whatever it might have been, was left un- 
spoken. For the Tiger had changed his course. Had 
turned to follow Frank at a fleet pace, and now came up 
with him. 

“ Will you toll me, sir, what induced you to assume that 
I had come hero from Trcnnach ? And for what i)urposo I 
am ‘ spying ’ ? — and upon whom ? ” 

“ There’s no need to tell you,” rejoined Prank. “ You 
know too well already.” 

“ And if I tell you that I do not know ? ” 

“ I hope you don’t. It’s all the same,” returned Frank, 
indifferently, believing ho was being played with. 
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‘‘Pcrliaps you have run wj} debts at Tronnacb, and arc 
mistaking me for a shcrilfs officer ? ” proceeded tlie Tiger, 
once more gazing steadfastly at Frank as be spoke. “Your 
cousin, the major’s son, has been taking mo for one.” 

“ How on earth did lie get to know that ? ” thought Frank. 
And it seemed to bo so confirmatory of the Tiger’s accom- 
plishments in the prying lino, that Frank felt as mucli 
exasperated as his swcot-terapored nature was capable of 
feeling. 

“ Your road lies that way, and mine tliis,” spoke Frank, 
with a wave of the liand. “ Good-morning.” 

The Tiger stood still, looking after his receding footsteps. 
A very peculiar expression sat on his face, not altogether 
com})limentary to Frank. 

“ A curious lot, tliese Raynors,” concluded ho to himself, 
as lie turned to pursue his own way. 

It was perhaps ratlier remarkable that Charles Raynor 
should also, on this same day, bo brought into contact with 
the Tiger for the first time. Charley’s troubles were 
culminating to a point : at least, in so fiir that ho was about 
to bo pressed for one of his debts, though ho know it not. 
It would come upon Charley something like a shock. Since 
fear, on the score of the Tiger, had subsided, he liad enjoyed 
a complete immunity from •personal annoyance ; and this had 
lulled liis apprehensions to rest ; so that lie went about hero, 
there, and everywhere, feeling free as air. 

Ho had been out in the dog-cart all the morning. Upon 
going indoors on his return, by the entrance that was 
nearest to the stables, in passing the butler’s jjantry ho 
saw Lamb standing in it. The man made a sudden move- 
ment as though ho would speak to him, and it arrested 
Charley. 

“ Do you want me. Lamb ? ” he asked, halting on liis way. 

Lamb dropped his voice to a mysterious whisper, and 
Charley instinctively moved inside, and shut the door. Lamb 
knew nearly as much about his young master’s embaiTass- 
ments as he himself knew. 

“ A party has been hero this morning who wanted to see 
you, Mr. Charles. When I said you were out — gone up to 
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London, I tlioiiglit- lie Rccincd as if lio hardly believed me. 
I began to think I shouldn’t get rid of him.” 

Who was it ? ” asked Tliarles. 

“ It was a respectable-looking man, sir. Highly respect- 
able, one might be tempted to call him, if his errand had 
not been to bother people for money. Being near the 
neighbourhood, he had turned aside to Grassmero to sec 
you, he said, and his business with you was particular. Of 
course I knew what it all meant, Mr. diaries, and I declared 
you were gone out for the day and couldn’t bo seen though 
ho waited till night.” 

“I wonder which of them it was?” mused C^harloy. 
“ Did he give his name ? ” 

“\es, sir ; Huddles. Ho ” 

“Oh, Huddles, is it?” interrupted Charley, his mouth 
falling. “ I’m glad I didn’t sec him. Is he gone for good, 
do you think. Lamb ? ’ 

“ I should say so, sir. I fully impressed upon him that 
his waiting would bo no earthly use. I even said, Mr. 
Charles, that there was no answering for your return when 
you went to London, and that you might be there a week, 
for all I could say. I told him he had better write to you, 
sir. ‘ Very well,’ ho said in answer, and went off with a 
quick step : no doubt to catch the next train.” 

“That’s all right then,” said Charley, completely re- 
assured. “ Any visitors been here. Lamb ? ” 

“ Sir Philip Stanc called, sir. And some ladies are in 
the drawing-room now. Would you like some refreshment, 
Mr. diaries?” 

“ No, I’ll wait till dinner-time.” 

But it still wanted some two or three hours to dinner- 
time. Presently Charles went strolling out on foot, digesting 
the unpleasant item of news that his father had just hastened 
to impart to him.— the sneaking behaviour, as ho called it, 
of William Stane. Charles felt greatly vexed and annoyed 
at it for Alice’s sake. He was sure there was a mutual 
attachment, and had believed that they understood each 
other. 

Lost in reflections on this subject, and never giving a 
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thought to the matter imparted to him by Lamb, his eyes 
never raised, his footsteps wandering on almost as they 
would, Charley found himself passing along the commonj 
on the side of the better houses. Words of salutation greeted 
him. 

“ Good-afternoon, sir. A hot day again, is it not ? ” 

They came from Miss Jetty, the carpenter’s sister. She 
was sitting at work at her O2)on window. Charles lifted his 
eyes to nod to her ; and that enabled liini to see some one 
who was approaching at a short distance. Unddlos. Charley 
recognized him'; and on the S|)ur of tlie moment darted into 
the carpenter’s to hide. 

“ I hope and trust he did not see me ! ” 

But Mr. Huddles had seen him. Mr. Huddles came up 
Avith a long stride, and Avas inside the liouse almost as soon 
as Charley Avas. Charley could not pretend to bo blind 
then. He stood just Avithin Esther J etty’s sitting-room ; 
and the apjdicant stood in the 2)assage facing him. 

“I called at Eagles’ Nest to-day, Mr. diaries Raynor, 
and could not see you. You knoAv of course what it Avas I 
Avanted ? ” 

Charles Avas taken aback. What Avith the unpleasantness 
of the surprise, the consciousness of the hel2)loss state of his 
finances, and the 2)roximity of Miss Esther Jetty’s eyes and 
cars, raised in curiosity, he Avas turning frightfully cross. 
A few sliarp, haughty A\"ords greeted Huddles, apparently 
causing him astonishment. This ap2)lication concerned one 
of the two “ bills ” given by Charley ; the one on Avhich no 
proceedings had as yet been taken. 

“ Can you meet that bill, Mr. Charles Raynor ? ” 

“ No, I can’t,” rc23lied ( diaries. “ I AVrote you Avord that 
I Avould meet it as soon as I could ; that bill and the other, 
also ; and so I Avill. You must wait.” 

“For how long, Mr. Raynor? It is inconvenient to 
Avait.” 

Charles flew into a passion. But for Esther Jetty’s 
2 )rcsence, he would have managed much better; that of 
course behoved him to carry matters with a high hand, and 
he showered abuse on Mr. Huddles in haughty language, 

’ £aina. 18 
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forgetful of diplomacy. Mr. Huddles, not at all the sort of 
man to bo dealt with in this manner, repaid him in his own 
coin. Had Charles met him civilly, ho would have been 
civil also; ay, and forbearing. The bills — ho lield them 
both — ^had only come into his hands in the course of business. 
He was really respectable, both as a man and a tradesman, 
not accustomed to bo spoken to in such a fashion, and most 
certainly in this instance did not deserve it. His tcmi)or 
rose. A short, sharp storm ensued, and Mr. Huddles went 
out of the house in anger, leaving a promise behind him. 

“I have been holding the two bills over for you, Mr. 
Charles Eaynor, and staying proceedings out of considera- 
tion to you and at your request. And this is the gratitude 
I get in return ! The affair is none of mine, as you know ; 
and what I have done has been simply out of good-nature, 
for I was sorry to see so young a man in danger of exposure, 
pcrha2)s of a debtor’s prison. I will not delay 2)rocccdiugs 
another day. The bills shall pass out of my hands, and 
you must do the best you can for yourself.” 

Whilst Charles stood knitting his brow and looking very 
foolish, staring at the front-door, which still vibrated with 
the bang Mr. Huddles gave it, and not half liking to turn 
and face Esther Jetty, tlio parlour-door on tlio other side of 
the passage, which had been ajar all the time, opened, and 
the Tiger appeared at it. He must have been an ear-witness 
to the whole. It did not tend to decrease Charley’s annoy- 
ance : and, in truth, the sudden apj)carancc of this man 
uj)on the scene, in conjunction with the visit of Huddles, 
revived Charley’s suspicions of him. The Tiger’s face wore 
quite a benevolent aspect. 

“ Can I be of any use to you ? ” he asked. “ I will bo if 
I can. Step in here, Charles Eaynor, and let us talk it 
over.” 

(Jharlcy lost his head. The words only added fuel to fire. 
Coming from this sneak of a sheriffs officer, or whatever 
other disreputable thing he might be, they sounded in his 
ears in the light of an insult — a bit of casuistry designed tp 
entrap him. And he treated them accordingly. 

“Fott be of use to me ! ” he contemptuously retorted, with 
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ill! the scorn ho could call iq). “ Mind your own business, 
iiuiu, if you can. Don’t presume to interfere with mine.” 

And out of the house strode Charley, banging the door in 
his turn, and sending a good-afternoon to Esther Jetty 
through the open window. The Tiger sliruggcd his 
shoulders with a disdainful gesture : as much as to say that 
the young man was not worth a thought and that he washed 
liis hands of him and his concerns. Taking up his slouching 
hat, he put it well over his forehead, stood for a few minutes 
at the outer door, and then passed through the little gate. 

“Wouldn’t you like your tea, sir?” called Esther Jetty 
from the window. “ I was just about to get it.” 

“ Presently,” replied the Tiger. 

Mcanw’hilo (.’harles llaynor was striding towards home, 
full of bitter repentance. All the folly of his recent conduct 
was presenting itself before him. 

“ I wish I liad met the follow differently ! ” ho soliloquized, 
alluding to Huddles. “ There can be no more putting-off 
now. A day or two and they will be down u2)on mo. I 
think I was a fool! Wimt a to-do there’ll be at homo! 
How on earth will the money be found ? — and what will bo 
the upshot of it all ? ” 

Indeed, it seemed that, with one thing and another, Eagles* 
Nest was not altogether comfortable. Most of its inmates 
had some secret trouble upon them. And yet not twelve 
months ago they had entered upon it, all glee and joy, 
believing tlioir days would henceforth bo delightful as a 
second Paradise I 

The next afternoon but one, Saturday, brought William 
Stanc. Alice chanced to bo in the shrubbery, and met him. 
Ilis countenance proved that he felt vexed, doubtful, ill at 
ease. Instead of the tender glance and smile that had been 
wont to greet Alice, he had a grave eye and knitted brow. 
The look angered her, even more than had tlie reported 
words of Sir Philip on the Thursday before. 

What precisely passed between them perhaps neither 
could afterwards clearly recall. He said something about 
how sorry he was tliat their happy intercourse should have 
been marred; Alice interrupted him with a sharp and 



lijiiiglity retort. William Stanc retortotl iu Lis turn ; and 
things were spoken between them, iu the moment’s ill- 
feeling, that could neither be unsaid nor qualified. Pre- 
judiced by his father’s account of the unsatisfactory inter- 
viev/ with the major, he had come, naturally inclined to 
espouse his father’s side; Alice on her part upheld their 
own cause. Very short indeed was the scene, but it \^as 
decisive. 

“I am sorry to have been so mistaken in you, Miss 
Eaynor,” he said, turning to dej)art. “ No great liana has, 
however, been done.” 

“ None,” returned Alice. “ Pare you well.” 

lie raised his hat without speaking, and the echoes of his 
retreating footsteps died away in the shrubbery. 

Thus they parted. The fault being at least as much 
Alice’s as his. Whether ho had come to straighten matters, 
to repudiate the fiat Sir Philip had 2)ronounecd, Alice knew 
not, but she did not allow him the oiiportunity. If the 
possession of Eagles’ Nest had taught nothing else to Major 
Ihiyiior’s children, it had certainly taught them to bo 
jiiTogaiit. The world seemed made for them, and for them 
alone. 

Alice went upstairs humming a gay song, and jiasscd into 
Daisy’s room. She halted at the glass, glancing at her 
pretty face, at the brightness of the blue eyes, at the unusual 
fiush on her cheeks. Prank’s wife turned round. 

“ You are gay this afternoon, Alice.” 

“Gay as a fairy,” rejilicd Alice. “It is lovely out-of- 
doors. The sun’s shining and the birds are singing.” 

A few days went on. Charley was in a state of mental 
collapse. Por, not one single minute of those days came 
and went but ho was on the look-out for some dreadful 
shock, emanating from the enemy. Huddles. Each night, as 
darkness fell, he felt not at all thankful that the blow had 
kept off, concluding that the morrow would bring it. It 
seemed to him at times that its falling would bring relief, 
by ending his almost unbearable suspense, 

Alice continued gay ; gay as a lark. Was it assumed, this 
gaiety, or was it real? Perhaps she herself did not know. 
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“ You could not have eared very luueli for William Rtaiic, 
Alice, or lie for you,” one day remarked her mother, to 
wliom tlie alfair had given pain, interrupting Alice in tlio 
carolling of a song, sung to an impromptu dance. 

“ Cared for him, mamma ! ” she returned, in her spirit of 
bravado. “ I am well rid of him,” 

1^^rs. Kaynor sighed. Alice had so changed: not, sho« 
feared, for the better. So had Charles. Good fortune had 
ruined them all. 


CTIAPTEIl VT. 

STAllTLING NEWS. 

The first of Juno. A day destined to be an eventful one at 
Eagles’ Nest. At live o’clock in tlio morning tlio house was 
aroused from its peaceful sliunbers by a commotion. IVIrs. 
Kaynor’s bell was ringing violently ; Mrs. Raynor’s voice 
was calling for help in loud and anxious tones. Major 
Raynor had been taken ill. 

Frank was first at the bedside. ITis uncle lay uncon- 
scious, or partly so, exhibiting alarming symptoms. An 
attack of some kind seemed imminent; Frank thought it 
would prove apoplexy. Other advice was sent for. ^ 

Long before the usual hour for breakfast, breakfiallEl^' 
been taken, and the family hardly knew what to d^rwith 
themselves. Dr. Selfc, a clever man, residing near, had 
seen Major Raynor — who now seemed to bo somouliat 
better. The doctor quite agreed with Frank that the 
symptoms were indicative of apoplexy; but he thought tliat 
it might be warded off, at least for the present, by the aid of 
powerful remedies. These remedies hild been applied, and 
the patient was decidedly improving, lie spoke little, but 
was quite conscious. On these occasions, when ^ne out of 
the liome circle is lying upstairs in sudden and dangerous 
lilnessT^ tho liouse becomes utterly unsettled. Ordinary 
Jiabits are changed ; no one knows what to be at. 
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I sliall ring for some more ooffoo,” said Charles, rising 
as he spoke. “ There’s notliiug else to do.” 

Lamb camo in and received the order. Tlio breakfast- 
things were still on the table. Tliis was one of the 
pleasantest rooms in the house : small and cosy, with glass- 
doors opening to the garden. It faced the west, so was fiseo 
from the morning sun : but, beyond the shade cast by tlio 
house, that sun shone brightly on the sniootli green grass 
and clustering flowers. 

Whilst waiting for the coffee, which had to bo made, Charles 
leaned against the window, half in, half out-of-doors, 
whistling softly and keeping a good look-out around, lest 
any riiilistiiio should be a 2 )proaching unawares. Tliis 
illness of his father’s terribly comjilicatcd matters. In the 
midst of Charley’s worst apprehensions there had lain, 
down dee^) in his heart, jfclic vista of a possible refuge. Ho 
Ira7[~\\his2)ercd to himself, “ When things come to a crisis, 
my father will no doubt find a way to help me ; ” and the 
hope had been as a healing balm to his spirit. But his 
father, lying in this state, could not be apidicd to: his 
repose of mind must not be disturbed : and if Charley fell 
into some tiger’s clutches now, what on earth was he to do 

Whistling softly and unconsciously, ( liarley indulged in 
these highly agreeable reflections. His mother had not come 
downstairs at all. Alice had gone uj) to Daisy : Kate and 
Mademoiselle were reading French under the distant walnut- 
tree. Only Frank was there. 

“I do think I can smell haymaking!” cried Charley, 
suddenly. 

“ Yes,” assented Frank. “ Some of the fields arc down.” 

“ Is it not early for it ? ” 

“ We have had an early season.” 

No more was sai^. There flashed into Charley’s mind a 
remembrance of the day ho had first seen Eagles’ Nest: 
when he had stood at one of the windows, though not this 
one, gazing out at the charming scenery, the lovely flowers ; 
inhaling their perfume and that of the now-mown hay. 
Association of ideas is powerful, and probably that scent of 
the hay had brought the day to his memory now. Barely a 
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twclvcmontli had passed since then: and yet - how hopes 
and antici 2 )ations had changed ! He had believed then that 
peace, ease, prosperity must inevitably attend them as the 
possessors of Eagles’ Nest: he remembered picturing to 
himself the calamity it would have been had the beautiful 
place passed into others’ liands. But he had lived to learn 
that care and worry could penetrate even there. 

“ There’s the postman ! ” cried Charley. And glad, 
probably, of the interruption, he went out, and crossed tlio 
lawn to meet the man. 

“Only one letter this morning,” lie exclaimed, coming 
back, his eyes fixed on it. “ I say, Frank, what is to bo 
done 2 It is from old Street, and Jic has put ‘ immediate * 
on it.” 

“ You liad better open the letter yourself, I should say, 

( Iiarles : my uncle cannot,” said Frank, decisively. 

“ I wonder what lie has to write about : it is not often w(j 
liear from him. Nothing particular, I dare say : the good 
old father has not, 1 am sure, a secret in tlie world. Or — 
do you think,” added Charley, his face lighting witli eager 
hope, “ that the money can have turned uj) ? Wliat a glorious 
thought ! Yes, I will open it.” 

He broke the seal of the letter. At that moment Lamb 
came in with frosli coffee. Frank, standing near the maiitcL 
piece, watclicd the man put it down, and set two or three 
things in order on the table before going out again. As tlio 
door closed, Frank’s glance chanced to stray to Charley’s 
face. 

What was the matter with it ? The eager flush of hoj)© 
liad been succeeded by a look of dismay: nay, almost of 
horror. The letter seemed very short. (Charley was read- 
ing it twice over, growing paler the while. 

“ Can it be a hoax ? ” he cried, in a voice scarcely raised 
above a whisper, as ho held the letter 6ut. “ It cannot bo 
true.” 

Frank took the letter reluctantly. There was no help 
for it. But a spasm seized his own face, and a very terrible 
spasm seized his heart. When we are nourishing some 
,great dread, any new and unexplained event seems to bear 
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upon it. His fears had flown hack to that dreadful night at 
Trcnnach. Had this letter come to betray him ? 

But the letter jn’ovcd in no way connected with that. 
The news it brought was of a nature perfectly open and 
tangible. Frank’s own fears gave place to consternation 
and dismay as ho read the lawyer’s words : dismay for liis 
uncle’s sake. 

“My dear Sir, 

“ I have just heard a very painful rumour, and I 
think it my duty to communicate it to you. It is said that 
the will, under which you succeeded to Mrs. Atkinson’s 
estate, proves to have been worthless ; a fresh will liaving 
been discovered. By this later will, it is Mr. George Atkin- 
son who inherits Eagles’ Nest. My information is, I fear, 
authentic ; but I do not yet know full particulars. 

“ This is but a brief note to convoy such tidings, but the 
evening post is on the point of closing, and I do not w'ish to 
lose it. I would have run down, instead of writing, but am 
not equal to it, having for tlie past week or two been con- 
fined to the liouse. 

“ Believe me, dear sir, 

“ Sincerely yours, 

“ Major Raynor.” “ John Street.” 

They stood looking at one anotlier, Cliarlcs and Frank, 
with questioning eyes and dismayed faces. (\^ould it be 
true ? No, surely not. Street the lawyer, in spite of the 
boasted authenticity of liis information, must have been 
misinformed. 

So thought, so spoke Charles. “ You see,” cried he, “ ho 
speaks of it at first as only a rumour.” 

But Frank, in spite of his sanguine nature, regarded the 
information differently. lie began looking at portions of 
the letter again, and did not answ-cr. 

“ (‘an’t you say something, Frank ? ” 

“ Charley, I fear it is true. Street would never’ have 
written tliis dismal news' to your father whilst tliere was 
any doubt about it.” 
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“ But it has no right to be true ; it ought not to bo true,” 
<iis2)uted Cluirley, in his terrible) 2)er2)lexity. “ Who is 
George Atkinson that ho should inherit Eagles’ Nest? Tlie 
follow lives at the other end of the world. In Australia, or 
somewhere. Frank, it’s not Ulcclij to be true. It would be 
frightful injustice ; a cruel shame. It has been ours for 
twelve months : wlio will wrest it from us now ? ” 

And truly, having enjoyed Eagles’ Nest for all that time, 
regarding it as theirs, living at it in 2)crfect security, it did 
aj^pear most imiirobablc tliat it should now 2)ass away from 
tlicm ; almost an impossibility. 

“ C^harlcy, we must keej) this letter to ourselves until we 
know more. I am almost glad my uncle is ill ; it would 
liavo shocked him so ” 

“ And how long will it be before we know more ? ” broke 
in Charles, who was in a humour for finding fault with 
every one, especially tlie lawyer. “Street ought to liavo 
come down, no maUcr at what iiicoiivenicnce, A pretty 
state of suspense, this, to bo jdaced in ! ” 

“ Drink your coffee, ( liarley.” 

“ (,^oftee ? Oh, I don’t want it now.” 

The unfortunate news left Charles no inclination for 
coffee. Of all tlie calamities, actual or threatened, that had 
been making his life uneasy, this was the worst. The 
worst? The rest now seemed as passing shadows in com- 
jiarison. Frank, with all his sunny nature, could impart no 
comfort to him. The only possible ray to bo discerned, 
lay in the ho^io that the tidings would turn out to be 
untrue. A hope which grew fainter with every moment’s 
thought. 

To remain in this suspense was nothing less than torture. 
It was hastily decided between them that Frank should go 
uj) to town, see Mr. Street, and learn more. lie had no 
scruple in doing this : Major Raynor was decidedly bettor ; 
in no immediate danger, as Frank believed ; and Dr. Selfo 
was at hand in case of need. 

Frank lost no time ; hastening to the station, and looking 
in on Dr. Selfo on his way, to explain that important busi- 
ness was calling him for a few hours to London, Mr, 
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Street’s rcsideiico was near Euston S(j[iiare, and liis offices 
w^re in the same Louse. Tlie morning was well advanced 
when Frank arrived there and was shown into the lawyer’s 
presence. He seemed less genial than of yore, as he sat 
half turned from a table covered with papers, his right foot 
on a rest : his liair was certainly more scanty ; his light eyes, 
seen so clearly through his spectacles, were colder. Frank, 
who, as it clianced, had never seen him, tlioiight what a liard 
little man he looked. 

“ Ah, yes ; a sad affair,” he remarked, as Frank in a few 
w'ords introduced himself and his hiisiness. “Very em- 
barrassing for the major.” 

“ But I hope that it cannot be true, Mr, Street ? ” 

“ That what cannot be true ? — that a later will is in exist- 
ence? Oh, that is true enough. And the major has had an 
attack, you say ? IMisfortunes never come singly.” 

“jVIay I ask how the fact— that there is a later will— lias 
come to your knowledge ? ” 

Mr. Street turned over a few of the papers on the table, 
and took up a letter lying amongst them. “ I received tliis 
note from my brother, tlie banker, yesterday afternoon,” ho 
said, running his eyes over it. “ It tells me that a will, of 
later date tlian tlie one by which Major Raynor holds Eagles’ 
Nest, has been produced, leaving the estate to Mr. (leorge 
Atkinson. George Atkinson is now on liis homeward voyage 
from Australia, to take possession of the property.” 

“ Wliat a mercy if the sliip should go down with him* ! ” 
thought Frank, in his dismay, as the faint remnant of hope 
died out. “ Then — I ju'esume you consider that tliis un- 
ideasant report may bo relied on, Mr. Street ? ” 

“ Certainly it may. My brother is one of the most 
cautious men living; ho would not have written so de- 
cisively” — touching the note with his finger — “had any 
doubt existed. Most likely ho has heard from George 
Atkinson himself : ho would of course write before sailing. 
Atkinson is virtually his chief partner, you know, head of 
the bank. I had thought my brother would jiorhaps call 
here last night, but ho did not. Something or other has 
come to my ankle, and 1 can’t get out.” 
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“ Then — this note from Mr. Edwin Street is all the infor- 
mation you as yet possess ? ” 

“ Yes, all. But I know it is to bo relied on. I thought 
it better to write at once and acquaint the major : he will 
have little time, as it is, to prepare for the change, and see 
what can bo done.” 

Frank rose. “ I will go down and question Mr. Edwin 
Street,” ho said. “ I supj)osc I am at liberty to do so ? ” 
“Oh, quite at liberty,” was the reply. “He no doubt 
wrote to mo with a view to 2)rcparing your family, Mr. 
Kaynor. You will find him at the bank.” 

The banker received Frank coldly ; he seemed just the 
same hard, uugenial, self-contained sort of man that his 
brother was. Harder, in fact. This was indeed his general 
manner: but somehow, Frank caught up .an idea that ho 
had a dislike to the name of Raynor. 

“ I beg to refer you to Callard and Priestleigh, Mr. Atkin- 
son’s solicitors,” spoke the banker to Frank, as soon as the 
latter entered on his business. “ They will bo able to afford 
you every necessary information,” 

“ But won’t you tell me how it has all come about ? ” cried 
Frank, his genial manner 2)rosenting a contrast to that of 
the banker. “ If Mrs. Atkinson made a later will, where 
has the will been all this while V Why should it turn up 
at a twelvemonth’s end, and not at the time of her death ? ” 

“ The will, as I am informed, lias been lying in the hands 
of ‘Callard and Priestleigh.” 

“ Tlien why did Callard and Priestleigh not produce it at 
the proper time ? ” reiterated Frank, 

“ Callard and Priestleigh may themselves bo able to in- 
form you,” was the short, stiff answer. 

Apparently no satisfaction could be extracted from Mr. 
Edwin Street. Frank wished him good-morning, and betook 
himself to Callard and Priestleigh, who lived near the 
Temple. “ From pillar to jiost, from post to pillar,” thought 
he. “ I ought to arrive at something presently.” 

Mr. Callard was a white-haired old gentleman ; a little 
reserved in manner also ; but nevertheless sufficiently cordial 
with Frank, and not objecting to give him information. Ho 
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took him for the son of Major Eaynor ; and though Frank 
twice set him right upon the point, the old man went back 
to his own impression, and persisted in thinking Frank to 
be the — late — heir to Eaglc*^’ Nest. It was a mistake of no 
consequence. 

The reader may remember that when Mrs. Atkinson ex- 
pressed her intention of making a fresh will in Mr. George 
Atkinson’s favour and leaving Major Raynor’s name out of 
it, she had summoned Street the lawyer to Eagles’ Nest to 
draw it up. Street, as he subsequently informed the major, 
had represented the injustice of this to Mrs. Atkinson, and 
prevailed upon her — as lie supposed — to renounce her inten- 
tion, and to let the old will stand. The lawyer went back 
to London in this belief ; and notliiiig w'hatcvcr transpired, 
tlien or subsequently, to shake it. However, after his de- 
jiarturc from Eagles’ Nest, it appeared that Mrs. Atkinson 
had sent for a local solicitor, and caused him to draw up a 
fresh will, in which she made George Atkinson her heir, 
and cut off the major. This will she had kept by her until 
just before her death, when she sent it, sealed up, to Callard 
and Priestloigh, recpicsting them to put it amongst Mr. 
George Atkinson’s jiapcrs, and hold it at his disposal. There 
could bo no doubt, ]\Ir. Callard thought, that she also, either 
at the time the new will was made, or close upon her death, 
wrote to George Atkinson and informed him of what she 
had done : namely, made her will in his favour, and placed 
it with his solicitors. 

“ But, sir,” exclaimed Frank to Mr. Callard when he had 
listened to this explanation, “ how was it that you did not 
bring the will forward at Mrs. Atkinson’s death ? Why did 
you suffer the other will to be proved and acted upon, when 
you knew you held this one ? ” 

“ But we did not know it,” replied the old man : “ you 
have misunderstood me, my young friend. When Mrs. 
Atkinson sent the document to us she did not inform us of 
its nature. I assure you we never suspected that it was a 
will. It was sealed up in a parchment envelope, and bore 
no outward indication of its contents.” 

“ Then— how do you know it now ? ” 
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“ Because wo have received written instructions from Mr. 
George Atkinson to open the parchment, and prove the will. 
It is by these instructions we gather the fact that Mrs. 
Atkinson must have written to inform him such a will 
existed.'* 

' “ He has taken his time in coming to verify it ! ** 

“ It ap2;)ears — as we hear from Edwin Street — that lie was 
travelling for months in some remote parts of Australia, and 
did not receive his letters. However, he is on his way homo 
now.” 

“ Is the will oj)cned ? Have you seen it ? ’* asked Frank. 

“ Both seen it and read it,” reidied tlie old man, smooth- 
ing back his white liair, and looking at Frank with concern. 
“ It will be proved in a day or two. I sympathize with you 
and your father.” 

“ Wlio are tlic executors ? ’* 

“ George Atkinson and Street tlie banker. Tlie latter is 
acting.” 

“ And Mr. Atkinson is really on liis way from Australia.” 

“ Yes : by ship. We ex2)cct liini to land in tiio course of 
two or three weeks. His written instructions were received 
by this last mail, and were convoyed to us through Edwin 
ytreet, to wliom they were sent. Mr. Atkinson desires that 
all necessary preliminaries may be executed without delay, 
as he intends to take possession of Eagles’ Nest on his 
arrival.” 

“ He cannot know that my uncle is in it ! ” 

“ I dare say he does. He knew that Major llaynor suc- 
ceeded to it, for we wrote him to that effect at tlie time. 
And he is in regular correspondence with his 2)artner, Edwin 
Street.” 

“ Then the worst is true ! ” cried Frank, as he fully 
realized what this meant for the poor major and his family. 
“ I wonder that George Atkinson should accept the estate ! 
— should wrest it from them I From the little I have heard 
of him, I drew the conclusion that he was a kind and a just 
man.” 

Mr. Solicitor Callard opened his eyes very widely. The 
words surprised him “Kind! Just!” cried he. “Well, 
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he is so : wo know him well : but, my good sir, a will is \i 
will. You can’t ignore a will as you might a verbal 
message.” 

“ It will bo a terrible shock to my uncle and his fcimily. 
Utter ruin.” 

The old gentleman shook his head in pity.” 

“Ay, it’s sad, no doubt; very sad. We lawyers often 
liave to inflict grievous blows ; and w'c cannot help our- 
selves.” ^ 

“ One last question,” said Frank, as he proi)ared to leave. 
“ In the old will. Major Raynor was left residuary legatee, 
and therefore came in for all the accumulated money — 
though in point of fact the bulk of it has not yet been found. 
"Who comes in for it now ? ” 

“George Atkinson. My good young friend, George 
Atkinson comes in for ever [filling. The one will may be 
called a counterpart of the other ; in regard to the small 
legacies, and all else ; excepting that George Atkinson’s 
name is substituted for Major Raynor’s.” 

“ Is nothing loft to the major in this later one V ” 

“ Nothing.” 

Frank Raynor went back to Eagles’ Nest, carrying his 
deplorable news with him. Careless and sanguiiic-naturcd 
though ho was, ho could not close his eyes to the dark future. 
It was not only the loss of the estate. That would have 
been bad enough, in all conscience ; but there was also the 
money the major had spent. The ready-money that had 
been lying at Eagles’ Nest and at her banker’s at the time 
of Mrs. Atkinson’s death ; and also this past year’s revenues 
from the estate. The major had spent it all : and for this 
ho was now accountable to George Atkinson ; ho could be 
legally called upon to refund it. A fear crossed Frank 
that ho would bo so called upon : a hard man, as he was 
now judging George Atkinson to bo — perhaps without just 
cause — would most likely exact his full rights, no matter 
what misery and ruin they might involve to others. In 
Frank Raynor’s chivalrous good-nature, he was thinking 
that George Atkinson, already a wealthy man, might have 
refused Eagles* Nest, and left the major in peaceable pos- 
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fiosBion of it. l*crliaps very few men would agree with him : 
as the old lawyer said, a will was a will. This was certain : 
that, no matter how large a sum the law might claim from 
Major Raynor, he had not a shilling to meet it with. Would 
they conhscate his annuity until it was paid — that five 
hundred a-year ; which was all he and liis children would 
now have to fall back ujmnV “I wisli with all my heart I 
had a homo to offer them, and a good 2)ractice to keep it 
up ! ” concluded Frank. 

Poor Major Raynor ! Ho was never to be subjected to 
this trouble ; or to any other trouble in this world. It was 
past six when Frank got back to Eagles’ Nest, and he found 
his uncle dying. Tlio attack that was dreaded had seized 
him about an hour before : just twelve hours after the first 
threatening in the morning ; and there was now little, if 
any, hope. 

“ Oh, my dear,” gasped IMrs. Raynor, in her pitiable dis- 
tress, letting her head fall on Frank’s shoulder, as her tears 
rained down, “it is so sudden I If ho could only recover 
consciousness, and speak to us I ” 

“ Aunt,” ho said, his own eyes misty, “ don’t you think 
we had better send for Edina ? She would be a comfort to 
you.” 

“ Edina ! ” was the sobbing answer. “ My dear, she was 
telegraphed for this moi-ning. Lamb went to the station 
just after you loft. I knew she would come off at once : she 
is on her way now. I could never bear up tinder this trouble 
without Edina.” 

“ But she does not know of the other trouble,” thought 
Frank, looking on Mrs. Raynor, with pitying eyes. “ It 
must be broken to her by Edina.” 
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CHAPTER VII. 

FUANK llAYNOR FOLLOWKD. 

Tifk whole house was steo])ed in grief — for Major Raynor 
had (lied at dawn. As most houses are, when a near and 
helovc<I relative is removed : and the anguish is more keenly 
felt if the blow, as in this case, falls suddenly. Edina was 
a treasure now ; she had travelled by night and was early 
at Eagles* Nest. Mourning with them sincerely, she at the 
time strove to cheer them. She whispered of a happier 
mc(iting hereafter, where shall bo no more 2 >arting; sIkj 
would not let tliem sorrow without hope. Even Mrs. Raynor 
felt comforted: and the little children dried their tears, 
saying that jaiiia was with the angels in heaven, and they 
sliould go to him when God saw that they were good enough. 

But, of that other misfortune none of the household as yet 
'Aero cognizant. Frank took an opportunity of revealing it 
tvj Edina. It almost overwhelmed even her. 

“ Not theirs I ’* she cried, in a dread whisper. “ Eagles’ 
Nest George Atkinson’s ! ” 

“ And the worst of it is,” returned Frank, running through 
a summary of the details he had heard, “ tliat ho means to 
exact his rights at once, and takfi immediate possession of 
the place as so(ni as he lands. Did you not know this George 
Atkinson once, Edina ? ” 

“ Yes — a little,” she answered, a faint blush rising to her 
che(3k at the remembrance. 

“ Was he hard and selfish then? ” 

“ I — cannot (piitc tell, Frank. He did not appear to mo 
to bo so.” 

“Perhaps not. He was young then: and men grow 
harder as they grow older. But now, Ediiia, Avhat is to be 
done ? They will have to turn out of this house, and Avhoro 
will they find another ? ” 

The problem seemed a hard one. Edina sat in an attitude 
almost of despair as she tried to solve it : her hands folded 
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quietly on her black dress; her usually calm, good face 
perplexed ; her steady eyes anxious. The unexpected blow 
had fallen on her sharply ; and in these first moments it was 
a hard task to battle with it. So fiir as she or any one els <3 
could see, the Raynors would not have a penny to fall back 
upon : no income of any sort whatever. The major’s annuity 
has died with him. 

“ They arc all so helpless ! ” she murmured. 

“ Of course they arc,” assented Frank. “ Not that that 
makes it any worse or better.” 

“ It maVes it all the worse,” said Edina. “ Were they 
experienced and caj)able, they might do something or other 
to earn a living.” 

A Avhole world of suiqmsc shone in Frank Haynor’s 
candid blue eyes. “ Earn a living ! ” he exclaimed. “ Who 
Avould earn it ? ” 

“All who are old enougli,” said Edina. “Mrs. llaynor 
and Alice to begin with.” 

“Surely you cannot think of such a thing for them, 
Edimi ! ” 

“Ilut how else will they exist, Frank ? Wlio will keep 
Ihem? Charley Avill never be able to do it.” 

A blank 2)ausc. Frank, brought thus i^ractically face to 
face Avith the position, Avas unable to reply. 

“ I wish to goodness I coAild kcc}) them ! ” he exclaimed, 
at length. “ I Avish I had a practi(;e and a house over my 
licad ! Tlicy should all come to it.” 

“ It has sur2)rised me very much indeed, Frank — to leave 
tlie other subject for a moment — that you have not sought 
lo establish yourself all this time.” 

“ I Avas waiting for some money to do it with, Edina. 
Poor Uncle Francis Avas constantly expecting those missing 
funds to turn up. It seems they Avould have belonged to 
George Atkinson if they had come to liglit : but Ave could 
not have known that.” 

“Your uncle Hugh blamed you for it, Frank. ‘Better 
to take a situation as an assistant, than to fritter aAA'ay his 
days at Eagles* Nest,* he used often to say.*’ 

Frank made no re])ly. The mention of his uncle Hugh 
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brouglit vividly to liis mind that last ominous letter he had 
received from him. With liis usual incaution, he spoke on 
the moment’s impulso. 

“ Is Blase Pellet at Trcnnach still ? ” 

Not quite immediately did Edina answer. liaising his 
eyes, he met hers fixed on him. And he saw something in 
their depths that he did not like : an anxious, questioning, 
half-terrified expression. 

“ Edina knows about it,” thought he. And he turned as 
cold as the winter frost. 

“ Yes, Blase Pellet is there as usual,” she replied, averting 
her eyes. “ And Mrs. Bell has left Trennach for good and 
has gone to live at Falmouth.” 

Why, the very answer ; that last gratuitous senteiiei* ; 
would itself liave been enough to betray her cognizance of 
tlic matter. Else why should she liave connected the Bells 
with Blase Pellet V Frank (quitted the to2)io abnqdly. 

Not until after the funeral — which took 2)lac(*, as was 
deemed cxjicdient, on the. fourth day from the death- were 
the tidings of their penniless state convc'yed to hlrs. Kayiior 
and the others. IIow Charles had contrived to kcej) eounsel 
ho never knew, lie was looked upon as the successor to 
Eagles’ Nest. Servants and others continually came to liim 
for directions : Is this to be done, sir ; is the other to b(i 
done : treating him as the master. 

Mrs. Raynor received the news wdth amazement, astonish- 
ment contending with incredulity. Alice burst into tears ; 
Alfred went into a jiassion. They talked foolishly at first, 
saying they would go to law: the newly-found will should 
be disputed ; the property flung into ( fiiancery. The only 
two capable of bringing reason to bear upon the matt(‘r 
were Frank and Edina : and tli(‘y might have been nearly 
as bad as the rest, had the tidings only just come iq)on 
them. They pointed out how worse than futile any opposi- 
tion would be. Not a slsadow of doubt could exist that the 
second will was 2)orfectly correct and legal, and that lh(» 
whole property belonged to George Atkinson. 

On the second day aft(jr Frank’s return from London, 
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while tlic poor major lay dead in tlio house, Charles received 
an official letter from Street the lawyer. It gave iji detail 
the particulars already known, and stated that Mr. G(iorgc 
Atkinson was then on his voyages to Europe, with sundry 
other hints and statements. This letter Frank re«ad aloud 
noAv. 

“ You sec,” he said, “ oven our own lawyer gives in. He 
says not a Avord about opposition. No, tlicre’s no help for 
it ; Eagles’ Nest must go from you. But I think old Aunt 
Atkinson ought to have been asliamed of herself.” 

“ She must Iiavc been dreadfully Avicked,” sobbed Alice. 

One thing tliey did not tell Mrs. Bay nor — that she could 
be made responsible for the money received and sjAcnt 
during the past tAVclveiuonth. The claim Avas not yet 
made ; Avould not be made until Mr. George Atkinson’s 
arrival ; time enough to tell her then. 

What tlieir plans Avero to 1)0, or Avherc they could go, or 
hoAV live, Avas the subject of many an anxious thought, as 
tlic days passed on. Edina suggested this and that ; but 
l)Oor Mrs. Kaynor and Alice shrunk from all. As yet tlioy 
could not 1 ‘calize what the turning-out of Eagles’ Nest AA ould 
be, and instinctively shunned the anticipation. 

But upon none did the bloAV fall so bitterly as upon 
( diaries. He Avas suddenly flung from his position on the 
height of a pinnacle to its base. A fcAv days ago he Avas an 
independent gentleman, an undergraduate of Oxford, the 
heir to Eagles’ Nest ; now all these desirable accessories 
had melted like icicles in the sunbeams. He must Avork for 
a living, if ho AV'ere to live ; ho must take his name off the 
college books, failing the means to return to college ; lu‘. 
must, for his mind’s best peace, forget that there Avas such 
a place as Eagles’ Nest. 

Work for a living! How was he to do anything of the 
kind, ho asked himself. And cA^eii if he Avere Avilling, and 
the Avork presented itself (some charming, rose-coloured 
vision of a sinecure post Avould iioav and again arise indis- 
tinctly before his imagination) how Avould he be free to 
fulfil it, with those Avretched debts at his heels ? 

One little matter did surprise Charles— he heard nothing 
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of Hiuldloti. He had fully expected that within a day or 
two of that worthy man’s dc2)arturc certain ^sharks of the 
law, or — as he seemed to prefer to call them — tigers, would 
attack him. But nothing of the sort occurred. The days 
went on, and Charles was still not interfered with. 

About a fortnight after the death of Major Raynor, a 
letter arrived from Mr. Street. And, by the way, speaking 
of the major’s death, what a grievous farce liis will sounded 
when it was read. Eagles’ Nest w'as bequeathed to Charles, 
with liberty to IMrs. Raynor to reside in it for the next ten 
years ; after that, if Charles should deem it expedient that 
she should leave with the younger children, he was charged 
to provide her with a home. The major recomnuuided that 
a portion of the missing money, when found, should be imt 
out at interest, and allowed to accumulate for her benetit. 
(}uite a large sum was willed away in small bcqTiests. Tliis 
to one child, that to another ; some to Edina, some to Frank, 
and so on. The horses and carriages, the linen, jdate, 
<n’naments ami trinkets, with sundry other personalities that 
had come to him with Eagles’ Nest, were left to IMrs. 
Raynor. All this, when read, sounded like a painful farce, 
a practical joke. Those things were all George Atkinson’s ; 
and, of the legacies, th (3 i)oor major possessed not a sliilliug 
to bequeath. 

Mr. George Atkinson safely arrived in England and in 
London. Lawyer Street wrote to Eagles’ Nest to state the 
fact, and that he had held a business interiew with him in 
tlie presence of Mr, Callard. Mr. Atkinson, he hinted, was 
not inclined to deal liarshly with tlie Raynor family, but 
leniently. lie gave them one month i n which to vacate Eagles’ 
Nest, when ho should himself enter into 2)ossession of it ; 
and with regard to the money sixmt in the past twelvemonth, 
which did in reality belong to him, and to the mesne i)rofits, 
lie made no claim. Let them leave his house quietly, and 
he should say nothing about arrears. It had been sptmt 
by Major Raynor under the misa2)j)rehcnsion that it was his 
own, and he would not exact it of the major’s children. 

,, The conditions were, perhaps, as favourable as could be 
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expected from a man of the world. Mr. Solicitor Callurd 
pronounced them to be wonderfully so, cruelly hard though 
they sounded to the Eaynors. They thought, taking all 
circumstances into consideration— his own wealth, which 
must be accumulating yearly, his want of relationship to 
the former mistress of Eagles’ Nest, and consequent absence 
of just claim to inherit it — that Mr. Atkinson should have 
quietly resigned it to them, and left them in undisturbed 
possession of it. Frank, once hearing (‘harlcy say this, 
shook his head. He should have done this himself, he said, 
were ho George Atkinson; but he feared the world, as a 
whole, would not : we did not live in Utopia. 

And now came in Edina’s j)ractical good sense. After 
allowing them a day to grieve, she begged them to listen to 
her ideas for the future. She had been thinking a great 
deal, but could only hit uj)on one plan that seemed at all 
feasible. It was, that Mrs. Raynor and Alice should cstablisli 
a school. Alice, a well-educated girl, a good musician and 
otherwise accomjdislied, would be of valuable aid in teaching. 

Three weeks ago, they would — Alice, at any rate— have 
turned from the proposition with indignation. But those 
tliree weeks had been working their natural effect ; and 
neither Mrs. Raynor nor Alice S2)oko a dissenting syllable. 
Tliey had begun to realize the bitter fact tliat they must 
work to live. The world lay before and around them : a 
(M)ld, cruel, and indifferent world, as it now seemed to tlicm ; 
and they had no shelter in it. To keep a ladies’ school would 
be less objectionable than sonic things, and was certainly 
lireferable to starving. Better than setting up a shop, for 
instance, or taking to a boarding-house. It was Edina wlio 
alluded to these unpleasant alternatives, and Alice did not 
thank her for it. Poor Alice had still many lessons to 
learn. It is true that Alice might go out as a governess, 
but that would not keep Mrs. Raynor and the younger 
ones. 

“I see only one objection to this school idea of yours, 
Edina,” spoke poor Mrs. Raynor, who was the first to break 
the silence which had ensued ; while Alice sat with down- 
cast eyes and an aching heart. “ And that is, that I (\o not 
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know Low it is to bo accomj^lisLed. Wo bavo no money 
and no furniture. It would be easy enough to take a bouse 
in some good situation, as you suggest; but bow is it to l)e 
furnisbed ? ” 

Edina did not immediately answer. Perba2)S the problem 
was rather too much for herself. She sat in tbouglit ; her 
steadfast eyes gazing with a far-away look over the beautiful 
landscape they were so soon to lose. 

“ Mr. Atkinson intimates that wo are at liberty to removci 
any furniture, or other articles, we may have bouglit for 
Eagles’ Nest ; that be only wishes it left as it was left by 
^Irs. Atkinson,” continued Mrs. llaynor : who, in these last 
few days of trouble, seemed to have (j^iite returned to tlie 
meek-spirited, bumble-minded woman slie used to be, with 
not a wish of her own, and tliorouglily incapable. Hut, 
Edina, the furniture would be too large, too grand for tlio 
sort of bouse we must have now, and therefore I {im afraid 
useless. Besides, we si tail have to sell these things with 
the carriages, and all that, to 2)ay outstanding debts luu’o that 
must bo settled : the servants’ wages, our new mourning, 
and other things.” 

“ True,” re2)lied Edina, somewhat absently. 

“Perha2)S we could hire some articles: chairs and tabhis, 
and forms for the girls to sit on, and beds ? ” suggested Airs. 
Paynor. “ Sometimes furniture is let with a house. Edina, 
are you listening ? ” 

“ Yes, I am listening ; 2)artly at least ; but I was dcii^j) in 
thought just then over ways and means,” readied Edina, 
rousing herself to her usual mental activity. ‘‘ A furnished 
house would never do ; it would be too costly ; and so, I 
fear, would be the hiring of furniture. Now and then, T 
believe, when a house is to bo let, the furniture in it can b(‘ 
bought very cheaply.” 

“ But if we have no money to buy it with, Edina?” 

“Of course; there’s the drawback. I think the neigh- 
bourhood of London would bo the best locality for a new 
school ; the most likely one to bring scholars. Should not 
you, Mary?” 

“ Yes,” assented Mrs. Raynor, with a sigh. “ But yo^i 
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know all about these things so much bettor than I ilo, 
Edina.” 

The plans, and the means of carrying them out, seemed, 
as yet, very indistinct ; but at length Edina proposed to go 
to London and look about her, and sec if she could find any 
suitable jdace. Mrs. Eaynor, always thankful that others 
should act for her, eagerly (icquicsccd. Though, indeed, to 
find a house — or, rather, to find one full of furniture — 
aj)pearcd as a very castlc-in-thc-air. (Iiairs and tables do 
not droj) from the skies: and Edina was setting licr face 
resolutely against running into debt. 

“ Now you understand,” Edina said, the morning of her 
departure, calling ( 'harles and Mrs. Eaynor to her, “ that I 
shall depend upon you to arrange matters hero. If I am to 
find a house for you in London, I may have too much to do 
to return, and you must manage without me. Set about 
what has to bo done at once, (diaries: get the sujicrfluous 
furniture out of the house, for sale ; and have your boxes 
packed, ready to come up. You must be out of Eagles* 
Nest as soon as possible ; on account of the heavy expenses 
still going on while you arc in it. Mr. George Atkinson 
allow’cd you a inonth : I should leave it in less than half 
that time. Besides, Mary : you should be on the spot to 
begin school before the Midsummer holidays are over ; it 
w ill give you a better chance of jiupils.” 

They agreed to all : (Charles rather gloomily, Mrs. Raynor 
in simple confidence: anything suggested by Edina was 
sure to be for the best. It w as impossible for Charles to 
rise up yet from the blow. With him, the as2)cct of things, 
instead of growing brighter, grew darker. Each morning, 
as it dawmed, w'as only more gloomy than the last. A 
terrible w'rong had been dealt to him — wdicthcr by I^ate, or 
by that unjust defunct w-oman, his aunt Ann, or by George 
Atkinson, ho could not (luito decide, perhaps by all three 
combined — and he felt at variance with the w'hole world. 
Edina had talked to him of plans for himself, but Charles 
did not hear her with any patience. To contrast the present 
with the past drove him half-mad. That he must do some- 
thing, ho know (juite well, and he intended to do it : but he 
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(lid not know what that something was to be ; ho could not 
see an opening anywhere. Moreover, he also knew that he 
must make some arrangement with tlic people at Oxford to 
wliom ho owed money. 

Another thing had yet to be done — taking his name off 
the college boolis. Cliaiies went down to do this ; and to 
confer with his creditors. Very young men arc often most 
sensitive on the score of debt : Charles Ra5mor was so : and 
it seemed to him a formidable and distressing task to meet 
these men, avow his poverty, and beg of them to be lenient 
and wait. 

I declare I’d rather meet his Satanic majesty, and hold 
a battle with him!'' erhid Cliarley, as he started forth to 
the encounter. 

But he found the creditors considerate. They had heard 
of his reverse of fortune. The news of the fresli will put 
forward, and the consequent transfer of Eagles’ Nest from 
the Raynors to George Atkinson the banker, had been made 
much of in the ntiwspapers. One and all mot Cliarlt‘s 
pleasantly ; some actuated l)y genuine ])ity for the young 
man, others by the remembrance that you cannot get ]>lood 
out of a stone. Half the sting was tak(m from (liarley’s 
task. lie told them truly that lie had no present means 
whatever, therefore could not offer to pay : but ho assured 
them — and his voice was earnest, and they saw he meant it 
— that ho would pay them wliencver it should bo in his 
power to do so, though that might not bo for years to come. 
So ho and they parted eordialty. After all, no individual 
debt was very much, tliough in the aggregate the sum looked 
formidable. 

Mr. Huddles was left until last, (’harlos drcadtal him 
most. That debt was the largest. The two bills w(u*e for 
fifty pounds each, making a Jnmdred ; and mischief alom^ 
knew w’hat the added expenses would bo. Not only did 
(. diaries dread him because he would have to cat humble-pie, 
wliicli lie hated and detested, and beg the man to liold the 
bills on, but ho believed that Mr. Huddles could arrest him 
without ceremony. Nevertheless ho had no choice but to 
enter on the interview : for he must know his own position 
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before be could plan out or venture on any career of life. 
He went forth to it at dusk ; some dim idea pervading him 
that tigers and kidnaiipers might not exercise their functions 
after sunset. 

Mr. Huddles sat alone in his parlour when Charles was 
shown in : a well-liglited and W'cll-furnished room. Instead 
of the scowl and the frown Charles had anticipated, he rose 
with a smile and a pleasant look, and offered Cliarlcs a 
chair. 

“ We were both a little out of temjxir the other day, Mr. 
Raynor,” said he ; “ and both, I dare say, felt sorry for it 
afterwards. What can I do for you ? ” 

To hear this, completely took Charles aback. Down ho 
sat, w'ith some indistinct \vords of reply. And then, summon- 
ing ui) what courage lie could, he entered upon the subject 
of the bills, 

“ No one can regret more than I that I cannot pay them,” 
lie said. “ I have come here to-night to beg of you to be so 

kind as hold them over. The expenses, I suppose " 

“ I don’t understand you, sir,” interrupted Mr. ITuddli'S. 
“ What bills are you talking of? ” 

“ The two bills for fifty pounds each — I have no others. 
Although I know how unjust it must seem to ask you to do 
this, Mr. Huddles, as you are only a third party and had 
nothing whatever to do with the transaction, I have no 
resource but to throw' myself ui)on your good feeling. I am 
ipiite unable to take the bills up ; you have probably hoard 
of our reverse of fortune ; but I will give you my w'ord of 

honour to do so as soon as ” 

“The bills arc paid,” cried l^Ir. Huddles, not allowing 
him to go on. 

“ Paid ? ” echoed Charley. 

“ Paid ; both of them. Why — did you not know it ? " 

“ No, that I did not. Who has paid them ? ” 

“ Some legal firm in London.” 

“ What firm ? ” 

“ The name w’as — let me sec — Symmonds, I think. Yes, 
that w'as it : Symmonds and Son, solicitors.” 

^ Charley could only stare. He began to think Mr. Huddles 
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was playing off a joke upon him ; perhaps to turn round on 
liim afterwards. 

“ I don’t know any j^cople of the name of Symmonds, or 
they me,” said he. “ How came they to pay ? ” 

“ I think Major Raynor — I was sorry to see his death in 
the Times so soon afterwards — gave them the necessary 
orders.” 

( ’liarles shook liis head ; it was not at all likely, as he 
knew. He lost himself in a maze of thought. 

“ The evening I saw you, I was running into the station 
to catch a train, liaviiig lingered rather too long at the inn 
over some late refreshment,” explained Mr. Huddles, per- 
ceiving that ( 'harlcs was altogether puzzled, “ when a 
gentleman accosted me, asking if my errand in the place 
liad not been connected with Major Raynor’s son. I replied 
that it had. This gentleman then said that if I would 
furnish the particulars of the debt to Messrs. Symmonds and 
Son, solicitors, of London, they would no doubt sec that I 
was paid ; and lie handed mo their address. I sent the 2)ar- 
ticulars up the next day, and in the course of a jjost or two 
received the money.” 

“ It must have been Frank,” thought Charles, the i«lea 
flashing into his mind. What was this gentleman like, 
Mr. Huddles?” 

“ Ui)on my word, sir, 1 can hardly tell you,” was the 
re^dy. “ The train dashed in just as he began to S2)eak to 
me ; several 2)assengers were waiting for it, and there was 
a good bit of confusion. It was dusk also. Nearly dark, 
in fact.” 

A good-looking, pleasant- speaking fellow ? ” 

“ Yes, I think so. He had a i>lcasaTit voice.” 

“ No OIK) but Frank,” decided ( liarles. “ It’s just like 
him U) do tliesc good-natured things. I wonder how he 
f(jund tlic money ? And why in the world did he not tell 
me he had done it ? ” 

So this trouble was at an end ; and Charles might for the 
lU’csont be pronounced free from worry on the score of debt. 
If the Fates had been hard to him latterly, it seemed that 
they yet held some little kindness in store for him, 
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But this visit to tho University city was productive of the 
most intense chagrin in other ways to Cliarles Raynor ; of 
the keenest humiliation. “ Only a short while ago, I was 
one of thnn^ Avitli tho world all before me to hold my head 
up in ! ” he kept telling himself, as he watched the under- 
graduates passing in the street, liohliug aloof from them, 
for he had not tlie courage to show his face. If by unavoid- 
able cliance ho encountered one or two, he drc^v away as 
(piickly as he could, after exchanging a few uncomfortable 
sentences. Whilst they, knowing his clianged circumstances, 
his blighted prospects, made no effort to detain him ; and if 
their manner displayed a certain restraint, springing from 
innate pity, or delicacy of feeling, Cliarles put it down 
to a very different cause, and felt all tlic deeper mortilica- 
tion. 

As he left Oxford by an early morning train on his way 
homo, his thoughts were busy with wluit liad passed. For 
one thing, he found that his days of torment at Eagles’ Nest, 
when ho went about in fear of writs and arrest, liad been 
W'ithout foundation. AVith the cxccjition of Mr. Huddles — 
and tliat was much later — not a single creditor, as all 
assured him, had followed him there: neither had any of 
them written to him, excepting the one whose letter had by 
misadventure fallen into tho hands of Major Raynor. Who 
then was the Tiger, Charles asked himself, (’ould it be 
that, after all, the man had positively held no mission that 
concerned him ? It might be so : and that Charles had 
dreaded and hated him for nothing. The Tiger had left 
rirassmerc now, as Charles hapiicned to know. Jetty had 
said so tho other day when he was at Eagles’ Nest. To 
return sometime Jetty believed, for the gentleman had said 
as much to his sister Esther when leaving: he liked thij 
lodgings and liked the 2)hicc, and should no doubt visit tliem 
again. 

And so, Charles Raynor returned home, relieved on tlu^ 
whole, in spite of his over-jn-csent trouble, and witli a lively 
feeling of gratitude to Frank Raynor in his heart. 

Ho could not yet personally thank Frank ; for Frank and 
his wife had quitted Eagles’ Nest soon after the funeral of 
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Major Raynor. With the fortunes of its hitherto supposed 
owners come to an end, Frank could not any longer remain, 
a weight on their hospitable hands. It was at length nfcces- 
saiy that he should bestir himself in earnest, and see in 
what manner he could make a living for himself and Daisy. 
One great impediment to his doing this comfortably Avas, 
that he had no money. Excepting a few spare pounds in 
his pocket for present exigencies, he had positively none. 
The sum he had privately furnished Charles with at Christ- 
mas-time would liave been useful to him now ; but Frank 
never gave a regret to it. Daisy was not very strong yet, 
and could not bcfput about. She was going to stay with her 
sister, Captain Townley’s wife, for two or three Aveeks, Avho 
had just come over from India Avith her children, and had 
taken a furnished house in London. Daisy Avrotc to her 
from Eagles’ Nest proftcring the visit : she saAV Avhat a con- 
venience it Avould be to Frank to be “ rid ” of her, as slic 
laughingly said, Avhilst he looked about for some place that 
they could settle in. Mrs. ToAvnley’s ansAver had been 
speedy and cordial. “Yes, you can come here, Daisy; I 
shall be delighted to see you. But Avhat a silly child you 
must have been to make the undesirable runaAvay marriage 
they tell me of ! I thought all the St. Clares had better 
sense than that.” 

But the Tiger is not done A\ath yet. On the day tliat 
Frank and his wife said farewell to Eagles' Nest, and took 
train for London, Frank jumped out of the carriage at an 
intermediate station to get a neAA^spaper. On his way into 
it again,,ho had liis eyes on the ncwsx)apor, and chanced to 
go up to the Avrong compartment, the one behind his OAvn. 
Opening the door, Frank saw to his surprise that there Avas 
no room for him, and at the same moment found liis face in 
pretty close contact with another face ; one adorned Avith a 
silky broAvn beard and the steadfast grey eyes Frank had 
learned to knoAv. 

“ This compartment is full, sir.” 

Hoav far Frank recoiled at tlie words, at the sight, he 
never knew. It wan the Tiger, With a sinking of the heart, 
a rush of dismay, he made his Avay to his own carriage ; and 
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let the newspaper, that he had been eager for, drop between 
his knees, 

“ He is following me to town,” cried Frank, mentally, in 
his firm conviction. “ He means to track me. IIow shall 
I escape him ? How am I to escape Blase Pellet ? ” 


(CHAPTER VIII. 

THE NEW HOME. 

A COLD, drizzling rain was falling. Wo have wintry weather 
sometimes in July, as was the case now. The lovely summer 
seemed to have come to an abrupt end, and to have flown 
for good. At least, it appeared so to those who were turning 
out of their late happy and pi’osperous home, to enter on 
another of which they knew little. Knew nothing, in fact, 
except that it would have to be one of poverty and labour. 
For this was the day that Mrs. Raynor and her (jhildreii 
wore (xuitting Eagles’ Nest. 

All sui)erfluous effects had been disposed off, even to 
their personal trinkets. Charles’s watch, that he sot store 
by because it had been his father’s, and had only just come 
into his possession, had to go. Without the sale of these 
things they could not have paid all their debts and kept 
suflicient for pressing requirements. A fly took Mrs. Raynor, 
Alice, and the two younger children to the station, (Charles 
and Alfred having walked on ; and a cart convoyed the 
luggage. The rain beat against the windows of tlie fly, the 
wind swept by in gusts, shaking the branches of the trees. 
Everything looked dreary and wretched, even Eagles’ Nest 
itself. Oh, what a change it was, inwardly and outwardly, 
from that day, bright with hope and sunshine, w^hen they 
had entered it only twelve short months before ! 

Charles was at the fly door when it drew iq). “ What 
tickets am I to take ? ” he asked of his mother : and a blank 
pause ensued. They were accustomed to first-class; but 
that would not do now. 
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“ Either second, or third, Charley, ’ spuko iVlrs. 

Eaynor. 

There is no third-class to this train,” rej^lied ( ’barley, 
glad pcrliaps to liave to say it, as he turned away to the 
ticket-office. 

And so they travelled up to London, Mrs. Eaynor leaning 
hack in the carriage with closed eyes, grateful for the rest. 
It had been a long scuffic to get away : and every one of 
them liad mentally reproached Edina for not coming to 
their help. 

‘‘It is just as though she had deserted us,” said Mrs. 
Eaynor. “ I suppose she Avill ho at the now house to 
receive us, as she says ; hut 1 tliink she might have come 
all the same : she knows how incapable I am.” 

The “ new house ” was situated in the soutlicrn district of 
London, some three miles, or so, from the heart of tlu; 
hustle. It was about five o’clock when tlioy approached it 
in two cabs, througli the dirt and drizzle. Tlic sjhrits of 
all were depressed. Witli the vmy utmost difficulty Mrs. 
Eaynor kept down her hairs. 

“ I expect to hud an empty barn,” she said, looking out 
on the dreary road. “ Perhaps there will not be as much as 
a mattress to sleep on.” 

The cabs stopped before tlie door of a convenient, roomy, 
but old-fashioned-looking house, standing a little back from 
tlie road, with a garden behind it. A rosy servant-girl 
opened the door. She Avas not as fashionable-looking as the 
maids tliey had left, but she Avas neat and active, and very 
Avilling — a remarkably desirable quality in a maid-of-all- 
A>'ork. Edina came foPAV’ard ; a bright smile of Avelcomc on 
licr face as she took all the liands into hers that she could 
hold, and led the Avay to the sitting-room. It AA^as quite 
furnished, and the tea-things stood on the table. 

Instead of the empty barn Mrs. Eaynor luid expected, she 
found a house plainly but well furnished throughout. The 
schoolroom, the airy bedrooms, the sitting-rooms, the 
kitchen, all had their appropriate appointments. Useful 
furniture, and quite ncAV. Mrs. Eaynor halted in tlie 
kitchen, Avhich was not underground, and gazed about her. 
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The fire tlircw its warnitli on the red bricks, a kettle was 
singing away, plates and dishes stood on the dresser shelves, 
every necessary article seemed at hand. 

“ I cannot understand it, Edina. You must liavc obtained 
the things on credit, after all. Oli, that the school may 
succeed!— so that W’c may soon bo enabled to pay fi»r 
them.” 

“No credit has been asked or given, Mary,” was Edina’s 
answer. “ The furniture has been bought and paid for, and 
it is yours.” 

“ llought by whom ? ” 

“ By me. You will not be too proud to accept it from 
your poor friend, Edina ! ” 

Mrs. llaynor sat down on the nearest wooden chair, and 
l)urst into tears. 

“ You thought, I am sure, tliat I might have come back 
to helj^ you away from Eagles’ Nest, Mary, but I could not : 
I had too much to do here,” explained Edina. “ I find then; 
is an opening in this neighbourhood for a school, and I also 
found this house, that is so suitable for one, to bo let. I 
took it, and with Frank’s helj), furnished it, plainly as you 
see: and then I went about amongst the neighbours, and 
put an advertisement or two in the papers, asking for pupils. 
Two boarders, sisters, will enter to-morrow ; two more on 
Monday, and five day-pupils. This is not so bad a 
beginning, and I dare say others will drop in. I feel sure 
you will succeed ; that you and Alice may get a very good 
Bcliool together in time ; and I hoj)e Heaven will bless and 
prosper you.” 

Mrs. Raynor was looking up in her rather helpless 
manner. “I — I don’t understand, Edina. Did you buy 
the furniture, or did Frank ? ” 

“ Not Frank, j)oor fellow ; he lias need of help himselfi 
Be at rest, Mary : I bought it, and I have made it over to 
you by a deed of gift. The house is taken in your name, 
and I am responsible for tlie first half-year’s rent.” 

“ Oh, Edina ! But I thought you had no money — except 
the small income Dr. Raynor secured to you.” 

“ Please don’t disparage my income,” said Edina, gaily. 
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“ It is lifty pounds a-yoar : quite enough for me. As to the 
money, I had a hundred pounds or two by me that my dear 
father left me over and above the income. In laying it out 
for you and yours in your hour of need, Mary, I think it 
well spent.” 

“ And we used to call Edina mean and stingy ! ” thought 
Mrs. Raynor in her repentant heart. “ At least, Charles and 
Alice did.” 

With the next week, all the expected pupils had entered ; 
four hoarders and five day-pupils. Another day-pupil, not 
expected, made six. It was a very good opening, affording 
hope of ultimate success. 

“ What do you tliink of it, Charley ? ” asked Mrs. Raynor, 
on the third evening, as they sat together after the little 
hoarders and Kate and Robert were in hed, Edina being 
out. 

“Oh, I think it's first-rate,” answered Charley, half 
seriously, half mockingly. “ You and Alice will he maldng 
a fortune by-and-hy.” 

The remark did not please Alice. She, at least, was not 
reconciled to the new homo and its duties. 

“ You may think it first-rate,” she retorted. “It is 
widely different from Eagles’ Nest. We were gcntlepcople 
there ; we are poor governesses here.” 

(/barley made no response. The very name of Eagles* 
Nest would give him an unpleasant turn. 

“And it is nothing hut work all day,” wont on Alice. 
“ Lessons this hour, music that, writing the next. Oh, it is 
wearisome ! ” 

“Don’t grumble, my dears,” interposed Mrs. Raynor. 
“It might have been so much worse. After tlie strange 
turn our affairs took, we might now be without a roof over 
our heads or a morsel of bread to cat. So far as I can see, 
we should have been, but for Edina.” 

The tears were raining down Mrs. Raynor’s cheeks. 
Alice started iq) and threw her arms round her in repent- 
ance. “ Forgive me, dear mamma, forgive me ! I was 
wrong to speak so repiningly.” 

“ You w^re wrong, dear Alice. In dwelling so much upon 
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the advantages we liave lost, you overlook tlie mercies remain- 
ing to us. And they aro mercies. We are together under 
one roof ; we have the prospect of making a fair living.” 

“ Yes,” acciuicsced Charley, throwing regrets behind liim. 
“ It is a very nice home indeed, compared with what might 
liavc been.” 

“ And 1 think we may yet be very haj)py in it,” said Mrs. 
Kaynor. 

Alice strove to think so too, and put on a cheerful face. 
But the old days were ever present with her ; and she never 
recalled tlic j^ast ho 2 )es connected witli William Stanc, but 
her heart turned sick and faint in its despair. 

“ It will be your turn next, Charles,” observed Edina, 
taking the opjiortunity of si>cakiug to him the following 
morning, when they were alone. 

“ My turn ? ” repeated Charles, vaguely : conscious that 
ho knew what sho meant, but not choosing to acknow- 
ledge it. 

“ To do something for yourself,” added Edina. “ You 
cannot intend to live upon your mother.” 

“ Of course I do not, Edina. How stupid you are.” 

“ And the question is, what is that something to be ? ” sho 
continued, passing over his compliment to herself. 

“ I should like to go into the army, Edina.” 

Edina shook her head. Her longer experience of life, 
her habits of forethought, enabled her to sec obstacles that 
younger people did not sec. 

“ Even if you had the money to purchase a commission, 
Charley ” 

“ But I did not think of purchasing, I should like to get 
one given to me.” 

“ Is there a chance of it ? ” 

Charles did not reply. He was standing before the 
window, gazing abstractedly at a young butcher boy, dash- 
ing about in a light cart for his morning orders. There 
was not very much chance of it, he feared, but there might 
be a little. 

“ Let us suppose that you had the commission, Charley, 
that it arrived here for you this very day direct from the 
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Horse Guards — or whatever place may issue them,” pursued 
Edina. ‘‘ Would it benefit you V ” 

“ Benefit mo ! ” 

“I mean, could you take it up? How would you find 
youi necessary outfit ? Kegimcntals cost a great deal : and 
there must be many other j)reliminary expenses. This is 
not all ” 

“ I could get things on credit,” interrupted Charles, “ and 
pay as I went on.” 

“ But this would not bo the only impediment, Charley. 

I have heard that it takes every officer more than his pay to 
live. I have often thought that were I an oflicer it should 
not take me more ; but it may be that I am mistaken tlierc. 
You would not have anything besides your pay, Charley.” 

“ Oil, I expect I should get along.” 

“ Taken at the best, you would have nothing to spare. I 
liad thought you might choose some calling which would 
enable you to help them here at home.” 

“ Of course. It is what I should wish to do.” 

“ Alfred must bo educated ; and little Robert as he comes 
on. Your mother may not be able to do this. And I do 
not see that you will have it in your power to aid her if you 
enter the army.” 

Charles began scoring the window-pane with a pencil that 
ho held, not knowing what to answer. In truth, his own 
intentions and views as to the future were so vague and 
purposeless, that to dwell on it gave him nightmare. 

“ What should you propose, Edina ? ” 

“ A situation,” replied Edina, promptly, ‘‘ in some good 
city house.” 

But for the obligations they were just now under to Edina, 
Mr. Charles Raynor would have abused her well for the 
suggestion. It suited neither himself nor his pride. A 
situation in some city house ! That meant a clerk, he sup- 
posed. To write at desks and go on errands ! 

“ I wish you wouldn’t talk so, Edina,” he peevishly said, 
wishing he might box her oars. “ Did you ever hear of a 
Raynor becoming a tradesman ? ” 

“Did you ever hear of a Raynor with no moans of 
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living ‘? ” retorted Edina. “No profession, and no money? 
(Jircumstances alter eases, Charley.” 

“ Circumstances can’t make a common man a gentleman ; 
and they can’t make a gentleman take up the rule of a 
common man.” 

“ (.Wt they ! I think they often do. However, Charley, 
I will say no more just now, for I jHU’ceive you are not in 
the liumour for it. Consider the matter with yourself. 
Don't depend upon the commission, for indeed I do not see 
that you have a chance of one. Put it out of your tlioughts, 
if you can, and look to other ways and means. I sliall be 
leaving you in a day or two, you know ; by that time you 
will perhaps have decided on something.” 

Edina went into the schoolroom, and ( diaries stood where 
lie was. Alfred came in with his Latin books. Mrs. Eaynor 
was going to send Alfred to a day-school close by ; but it 
did not open for another week or two, and meanwhile Charles 
made a show of keeping him to his Latin. 

“ What am I to do this morning, Charley ? ” 

“ (.^opy that last exercise over again, lad. It was so badly 
written yesterday that I could not read it.” 

Alfred’s j^en wont scratching over the copy-book. Charles 
remained at the window, deep in thought. Ho had no more 
wish to bo living on his mother than any other good son 
has ; but he did not see where he could go, or what ho could 
do. The doubt had lain on his mind during these recent 
days more than was agreeable to its j^oacc. His whole heart 
was set upon a commission ; but in truth he did not feel much 
more sanguine of obtaining one than Edina seemed to feel. 

He wished he was something — wished it there as ho stood. 
Anything^ rather than remain in this helpless position. 
Wished he was a doctor, like Frank ; or a banker, like that 
wretch, George Atkinson; or a barrister, like that other 
wretch, Stano. Had he been brought u]) to one of these 
callings he should at least have a profession before him. As 
it was, he felt incapable: ho was lit for nothing, knew 
nothing. If he could get a commission given to him, he 
should be on his legs at once ; and that req^uired no sx^ecial 
training. 
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But for Charles Raynor’s inexperience, he might have 
found that a candidate for a commision in the army does 
require a special training now. In his father’s young days 
the case was otherwise. The major had been very fond of 
talking of those days ; Charles had thence gathered his im- 
pressions, and they remained with him. 

Yes, ho said to himself, making a final score on the 
window-pane, he must get the commission ; and the sooner 
the better. Not to lose time, he thought it might be well to 
sec about it at once. An old acquaintance of his father’s, 
one Colonel Cockburn, had (as Charles was wont to put it 
to himself) some interest in high quarters : his brother, Sir 
James Cockburn, being one of the Lords of the Admiralty. 
Of course, reasoned Charles, Sir James must be quite able 
to give away posts indiscriminately in both army and navy ; 
and it was not likely he would refuse one to his brotlier, if 
the latter asked for it. So if ho, Charles, could only get 
Colonel Cockburn to interest himself, the affair was done. 

“Arc you going out?” questioned Alfred, as Charles 
began to brush his coat and hat. 

“Yes, I am going to see Colonel Cockburn,” was tlie 
reply. “No good putting it off any longer. When you 
have finished copying that exercise, youngster, you can do 
another. And mind you stick at it : don’t go worrying the 
motlier.” 

Away went Charles, on the top of a passing omnibus. 
Colonel Cockburn’s club was the Army and Navy. Charles 
possessed no other address of his; and to that building 
he found his way, and boldly entered. 

“ Colonel Cockburn, sir ? ” was the answer to his inquiry. 
“ I don’t think he is in town.” 

“ Not in town ! ” cried Charles, his ardour suddenly 
damped. “ Why do you think that ? ” 

“ He has not been here for a day or two, sir : so wo con- 
clude he is either absent or ill. The colonel is sometimes 
laid up with gout for a week together.” 

“ Can you tell me where he lives ? I’ll go and see him.” 

“In St. James’s Street,” replied the man, giving at the 
same time the number of tho house. 
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To St. James’s Street proceeded Charles, found the house 
in which the colonel occupied rooms, and saw the landlady, 
(/olonel Cockburn was at Bath : liad gone to stay with a 
brother who was lying there ill. 

“ What a dreadful bother ! ” thought Charles. “ Cockburn 
must have a whole regiment of brothers ! ” And he stood 
in indecision. 

“ Will the colonel be back soon ? ” inquired he. 

“ I don’t know at all,” was the landlady’s answer. “ Should 
ho bo detained in Bath, he may not come back before 
October. The colonel always leaves London tlie end of 
July. Sometimes he leaves earlier than that.” 

“ What on earth am I to do ? ” cried Charles, half aloud, 
his vivid hopes evaporating considerably. “ My business 
with him was urgent.” 

“ ( .\)uld you write to him ? ” suggested the landlady. 

“ I suppose I must— if you have his address. But I ought 
to see him.” 

She took an envelope from the mantelpiece, on which was 
written an address in the < h’csccnt, Bath. Charles co2)ied 
it down, and went out. He stood a moment, considering 
what he should do. The day was so fine and the town so 
full of life, that to go olf to that pokey old southern suburb 
seemed a sin and a shame. So he decided to make a day of 
it, and began with the Royal Academy. 

Time slips away in the most wonderful manner when 
sight-seeing, and the day was over before Charles thought 
it half through. When he reached home, it was past nine. 
The children were in bed ; his mother also had gone to bed 
with headache ; Edina and Alice were sewing by lamplight. 
Alice was at some fancy work ; Edina was mending a tom 
pinafore : one of a batch that required repairing. 

While taking his supper, Charles told them of his ill-luck 
in regard to Colonel Cockburn. And when the tray went 
away, he got paper and ink and began to write to him. 

“He is sure to have heard of our misfortunes— don’t you 
think so, Edina ? I suppose I need only j ust allude to them.” 

“ Of course he has heard of them,” broke in Alice, resent- 
fully. “ All the world must have heard of them.” 
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( liarley wont on writing. The first letter did not please 
him ; and when it was nearly completed he tore it up and 
began another. 

“ It is always difficult to know what to say in this kind of 
application : and I don’t tliink I am much of a letter-writer,” 
observed he, candidly. 

Alice grew tired, nodded over her embroidery, and at 
length said good-night and wont upstairs. Edina sent the 
servant to bed, and stitched on at another pinafore. 

“ I think that will do,” said Charley : and ho read the 
letter aloud. 

“ It will do very well,” acquiesced Edina. “ But, Charley, 
I foresee all sorts of difficulties. To begin with, I am not 
at all sure that you are eligible for a commission : I fancy 
you ought to go first of all to Sandhurst or Woolwich.” 

“ Not a bit of it,” replied Charley, full of confidence. 
“ What other difficulties do you foresee, Edina ? ” 

“ I wish you would give uj) the idea.” 

“ I dare say ! What would you have me do, if I did give 
it up ? ” 

“ Pocket your pride, and find a situation,” 

Charles tossed liis head. Pride was almost as much in 
the ascendant with liim as it ever had been. He thought 
how old and silly Edina was growing. But lie remembered 
what she had done for them, and would not quarrel witli lier. 

“ Time enough to talk of that, Edina, when I have had 
Colonel Cockburn’s answer.” 

Edina said no more for a few moments. She rose ; shook 
out Bobert’s comjdcted pinafore, and folded it. “ I liad a 
scheme in my head, Charley ; but you don’t seem inclined to 
hear anything I may say upon the subject.” 

“Yes, I will,” replied Charley, opening his ears at the 
rather attractive word “ scheme.” “ I will hear that.” 

“I cannot help thinking that if George Atkinson were 
applied to, he would give you a post in his bank. He ought 
to do it. After turning you out of Eagles’ Nest ” 

“ I wouldn’t apply to him ; I wouldn’t take it,” interrupted 
Charles, fiercely, his anger aroused by the name. “ If he 
offered me the best post in it to-morrow, I would fling, it 
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hack 111 Ills face. (Toocl-niglit, Edina ; I’m oil. I don’t care 
to stay to hear of suggested obligations from him'' 

On the day of Edina’s departure for Treiinacli, tlio 
morning post brought 1 /oloncl (^ockburn’s answer to ( liarlos. 
It was very short. Edina, her bonnet on, stood to read it 
over his shoulder. TJic colonel intimated that ho did not 
quite comprclicnd (Charles’s ap2>licatiou ; but would sec liim 
on his return to London. 

“ So there’s nothing for it but to wait — and I liope Ik) 
won’t be long,” remarked Cliarlcs, as lie folded the briefly- 
worded letter. “ You must see there’s nothing else, Edina.” 


CHAPTER IX. 

Mil. MAX miowx. 

In a po^mlous and somewhat obscure part of Lambeth, not 
a hundred miles away from the great hospital, Bedlam, 
there ran a narrow street. Amongst the shops, on tlie left 
of this street in going from London, stood a house that 
could not strictly be called a sho^) now ; though it had been 
one recently, and the two counters within it still remained. 
It had formerly been a small chemist’s shop. About a year 
ago, a young medical man named Brown had taken it, done 
away with the drugs and chemicals, so far as retailing them 
to the public went, and tlicrc set himself up as a doctor. 
He disjiensed his own medicines, so the counters Avere 
useful still, and his jars of poivdcrs and liquids occupied 
the pigeon-holes above, where the chemist’s jars had onc.e 
stood. The lower half of the windows had been stained 
white ; on one of them Avas Avritten in black letters, “ Mr. 
Max BroAvn, surgeon;” on the other, “Mr. Max BroAvn, 
general medical practitioner.” 

It was noAV about a year since IMr. Max BroAvn had thus 
established himself ; and he had done very fairly. If his 
practice did not afford a promise that he Avould speedily 
become a millionaire, it at least was sufficient to keep him. 
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And to kec];) him well. Mr. Brown had liimsclf been horn 
and reared in as crowded a part of London as this, some- 
where towards Clerkonwell, therefore the locality did not 
offend his tastes. lie anticipated remaining in it for good, 
and had not the slightest doubt that his practice would 
steadily increase, and afford him a carriage and a better 
house in time. The tradespeople around, though far below 
those of Bond Street in the social scale, were tradespeople 
of sufficient substance, and could afford to pay Mr. Brown, 
lie was a little dark man, of affable nature and manners, 
clever in his profession, liked by his patients, and winning 
his way more surely amongst them day by day. 

In the midst of this humble prosperity a check occurred. 
Not to the prosperity, but to Mr, Brown’s plans and projects. 
Several years before, liis elder brother had gone to the 
West Indies, and his w'idowed mother and his sister liad 
subsequently followed him out. The sister had married 
there. The brother, Kenneth Brown, was for some years 
successful manager of a planter’s estate ; he now managed 
one of his own. Altogether they were extremely prosperous ; 
and the only one of the family left in England, Max, 
received pleasant letters from them by each fortniglitly 
mail, and was quite at ease with regard to them. It there- 
fore took him completely by surprise in the midst of tin's 
ease, to find himself suddenly summoned to Jamaica. 

One day in this same hot summer, early in the month of 
June— for we must go back two or three weeks in our story 
— Mr. Brown, having completed his morning round of calls 
on patients, stood behind his counter making up the physic 
required by them, and waiting for his queer old maid-servant. 
Eve, to come and tell him his one-o’clock dinner was 
ready. The door stood open to the hot street, and to the 
foot-passengers traversing the pavement; and Sam, the 
young boy, was waiting at the opposite counter with his 
covered basket until the physic should be ready. 

“ That’s all to-day, Sam,” said his master, pleasantly, as 
he folde'd the white paper round the last bottle, and motioned 
to the lad to bring the basket forward. “ And, look here ” 
— showing one of the packets — “ this is for a fresh place, 
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Number 26, you see, in The Walk. It’s a grocer’s 
shop.” 

“ All riglit, sir. I shall find it.” 

“Maximilian Brown, Es^i-,” interrupted a voice at tliis 
juncture. It was that of the postman. He came in at the 
open door, and read out the address of the letter — his usual 
custom— as he juit it down. 

“ Oh, the mail’s in, I see,” observed the doctor to liim. 

“ Yes, sir.” 

Postman and boy went out together. Mr. Brown, leisurely 
turning down his coat-cufts, which were never allowed to 
come in contact with the physic, took up the West Indian 
hotter, {ind broke the seal. By that seal, as well as by the 
writing, he knew it was from his niotlier. Mrs. Brown 
always sealed her letters. 

The letter contained only a few shaky lines. It told her 
son Max that she was ill ; ill, as she feared, unto death. 
And it enjoined him to come out to Jamaica, that she might 
see him before she died. A note from his brother was 
enclosed, which contained these words — 

“ Do come out, dear Max, if you can in any way manage 
it. Mother’s heart is set upon it. There is no immediate 
danger, but she is breaking fast. Come by next mail if you 
can, the middle of June; but at any rate don’t delay it 
longer than the beginning of July. I enclose you an order 
on our London bankers, that the want of funds may bo no 
impediment to you. 

“ Your affectionate brother, 

“ Kenneth.” 

It took a great deal to disturb the equable temperament 
of Max Brown. This did disturb him. He stood staring 
at the different missives : now at his mother’s, now at his 
brother’s, now at the good round sum named in the order. 
A thunderbolt could not more effectually have taken him 
back. Eve, a clean old body in a flowery chintz gown, with 
a mob-cap and bow of green i-ibbon surmounting her grey 
hair, cajji®^ twice to say the loin of lamb waited : but she 
recoded no reply in return. 



“ I can't go,” Max was repeating to himself. “ I clon^t sec 
how I con go. What would become of my practice ? ” 

But his mother was his mother : and Max Brown, a 
dutiful son, began to feel that he should not like her to die 
before ho had seen her once again. She was not sixty yet. 
The whole of the rest of the day and part of the night he 
was revolving matters in his mind ; and in the morning he 
sent an advertisement to the Times and to a medical 
journal. 

For more than a week the advertisement brought no 
result. Answers there Averc to it, and subserpicnt intervicAvs 
Avith those who Avrote them ; but none that availed Max 
Brown. Either tlic applicants did not suit him, or his oifer 
did not suit them. lie then inserted the advertisement a 
second time. 

And it chanced to fall under tlio notice of Frank Eaynor. 
Or, strictly speaking, under tlie notice of Frank’s friend 
(h’isp. This Avas close upon tlic return of Frank from 
Eagles’ Nest. Daisy AA^as AAdth her sister in Westbourne 
Terrace, and Frank Jiad been taken in by Mr. (!^*risp, a 
young surgeon aa^Iio held an appointment in one of the 
London hosj)itals. He occupied private rooms, and could 
accommodate Frank AAutli a sofa-bedstead. Mr. (h’isp saAV 
the advertisement on the morning of its second appearance 
in the Times, and pointed it out to Frank. 

“ A qualified medical practitioner Avanted, to take entire 
charge for a foAv months of a general practice in London 
during the absence of the principal.” 

“ It may be Avorth looking after, old follow,” said 
Crisp. 

Frank seized upon the suggestion eagerly. Most anxious 
Avas ho to be relieved from his present state of inactivity. 
An intervicAV took place between him and Max Brown ; and 
before it terminated Frank had accepted the post. 

To him it looked all couleur-dc-rose. During the very 
foAv days ho had noAv been in London, that enemy, the 
Tiger, had troubled his mind more than was pleasant. 
That the man had come up in the same train, absolutely 
in the compartment immediately beliind his oAvn, for. the 
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purpose of keeping him in view, anti of tracking out his 
place of abode in town, appeared only too evident to him. 
When Frank liad deposited his wife at her sister’s door, the 
turnings and twistings lie caused the cab to take in carrying 
him to Crisp’s, would have been sufficient to baffio a 
detective. Frank hoped it had baffied the Tiger: but ho 
]iad scarcely liked to show himself abroad since. Tlicrt^fore 
the obscurity of tlie locality in which Mr. Brt)wn’s i>racticc ' 
lay, whilst it liad frightened away one or two dandies wiio 
had inquired about it, was a strong recommendation in the 
eyes of Frank. 

The terms proposed by Mr. Brown were these : That 
Frank Bay nor should enter the house as lie went out of it, 
take liis place in all respects, carry on the practicio for him 
until he himself returned, and live upon the proceeds. If 
the returns amounted to more than a certain sum, tluj 
surplus was to be reserved for Mr. Brown. 

Frank agreed to all : tlie terms w(jre Jirst-rate ; jtist wliat 
he should have clioscn, ho said. And surely to him they 
looked so. Ho was sudd(;nly lifted out of liis state of 
penniless dependence, had a liouso over his head, and 
occupation. The very fact of possessing a liome to bring 
Daisy to, would liavc lent enchantment to tlie view in his 
sanguine nature. 

“ And by good luck I shall dodge the Tiger,” ho 
assured himself. “ He will never think of looking for me 
here. Were he to find me out, Mr. Blase Pellet would l)e 
down upon me for hush-money — ^Ibr that I cxi)ect will b(; 
his move the moment he thinks I have any money in my 
pocket. Yes, better to 1)C in this obscure place at present, 
tlmn flourishing before the West-end world as a royal 
j)hysician.” 

So wlien preliminaries w’^crc arranged lie wrote to Mrs. 
Baynor, saying what a jolly thing he had dropped into. 

But Mr. Max Brown reconsidered one item in the 
arrangement. Instead of Frank’s coming in when he left, 
he had him there a week beforehand that he might introduce 
him t^]^ji(ft»yatients. Frank was to take to the old servant, 
and to the boy, Sam : in short, nothing was to be altered, 
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nothing changed excepting the master. Frank was to walk 
in and Mr. Brown to walk out; all else was to go on as 
before. Mr. Brown made no sort of objection to Frank’s 
wife sharing the home : on the contrary, he made one or 
two extra arrangements for her comfort. Wlien ho sailed, 
the beginning of July, Frank was fully installed, and Daisy 
might come as soon as she pleased. But her sister wished 
to keep her a little longer. 

On one of the hot mornings in that same month of J uly, 
a well-dressed young fellow in deep mourning might be 
seen picking his way through the narrow streets of Lambeth, 
rendered ankle-deop in mud by the prodigal benevolence of 
the water-cart. It was (.^harlcs Kaynor. Having nothing 
to do with his time, he had come forth to find out Frank. 

“ It can't be here ! ” cried Charley to himself, sniffing 
about fastidiously. “ Frank would never take a practice in 
a low place like this ! I say — here, youngster,” he cried, 
arresting the steps of a tattered girl, who was running 
out of a shop, “do you chance to know where Mark 
Street is ? ” 

“First turning you comes to,” promptly responded the 
damsel, with assured confidence. 

Charles found the turning and the street, and went down 
it, looking on all sides for the house he wanted. As he did 
not remember, or else did not know, the name of Frank’s 
predecessor, the words “ Mr. Max Brown ” on some window- 
panes on the opposite side of the way afforded him no guide ; 
and he might have gone on into endless wilds but for catch- 
ing sight within the house of a shapely head and some 
bright hair, which he knew belonged to Frank. He crossed 
the street at a bound, and entered. 

“ Frank ! ” 

Standing in the identical spot in which Max Brown was 
standing when we first saw him, was Frank, his head bent 
forward over an account-book, in which he was writing, 
lie looked up hastily. 

“ Charley ! ” 

Their hands met, and some mutual inquiil^n ensued. 
They had not seen each other since quitting Eagles’ ]Se;3^. .. 
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“ Wc tliouglit you must be dead and buried, Frank. You 
might have come to see us.” 

“ Just what I have bceu thinking — that you might have 
come to see me,” returned Frank. “ / can’t g(it away. 
Since Brown left, and for a week before it, I have not had a 
moment to myself: morning, noon and night, I am tied to 
my post here. Your time is your own, Charley.” 

“ I have bceu about at the West-end, finding out Colonel 
Cockburn, and doing one thing or another,” said Cliarloy, 
by way of excusing his laziness. “ Edina left ns only 
yesterday.” 

“ For Trennach ? ” 

“ Yes, for Trennach. Wc fancy she means to take up her 
abode for good in the old place. She does not fool at home 
anywhere else, she says, as she does there. It was good of 
her, though, was it not, Frank, to set ns ni> in the new 
home?” 

“ Very good — even for Edina. And I b(}liov() few 2 )eople 
ill this world are so practically good as she is. I did a little 
towards helping her choose the furniture ; not mucli, 
because I arranged with Brown. I low is the school pro- 
gressing ? ” 

“ All right. It is a dreadful come-down : but it has to 
be jmt up with. Alice cries every niglit.” 

“ And about yourself? Have you formed any plans 1 ” 

“ I am waiting till f ^ockburn returns to town. I ex 2 >eci 
he will get me a commission.” 

“ A commission ! ” exclaimed Frank, dubiously ; certain 
doubts and difficulties crossing his mind, as they had crossed 
Edina’s. 

“ It will be the best thing for me if I can only obtain it. 
There is no other opening.” 

Frank remained silent. His doubts were very strong 
indeed ; but he never liked to inflict thorns where he could 
not scatter flowers, and he would not damp Charley’s evident 
ardour. Time might do that quickly enough. 

Charley was looking about him. He had been looking 
about ever since he entered, somewhat after the 

manner that he had looked at the streets, but 
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more furtively. Appearances were surprising liiiii. Tlic 
small shop (it seemed no better) with the door standing 
o2)cn to the narrow street ; the counters on cither side ; the 
glass jars above ; the scales lying to hand, and sundry 
packets of i)ills and powders beside them : to him, it all 
savoured of a small retail chemist's business. Charley 
thought lie must be in a sort of dream. He could not undcr- 
stand how or why Frank had condescended to so inferior a 
position as this. 

“ Do you nice this place, Frank ? " 

“ Uncommonly," answered Frank : and his honest blue 
eyes, glancing brightly into Charley's, confirmed the words. 
“ It is a relief to bo in harness again ; and to have a home 
to bring Daisy to." 

“ Will Daisy like it ? " questioned Charles. And the 
hesitation in his tone, which he could not suppress, plainly 
betrayed his opinion — that she would not like it. 

Frank's countenance fell. It was the one bitter droj) in 
the otherwise suilieiently palatable cup., 

“ I lokh I could have done better for her. It is only for 
a time, you know, Charley." 

I see," said Charley, feeling relieved. “ You arc only 
here whilst looking out for something better." 

“ That's it, in one sense, I stay here until Brown comes 
back. By that time I hope to — to pick myself up again.” 

TJic slight pause was caused by a consciousness that ho 
did not feel assured upon the point. That Mr. Blase Pellet 
and his emissary, the Tiger, and all their unfriendly machi- 
nations combined, would by that time bo in some way 
satisfactorily disposed of, leaving himself a free agent again, 
Frank devoutly hoped and most sanguinely expected. It 
was only when his mind dipped into details, and ho began 
to consider how and by what means these enemies were 
likely to be subdued, that he felt anxious and doubtful. 

“Something good may turn up for you, Frank, before 
the fellow — Brown, if that’s his name — comes home. I 
suppose you’ll take it if it does.” 

“ Not I. My bargain with Browm is to remain' k^re until 
ho returns. And hero I shall remain.” 
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“ Ob, well — of course a bargain’s a bargain. ITow long 
does be expect to be away ? ” 

“ He did not know. He might stay four or six monibs 
with bis people, be tliougbt, if tilings went on well liorc.” 

“ I say, why do you keep that street-door open ? ” 

“I don’t know,” answered Frank. “From habit, I 
suppose. Brown used to keep it open, and I have done ilui 
same. I like it so. It gives a little liveliness to the place.” 

“ Peoiilc may take tlie jilacc for a shop, and come in.” 

“ Some have done so,” laughed Frank. “ It was a 
chemist’s slioji before Brown took to it. I tell them it is 
only a surgery now.” 

“When do you expect Daisy?” asked CJbarles, after a 
pause. 

“ This evening.” 

“ This evening ! ” 

“ I shall snatch a moment at dusk to fetch her,” addtjd 
Frank. “ Mrs. Townley is going into Cornwall on a visit 
to The Mount, and Daisy comes home.” 

“ Have the iieople at The Mount forgiven Daisy yet ? ” 

“ No. They will not do that, I expect, until I am 
established as a first-rate practitioner, with servants and 
carriages about me, Mrs. St. Clare likes show.” 

“ Slio w'ouldn’t like this, I’m afraid,” s^ioko (.'harles, 
candidly, looking up at the low ceiling and across at the 
walls. 

Frank was saved a rejdy. Sam, the boy, who had been 
out on an errand, entered, and began delivering a message 
to his master. 

“Would you like some dinner, (-harley ? ” asked Friink. 
“ Come along, I don’t know what there is to-day.” 

Passing through a side-door behind him, Frank 6to2)ped 
into an adjoining sitting-room. It was narrow, but com- 
fortable. The window looked to tlie street. The fire^daco 
was at the opposite end, side by side with the door that led 
to the liouse beyond. A mahogany sofa covered with horse- 
hair stood against the wall on one side ; a low bookcase 
and a w^jri^able on the other. The chairs matched the 
sy^fi^on the centre table the dinner-cloth was laid. 
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“ Not a bad room, this,” said Charley, thinking it an im- 
provement on the shop. 

“ There’s a better sitting-room upstairs,” observed Frank. 

“ Well furnished, too. Brown liked to have decent 
things about him; and his people, he said, helped him 
liberally when he sot up here. That work-table he bought 
the other day for Daisy’s benefit.” 

“ Ho must be rather a good sort of a fellow.” 

“ He’s a very good one. What have you for dinner, Eve ? 
Tat a knife and fork for this gentleman.” 

“ Boast beef, sir,” replied the old woman, who was carry- 
ing in the dishes, and nodded graciously to (liarles, as 
much as to say he was welcome. “ I thought the new 
mistress might like to find a cut of cold moat in the hous(.‘.” 

“ Quite right,” said Frank. “ Sit down, Charley.” 

Charley sat down, and did ample justice to the dinner, 
especially the Yorkshire pudding, a dish of which he was 
particularly fond, and had not lost his relish for amidst the 
dainties of the table at Eagles* Nest. He began to think 
Frank’s (quarters were not so bad on the whole, compared 
with no cpiartcrs at all, and no dinner to cat. 

“ Have you chanced to sec that man, Charley, since you 
came to London?” in(|uired Frank, putting the question 
with a certain reluctance, for he hated to allude to the 
subject. 

“ What man ? ” returned Cliarley. 

“ The Tiger.” 

“No, I have not seen him. I learnt at Oxford that I 
had boon mistaken in thinking he was looking after 
me ” 

“ Ho was not looking after you,” interrupted Frank. 

“My creditors there all assured me Oh, Frank, 

how could I forget ? ” broke off Charley. “ What an un- 
grateful fellow I am ! Though, indeed, not really ungrate- 
ful, but it had temporarily slipped my memory. How good 
it was of you to settle those two bills for me ! I would not 
write to thank you : I preferred to wait until we met. How 
did you raise the money ? ” 

Frank, who had finished bis dinner, had nothing 
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Imt to staro at (’harlo.s. Aial lio diil stan'. ‘‘ 1 ilon’t know 
wliat you arc talking about, C-liarky. Wliat bills liavo I 
sottlod for you ? ’* 

“ Tlio two Avrotobod bills I had aoeoptod and wont alnuit 
in foar of. You kn<»w. Was it not you who paid tboin ? ” 

“ Aro they paid ” 

‘‘ Yos. All paid and done with. It must bavci lasMi you, 
Frank. TlioroV no ono ols(3 that it coiibl bavo Ix'on.” 

‘‘]\ry good lad, T assuro you I know nothing whatovor 
about it. WlniHi should I got a hundrod pouinls from ? 
W hat ccnild indiKx; you to think it was I ? ” 

rjjarlo.s told tho talo all ho know (»f it. Thoy wastod 
sonni minutrs in (*r)njootnr(‘S, and llnm oanio to tho oon- 
clnsioii that it must bavo, botni ]\lajj)r Itaynor hlniKi^lf 
who had 2 )aid. llo had luicomo ao(|naintod in soin(5 way 
with (’harlos's troublo and had tpiiotly roliovcul it, A lamo 
comdiision, as both folt : for sotting asidij tho, fact that tho 
poor major was short of momiy himstdf, to j)ay bills for his 
son sc(;rotly was eminently uneharaetoristic*/ of him : lio 
would havti boon far moro likoly to pnx^laim it to tins wliolo 
house, and reproach Charley in its In'aring. Ibit tln‘y W(;ro 
fain to r(!st in the belief, from sheer want of any otln r 
benefactor to fix upon. Not a soul w'as there in tin*, wide 
world, as far as Charhy know, to come forth in this manner, 
ex(;cpting his father. 

“T think it must have boon so,’^ concluded Charles. 
“ IVrha])S the dear old man got to know, through Lamb, of 
Huddlos’s visit that day.” 

“ And what of Eagles’ Nest ? ” asked Frank, as he passed 
back into the surgery with Charles, and sent tho boy into 
the kitchen to his dinner. “ Has Ceorgo Atkinson taken 
possession yet ? ” 

“ AVc have heard nothing of Eagles’ Nest, Frank ; wo 
don’t care to hear anything. Possession ? Of course ho 
has. You may depend upon it he would make an indecent 
rush into it tho very day after wo came out of it, the wretch ! 
If he did not tlie same night.” 

Frank n opLl not help a smile at tho outburst of indig- 
natioj^^*^tkinson ought to do something for you, Charley,” 

‘^1 
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lio said. “ After turning you out of one home, the least he 
could do would ho to.find you another. I dare say ho might 
put yon into some post or other.” 

“And do you suppose Td take it!” fired Charles, his 
eyes blazing. “ What queer ideas you must have, Frank ! 
You are as had as Edina. As if ” 

“Oh, please, Dr. Brown, would you come to mother,” 
interrupted a small child, darting in at the open door. 
“ She liavc fell through the hack parlour window a-clcaning 
of it, and her arm ho hroko, she says.” 

“ Who is your mother, little one 2 ” 

“ At the corner shop, please, sir. Number eleven.” 

“ Tell her I will come directly.” 

( ^harles was taking up his hat, to leave. “ Why does slio 
call you Dr. Brown 2 ” ho questioned, as the child ran off, 
and Franlc was making ready to follow her and summoning 
Sam to the surgery. 

“ Half the people here call me so. It comes more readily 
to them than the new name. Good-hy(^, Charley. My love 
to all at homo. Como again soon.” 

He sped away in the wake of the child. Charley turned 
the other way on his road homewards, carrying with him a 
very disparaging opinion of Lamhoth. 

In the small hack sitting-room, underneath its two lighted 
gas-burners, stood Mrs. Frank Raynor, her heart heating 
faster than usual, her breath laboured. She felt partly 
frightened, partly confused by what she saw — by the aspect 
of the idaco she was brought to, as her now home. Frank 
had in a degree prepared her for it as they came along in 
the cab which brought them, Daisy’s boxes piled upon it : 
but cither he had done it insufficiently, or she had failed to 
realize his description of what he called the “ humble den,” 
for it came upon her with a shock. Both as Margaret St. 
Clare and as Margaret Raynor her personal experiences of 
dwelling-places had been pleasant and sunny. 

Tlio clock was striking ten when the cab had drawn up 
in IMark Street. She looked out to see wl^it stopped. 
She saw a narrow street, an inferior locality, smalJT bhops on 
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( itlicr side. The one before wliieh tlicy bad baited appcnired 
to be a shop too : tbe door stood open, a gas-bun^<'r wan 
all gilt witbin. 

“ Wliy are we stopping bore, Frank ? ” 

Frank, liastcning to jump out, did not boar tb<! (luesilon. 
1 [e turned to liolp bcr. 

“This is not the place?” slic cried in d»>iibt. 

“ Yes, this is it, IJaisy ” 

Tic took bcr in, piloted ber between the counters into tbe 
liglitcd side-room, and turned back to see to tbe luggage ; 
braving ber utterly agliast, bewildered, and standing as still 
as a statue. 

l^bo door at tlie cud of tbe room opened, and a curious 
old ligure, attired in a ebintz gown of antiipie shape, with a 
huge bow of green ribbon on ber muslin cap, ajipeared at 
it. Eve curtsied to her new mistri'-ss; tbe now mistress 
stared at the servant. 

“You arc welcome, ma’am. \Vc arc glad to see you. 
And, please, would you like tbe supper-tray brought in ?” 

“Is— is tins Mr. llaynor’s?” (piestioned Daisy, in tones 
that seemed to say sbo dreaded tlui answisr. 

“Sureonougb it is, ma’am, for the prescuit. lie is berc- 
during the master’s absence.” 

Daisy said no more. She only stood still in bcr grievous 
astonishment, striving to comprelicnd it all, and to husli 
her dismayed heart. The luggage was being brought in, 
and Eve went to help with it. Frank found liis wife scjaied 
on the horsehair sofa, when be came in ; and caught tlui 
blank look on her pale face. 

“You arc tired, Daisy. You would like to take your 
tilings off. C'omc upstairs, and I will show you your bed- 
room.” 

Lighting a candle, ho led the way, Daisy following 
mcebanically up the steep, confined staircase;, to which she. 
herself seemed to present a contrast, with ber fashionable 
attire of costly black gauze, relieved by frilliiigs <»f W)ft 
white not. 

“ Tbo room’s not very large, Daisy,” bo said, entering 
one <a^lfl?Trrst floor, tbo window loe>king out on some back 
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Imt I thought you would prefer this, and it is better fur- 
nished. It was Brown’s room. IIo said I had better take 
to it, for if I went 112) liigher I might not hoar the niglit- 
bell.” 

“Yes,” reidicd Daisy, fiiintly, undoing the strings of her 
bonnet. “ Was it a — a shoj) 'wo came through ? ” 

“ Tliat was the surgery. It used to bo a shop, and Brown 
never took the trouble to alter its arrangement.” 

“Have you always to come through it on entering tlio 
house V ” 

“ Yes. There is no other entrance. The houses in these 
crowded jdaccs are confined in space, you see, Daisy. I 
will help Sam to bring up the boxes,” added Frank, dis- 
a2)i)earing. 

Wlien iiiially left to herself, Margaret sat down and burst 
into a 2>assionato flood of tears. It seemed to licr that, in 
(M)uiing to dwell hero, she must lose caste for ever. Frank 
called to her 2>rcscntly, to know whether she was not coming 
down. 

Drying her eyes as she best could, she took U 2 > the candle 
to descend. On the o2)posito side of the small landing, a 
door stood 02icn to a sitting-room, and she looked in. A 
fair-sized room tliis, for it was over both the surgery and 
the 2^arlour, and a very nice room too, its car2)et of a rich 
dark hue, with chairs and window-hangings to match, and 
furiiitiirc that was good and handsome. She 2)ut the candle 
on a console, crossed to one of tho windows, and gazed down 
at the street. 

Late though it was, people were surging to and fro ; not 
at all the sort of peo2)le Daisy had been accustomed to. 
Over the way was a small fish-shop: a ragged man and 
boy, standing before it, were eating mussels. To pass one’s 
days ill such a street as this must be frightfully depressing, 
and Mrs. Eaynor burst into tears again. 

“ Why, my darling, what is the matter ? ” 

Frank, coming up in search of her, found her sobbing 
wildly, her head buried on the arm of one of the chairs. 
She lifbul it, and let it rest U2)on his shoulder. 
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“You aro disappointed, Daisy. 1 see it.” 

“It— it is such a wretelied stivtd, Frank ; and and swell 
a house ! ” 

Frank flushed painfully. II<‘ fell the eoniplaint to his 
Jieart's eoro. 

“ It is only for a time, Daisy, riitil I ean ^^;t into some- 
thing better. If that may ever be!” lu^ a«hl<‘d to liimself, 
us Blase Pellet's ijuage rose before, his mind. 

Daisy sobbi'd mon^ quii tly. lie* was holding Inw to him. 

‘•I know, my peer girl, how infiwior it is; altogether 
ditferent from anything you hav() been aeeuslomed to ; but 
this home is better than nonci at all. We ean at least be 
together and be, haj)py here.” 

Yes, we can,” re]di(;d Daisy, rallying her spirits and her 
sweet nature, as slut lifte(l her face to look into his. ‘‘ I 
married you hu* worse*, as well us for better, fhank, my best 
love. We irlU be happy in it.” 

‘•As hai>py as a king and (|U<;en in a fairy-tale,” rejoined 
Ihank, a whole woi ld of liope* in his tones. 

And that was Daisy's instalment in lier Jiomlon home. 


OHAPTEK X. 

A NIOHT ALAUM. 

!\risFORTUNKS s(ildom come singly. i\rany of us, unhappily, 
liave had good cause fuily too often to learn the truth of the 
saying; but f(!W, it is to b() lioped, have e\'p(.*i*i( need it in an 
equal degree Avith the Itaynors. For anotlier calamity was 
in store for them : one that, taking the diflereiiee* between 
their present and ])ast circumstances into consideration, was 
at least as distressing as the ejection from Eagles’ X"esf. 

But it did not happen quite imiimdiately. The weirks 
were calmly ]>assing, and AIr.s. Iiaynor felt in spirits; for 
two more day-sehohiis lunl entered at the half-quarter, and 
another hiyifrdor was at ^Michaelmas. So that 

mf f>crs might be said to be progressing satisfactorily though 
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monotonously. Monotony, however, does not suit young 
people, especially if tliey have been suddenly idunged into 
it. It dicl not suit Cliarles and Alice liaynor. Ever con- 
trasting, as tlicy were, the present enforced quiet and 
obscurity with the past life at Eagles* Nest, its show, society, 
and luxuries, no wonder that they felt well-nigh weary unto 
death. At first it was almost unbearable. But they could 
not help tliemselvcs : it had to he endured. Charles was 
worse off than Alice ; she had her scliool duties to occuiiy 
her during the day ; he had notliing. Colonel (iockburnhad 
not yet returned to London, and Charles told himself and 
his mother that he must wait for liiin. As the weeks went 
on, some relief suggested itself from this dreariness — per- 
haj)s was the result of it. 

The alleviation was found in private theatricals. They 
had made the acquaintance of some neighbours named Earle ; 
had become intimate with them. The circumstances of the 
two families were much alike, and perhaps this at first drciw 
them together. Captain Earle— a post-captain in the Iloyal 
Navy -had left only a slender income to liis wife at his 
deatli : just enough to enable her to live quietly, and bring 
up her children inexiiensively. Tlioy were gentlepeople ; 
and that went a long way witli the Baynors. The young 
Earles — four of them — were all in their teens: the eldest 
sou had a post in Somerset House, the younger one went to 
a day-school in the neighbourhood, the two daughters liad 
ffiiished their education, and were at home. It chanced 
tliat tlieso young people had a passion just now for private 
theatricals, and the Raynors caught tlie infection. After 
witnessing a performance at Mrs. Earle’s of a popular comedy, 
Charles and Alice Raynor got up from it wild to perform 
one at their own home. 

And probably the very eagerness with which they pursued 
the fancy, arose out of the recent monotony of their lives. 
Mrs. Raynor looked grave : she did not know whether the 
parents of her pupils would approve of private theatricals. 
But her children overruled her objection, jjnd she could 
only yield to them. She always did so.” 

They fixed upon Goldsmith’s comedy, ‘‘ She Stoofsj ill. 
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Conquer.'* A thoroughly good play in itself. Charles pro- 
cured Bonic sixpenny copies of it, and drew his pt.n tlirough 
any part that he coiisideri'd uusuited to present taste, wliich 
shortened the jday very much. Ho chose tliii j)art <d‘ ( ’liarles 
Marlowe ; Alice that of IMiss llardeastle ; ]\lrs. Karle, wlio 
liked the aniusemont ns much as her children did, would hi*) 
Mrs. ITardcastlo ; her eldest daughter (’onstanee Nevilh;: 
and the young Soiuerset-House clerk Tony lnnii]>kiii. 1'Iio ‘ 
other elnCraeters W'ero taken hy some acquaintances of tho 
Earles. 

And now, fairly launclicd upon this new ])roject, tlio 
monotony of tlie house disappeared : for the tinu! tliey ev(ai 
forgot to lament after Eagles’ Ni‘st. Dresses, gauzes, tinsel, 
green-baize curtains, and all tho iH.st of it, were to be lent 
by the Earles ; so that no cost Avas involved in the entertain- 
ment. The schoolroom was to be the theatre, and the 
pupils were to have seats amongst tlio audieiiee. 

Charles entered into it with wonderful energ}'. He never 
now liad a minute for lying on three cliairs,or for stn teljing 
his hands above his head to ludp a mournful yawn. A 
letter that arrived from Edina, requiring him to transact a 
little matter of business, was wholly negh eted ; it would 
have involved his going to the City, and he said he had in> 
time for it. 

Edina had intended to insure the new furniture in the 
same T’ornish ollicc that her father had insured his in for so 
many years. Perhaps she had more faith in it than in the 
London offices. However, after some negotiations >vith Hjo 
C ornish company upon her return to Trennach, they declined 
the offer, as the furniture it related to wvlh so far away, and 
recommended a safe and good insurance coi]q)any in the 
< ’ity of London. She wrote to Mrs. Eayiior, desiring that 
Charles should at once go to tho C’ity to do what was 
necessary and secure the jmlicy. (liarles put it oil upon 
the plea that he was too busy ; it could wait. 

“ (liarley, I think you ought to do it, if only to comply 
with Edina’s wish,” urged Mrs. Raynor. 

“ And so I will, mother, as soon as I get a little time.” 

It would only take you half-a-day, my dear.” 



328 


EDINA. 


“ But I can’t spare the lialf-day. Do you think the house 
is going to ho burnt clown ? ” 

“Nonsense, (.■harley ! ” 

“ Then where’s tlie ncccl of hurry ? ” he persisted, “ 1 
liavc looked after every one clse’s part so much and tlie 
arrangements altogether, that I scarcely know a word yet 
of my own. I stuck yesterday at the very first sentence 
Charles Marlowe has to say.” 

Mrs. Ilaynor, never able to contend against a stronger 
will than her own, gave in as usual, saying no more. And 
Charles was left unmolested. 

But in tlie midst of this arduous labour, for otlier people 
as well as for himself, ( diaries received news from Colonel 
Cockburii. The colonel wrote to say he was in London for 
a couphi of days, and (liarlcs might call in St. James’s 
Street the following morning. 

This mandate Charles would not put oft', in spite of the 
exigencies of the theatricals ; and of the first rehearsal, two 
evenings hence. The grand performance was to take place 
during the few days’ holiday Mrs. Raynor gave at Michael- 
mas; and Michaelmas would be upon them in a little more 
than a week. 

Charles went to St. James’s Street. And there his hopes, 
in regard to the future, received a very decjided check. 
( ’oloiiel C\)cjkburii — who turned out to be a feeble and deaf 
old gentleman — ^iiiformed Charles that he c;ould not help 
him to obtain a commission, and moreover, explained many 
things to him, and assured him that ho had no chance of 
obtaining one. No one, the colonel said, could get one now, 
unless he had been specially prejmred for it. He would 
advise Charles, ho added, to embrace a civil profession ; say 
the law. It was very easy to go to the Bar, he believed ; 
involving only, so far as he knew, the eating of a certain 
number of dinners. All this sounded very cruel to Charles 
Raynor. Otherwise the colonel was kind. He kept him 
for the day, and took him to dine at his club. 

It was late when Charles reached home ; thoroughly tired. 
Disappointment alone inflicts weariness. Mrs. Raynor felt 
terribly disheartened at the news. 
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“ Tlioix* liave bouii K(i many weiiks li)st, yon ( harlry I ” 

“Yes,” returned ( ’liarles, j»L>oniily. “Tin siiri' I don’t 
kuowwliat to bo at now. Cockburn snj^j't'stril tlie I’ar. Ho 
says one may (jualily for almost notliini^." 

“ Wo will talk about it b)-morrow i ’liarley,” said Mrs. 
Jiaynor. “It is jmst bed-time, and 1 am tin d. You w<‘re 
not thinking of sitting up later, wen* you, my dtair ? ” sin* 
added, as ( ’harles took up “ Sin) Sloops to (\ni(]uer” from 
a side talde. 

“Oh, wiill — I suppose not, if you say it is so hile," In; 
reidiod. 

“ 1’he dresses have come, ready for tin; l ehearsal, ( 'liarley,” 
whispered Alice, as tliey were going upstairs. “ I have jnit 
them in your room. ( 'harh»tti‘ Karh; ami 1 hav<; bicn trying 
on ours. I mean to wear one of Kdina’s l»ro\\n hollaiid 
u])rons while I am KU 2 )p()sed to be a barnnuM.” 

“ I'll he shot if 1 know lialf my part,” grumbled ( liarley. 
“ It wan a bother, having to go out to-day ! ” 

“You can learn it before Michaelmas.” 

“Of course, T can. Hut one likes to be ])erft:ci at re- 
hearsal. (mm )d-ni gilt 

diaries turn(‘d into his room, and shut tin; door, it was 
a good-si/ed apartnniit, one that Mrs. Uaynor ih stined for 
boarders, when the school should have inen ased. 'riio 
lirst thing he saw, piled up hctweeu the beil and tin; wall, 
partly on a low chest of drawers, partly on the lloor, was a 
eonfuscrd heap of gay clothes and other articles: the 
theatrical parajdiernalia that had been brouglit round from 
]\lrs. Marie’s. U])on the top of all, lay a yellow gau/e ilress 
edged with tinsel, diaries, all his interest in the coming 
reln'arsal reviving at the sight, touched it gingerly here and 
there, and wondered whether it might be the state rola; for 
one of the younger ladies, or for Tony Lumpkin's mother. 

“ I wish to goodness i was more peiTeet in my part ! ” 
cried he, jmlling corners out of the other things to see what 
they consisted of. “ Supiiose 1 give half-aii-hour to it, 
before I get into bed V ” 

The little book was still in Iiis band. He lodged the 
candle on the edge of tlic drawers amidst the finery, and 
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sat clown near, pausing in the act of taking off his coat. 
Alfred lay on the far side of the bed fast asleep. A night 
or two ago, for this was by no means the first time he had 
sat down in his chamber to con the sayings of young 
Marlowe, Charles took his coat off, dropped asleep, and 
woke up cold when the night was half over. So he con- 
cluded that ho would keep his coat on now. 

Precisely the same event took place : Charles fell asleep. 
Tired with his day’s journey, he had not studied the book 
five minutes when it fell from his hands. Ho was soon in a 
sound slumber. How long ho remained in it he never 
knew, but he was awakened by a shout and a cry. Fire ! 

A shout and a cry, and a great glare of light. Fire? 
Yes, it was fire. Whether Charles had thrown out his arm 
in his sleep and turned the candle over, or whether a spark 
had shot out from it, ho knew not, never would know; 
but the pile of inflammable gauzes and other stuffs lying 
there had caught light. The flames had penetrated to the 
bed, and finally awakened Alfred. It was Alfred who 
shouted the alarm. Perhaps Charles owed his life to the 
fact that ho had kept his coat on : its sleeve was scorched. 

These scenes have been often described before : it is of 
no use to detail another here. A household aroused in the 
dci)th of the night ; terrified >vomcu and children crying 
and running: flames mounting, smoke suffocating. They 
all escaped with life, taking refuge at the dwelling of a 
neighbour; but the house and its contents were burnt to 
the ground. 

“ My pear Edina, 

“ I never began a letter like this in all my life : 
it will have nothing in it but ill news and misery. 
Whether I am doing wrong in writing to you, I hardly 
know. My mother would not write. She feels a delicacy 
in disclosing our calamities to you, after your generous 
kindness in providing us with a homo; and she must bo 
ashamed to tell you about me. The home is lost, Edina, 
and I am the cause of it, 

1 am too wretched to go into details : and, if I did, you 
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might uot have patience to read them ; so 1 will lidl the 
story in ns few words as I can. We — T, Alices, and the 
Earles; you may remember them as living in the low, 
S(iuaro house, near the church — were going to act a ])lay, 

‘ She St()oi)S to ()onqu(ir.* I sat iq) last Weilncsday night 
to study my part, dro 2 )ped asleep, and sonuihow the eandhi 
set light to some stagti dresses that were lying ready in niy^ 
chamber. Wlien I woke up, tlie room was in llam<‘s. Nunn 
of us are liurt ; but the liouse is burnt down ; and t veiy- 
thing that was in it. 

“ This is not all. I hate to make the next confession to 
you more tlian I hated this one. The insurance. (ni the 
furniture had not been ellectt d. T had put it otl* and olV; 
tlioiigh my motlicr urged me more tlian once to go and 
do it. 

“You have spoken sometimes, Edina, of the necessity of 
acting rightly, so that we may tuijoy a peactdul eonscienec. 
If you only knew what mine is now, and tlie tornient of 
I’einorsc I endure, even you might feel a jiassing sliadc; of 
jiity for me. Tliere are moments wlien the wi'ight sef ins 
more than I can bear. 

“We have taken a small, cheap lodging near; nuiiiher 
live, ill the next street ; and what the futiuc is to be 1 cannot 
tell. It of course falls to my lot now to keep them, as it is 
through mo they liave lost tlieir home, and / .v/m/Z try nwt 
do it. Life will he no jday-day with mo now. 

“I thought it my duty to tell you this, Edina. Wliilst 
holding back from the task, I liavo yet said to myself Unit 
you would reproach mo if I did not. And you will not 
mistake the motive, since you are aware that I know you 
parted with every shilling you had, to provide us with the 
last home. 

“ Write a few words of consolation to my mother ; no 
one can do it as you can ; and don't yiKira ma to h r. 

“ Your unhappy cousin, 

“ ClIAKLES.” 


Frank Raynor once made the remark in our hearing tliat 
.somehow every one turned to Edina in trouble. Charley 
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had instinctively ttirned to her. Not because it niiglit lie 
in his duty to lot her know what had come to pass, to 
confess his own share in it, his imprudent folly ; but for 
the sake of his motlier. Thouj^h Edina liad no more money 
to {^ivo away, and could not help them to another homo, ho 
know that if any one could breathe a word of comfort to 
her, it was Edina. 

One thing lay more heavily upon his conscience than all 
the rest ; and if he had not mentioned this to Edina, it was 
not that he wished to sjiarc liimself, for lie was in the 
mood to confess cverytliing that could tell against him, 
almost with exaggeration, but that in the hurry of writing 
ho had unintentionally omitted it. On one of the previous 
nights that he had been studying his part, Mrs. Itayiior 
cauglit sight of the light under liis door. Opening it, she 
found him sitting on tlie bed in his shirt-sleeves, reading. 
There and then she spoke of tlic danger, and begged liim 
never to sit up at night again. The fact was this : Cliarles 
llaynor liad nothing on earth to do with his time ; an idle 
young fellow, as ho was, needed not the night for work ; 
but his habits had grown so desultory that ho could settle 
to no occupation in the day-time. 

The answer from Edina did not come. Charles said 
nothing about having written to her ; but he did fully hope 
and expect Edina would write to his mother. Morning after 
morning ho posted himself outside the door to watch for 
the postman ; and morning after morning the man passed 
and gave liiin nothing. 

“ Edina is too angry to write,” concluded Charles, at last. 
“This has been too much even for her.” And he betook 
himself to his walk to London. 

No repentance could be more thoroughly sincere tlian was 
Charles Raynor’s. Tire last dire calamity had taken all his 
pride and elevated notions out of him. The family were 
helpless, hojieless ; and he had rendered them so. No 
clothes, no food, no prospects, no liome, no money, A few 
articles of wearing apparel had been thrown out of the 
burning house, chiefly belonging to Alice, but not many. 
All the money Mrs. Raynor had in the world — four bank- 
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notes of live pounds eiu-li— had heeii ooiismurd. Tlun* Imd 
eliaiiced to bo a little gold in (’Imrles's pookots, givi ii him 
to pay the insurance, some taxes, and other lucossary 
matters; and tliat was all they laid to go on with. Night 
after night Charles lay awake, lamenting liis folly, and 
naiking huge resolves to remedy the evil results (»f it. 

They must have food to eat; though it wtu-e hut. hn'ad* 
and-eheese ; th(‘y must have a roof over tliem, h‘t it Ik; (;ver 
so coiitiiiod. And there was only hims(;lf to ju-ovidi; this. 
Any thought of setting up a sehool again could not present 
itself to their minds after the lab*, ignominious failun;: 
tlu;y liad no uu;aiis of doing it, and the littio ])upilK had 
gone from them for ever. No; all lay on Cliarh;s. lb; 
studi(;d the columns of the T/w//.s and walked up and <lo\\u 
Jjoiidoii until he was footsore ; footsore, ami h(;art siek ; 
trying to get one of the desirable phux s adv(U*tised as vacant. 
In vain. 

He had been doing this now for four or fiviMlays. On 
this, the sixth day, wlujii he reaeluMl hoim; after his weary 
walk, the landlady of the house stood at tin; open door, bar- 
gaining for one of the p(»tK of musk that a man was carrying 
alxuit for sale, ('harles wished h(;r goo<l-evening as he 
passed on to tlie parlour; and there lni nnd with a surprise;, 
for in it sat Ikliiia. She had evidcnitly just arrived. Her 
travelling-cloak was thrown on the hack of a eliair, her black 
mantle was only unfastened, Inu* bonnet was still on. Katio 
and Ilobert sat at li(;r fe*(;t; tin; tea-things were ontlni table, 
Alice was cutting l)r(;ad-aud-hutter, and jNFrs. Raynor was 
sobbing. Charles held out liis band with li(jsitatioii, feeling 
that it was not ^vorthy for Edina to touch, and a rod Hush 
dyed his face. 

After tea the conversation turned on their present i)osition, 
on plans and projects. Ah ! what poor ones they were I 
Airs. Raynor acknowledged freely that she had only a few 
shillings left. 

“ Have you been paid for the pupils asked Edina. 

“No,” said Mrs. Raynor. “I have not yet sent in tho 
accounts. Tho children were not with me quite a quarter, 
you know, and perhaps some of the parents may make that 
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uii excuse, combined with the termination, for not paying 
me at all. Even if I get the money, there are debts to be 
paid out of it: the tradespeople, the stationer, the maid- 
servant’s wages. Not much will bo left of it.” 

“ Tlicn, Mary, let us settle to-night what is to be done.” 

“ What can be settled ? ” returned Mrs. Eaynor, hopelessly. 
“ I sec nothing at all before us. Except starvation.” 

“ Don’t talk of starvation while Heaven spares us the use 
of our minds to plan, and our hands to work,” said Edina, 
jdeasantly ; and the bright tone cheered Mrs. Eaynor. “ For 
one thing, I have come up to live with you.” 

“ Edina ! ” 

“ I cannot provide you with another homo : you know 
why,” continued Edina: “but I can share with you all I 
have left — my income. It is so small a one tliat perhaps 
you will hardly thank mo for it, saddled with myself ; but 
at least it is sometliing to fall back upon, and wo can all 
sliare together.” 

Mrs. Eaynor burst into tears again. Never strong in 
resources, the repeated calamities she had been subjected to 
of late had tended to render her next-door to helj)lcs8 both 
in body and spirit, (.’harlos turned to Edina, brushing his 
eyelashes. 

“ I cannot presume to thank you, Edina : you would not 
care to receive thanks from me. I am hojung to support 
them.” 

“ In what manner, Charles ? ” asked Edina ; and her tone 
was as kind as usual. “ I hear you have lost liopes of tlie 
commission.” 

“By getting into some situation and earning a weekly 
salary at it,” spoke Charles, bravely. “ The worst is, situa- 
tions seem to be so unattainable.” 

“ How do you know they are unattainable ? ” 

“ 1 have done nothing the last few days but look for one. 
Besides the places advertised, I can’t tell you how many 
banks and other establishments I have made bold to go into, 
asking if they w’ant a clerk. A hundred a-year would be 
something.” 

“ It would be a great deal,” replied Edina, significantly. 
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“Salaries to that amount arc certainly hanl to iiiul, f 
(][iieKtion if you would got half of it at lirst.” 

A blank look overspread (.’harley’s face. T^diiia’s jiulg- 
ment had always been sound. 

“ But why do you question it, hklina ? ” 

“ Because you are incxpcu’ienccd : totally unused to busi- 
ness ; to work of any kind.” 

“Yes, that/s wliat some of tlie 2 >e(q)le say wlnui liny 
question me.” 

“ Th(!reis one person who might help you lo such a situa- 
1 ion, if he would,” ohs(;rved Edina, slowly. “But T shall 
olTeiid you if 1 s])eak of him, diaries : as 1 did once lu forc." 

“ You mean George Atkinson ! ” 

“I do. If ho chose to ^mt you into his bank,* ho might 
give you any salary he jdeased ; and he might lu', willing to 
do it, whether you earned it or not. I Ihink he wouhl, if T 
asked him.” 

Tluii’C was a pause. Edina’s thoughts 'were eanying her 
back to the old days when Georgcj Atkinson had been all the 
world to her. It w’ould cost her sonudhing to ajqily to him ; 
but for tlie sake of this helidess family, she must bring her 
mind to doing it.” 

“ What do you say, diaries ? ” 

“ I say yes, Edina. I have nothing but Inimhlo-pie to omI 
just now : it will be only another slice of it. ihinking work 
scorns to consist of everlastingly adding iqi columns of 
figures : I should grow expert at it no doubt in time.” 

“ Then I w'ill go to-morrow and se e wh(;ther ho is in 
town,” decided Edina. “ If not, I must travel down lo Eagles* 
Nest.” 

“ You might write instead,” suggested Mrs. Baynor. 

“No, Mary, I will not write. A jiersonal interview gives 
so much more chance of success in an application of this 
nature.” 

“/ could not apply to him jiersonally,” sighed Mrs. 
Baynor. 

But Edina never shrank from a duty; and the next 
morning saw lior at the banking-house of Atkinson and 
Street, the very house wlicrc she had spent those few hapjiy 
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flays of her early life wlicn slio had learned to love. Mr. 
Street and liis wife lived in it now. She went to tlic i)rivato 
door and asked for him. He had known her in those days ; 
and a smile actually crossed his calm cold face as he shook 
hands with her : and to her he proved more communicative 
than he generally showed himself to the world. 

“ Is Mr. Atkinson in town ? ” she inquired, when a few 
courtfisics had passed. 

“No. He- 

“ I feared not,” cpiickly spoke Edina, for she had quite 
anticipated tlic answer. “ I tliought lie would bo at Eagles’ 
Nest.” 

“ lint ho is not at Eagles’ Nest,” interposed the banker. 
“ He is on the higli seas, on his way to New Zealand.” 

“ On his way to New Zealand ! ” echoed Edina, hardly 
thinking, in her surprise, that she heard correctly. 

“He went away again immediately. I do not supiiose he 
was in London a fortnight altogetlier.” 

“ Then lie could not have made much stay at Eagles' 
Nest?” 

“ He did not make any stay at it,” replied Edwin Street. 
“ I don't think lie went down to Eagles’ Nest at all. If lie 
did go, he came back tlic same day, for ho never slept one 
night away from this house througliout his sojourn.” 

“ IJut what could be his reason ? ” reiterated Edina, wou- 
dcringly. “ Why has ho gone away so soon again '? ” 

“ 1 lo put it upon the score of his health, Miss Raynor. 
England does not agree w ith him. At least, he fancies it 
does not.” 

“ And w'lio is living at Eagles’ Nest ? ” 

“ A IMr. Fairfax. He is a land-agent and stcw'ard, a 
thoroughly efficient man, and he has been appointed stcw'ard 
to the estate. His orders are to take care of it, and to 
renovate it by all possible means that money and labour 
can do. Mr. Atkinson w^as informed on good authority that 
it had been neglected by Major Raynor.” 

“ That’s true,” thought Edina. 

“ The first thing Mr. Atkinson did on his arrival, w’as to 
inquire whether the estate had been w’cll cared for and kept 
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lip since ■^Irs. Atkinson’s tloatli. I avus not ablr to say tlnit 
it liad l)OCii: I was obligt'd to toll him that tin; ooiitrary was 
the fact. Ho tlion qiiostioiit'd iny hrotlior, and othi'i* j)(‘o|)lo 
who were aiapiainted witli th(‘ truth. It voximI liini : aiul, as 
I tell yon, lie is now doin^ all h(‘ can to remedy the lat(* 
neglect.” 

I am very imieh siirj>ris(‘d that ]\rr. Atkinson did not 
hims(‘lf ^o down to see into it ! " said Mdina. 

“ Lon^ residence in fon*i^ii lands ot'ten eondnees 1<> 
indolent liahits," remarlaal tlu' hanker. 

Kdina si;^]ie<l. Was hm* mission tt> h(‘ a fruitless one? 
’rakinj^ a moment’s eonnsel with Iiersilf, sln^ resolved 1»> 
dis(dose its purport to Mdwiii Stre<t. And sin; did so: 
askino him to j^ivaj (’harles llaynor a sto«d in his et>nntinj^- 
hons(!, and a salary with it. 

lint ]\[r. Street deelimid. If is very manm.r seemed to 
freez(^ at tlie recpiest. A yoiinj' mall, hron^^lit np as INfr. 
( diaries llaynor lia<l Ix'en, could not possiiily he of any nsc^ 
in a hank, he observed. 

‘SSiijipose j\rr. Atkinson AV(‘re here, and bad c«)nipli(‘d with 
iiiy rcapK'st to jmt him in ? - wbat then? ” said Mdina. 

In that ease be would have <M»me in,” was the eandid 
answer. “ Jliit i\rr. Atkinson is md iiere ; in bis abst'iiee- I 
exercise my own diseretion ; and I am bound to b ll yon that 
1 cannot make room for tin; yonno man. Don’t s(adc to ])ut 
diaries Itaynur into a bank: be is not fitted for the jiost in 
any AA'ay, and mi^bt do barm in it instead c)f ^ood. ’fake 
an experienc(Ml man’s advice for once, IMiss Kaynor.” 

“ It bus spared me tlie jiaiii of an intervienv with him,'* 
tlionglit Edina, as slui said ^ood-morniiif' to Mr. Str<!et. 
*• lint wbat a strange tliliif^ that be should ^o away aj'ain 
Avithout seein*' Ea;(le.s’ Nest ! " 
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PART THE THIRD. 


CHAPTER 1. 

LAUREL COTTAGE. 

It was a roomy cottage in a small by-road of the environs 
of Kenningtou, bordering on South Lambeth. Frost and 
snow lay on the ground outside, and bitter blasts in the air : 
within, sitting round the scanty fire in a bare-looldng but 
not very small parlour, were Mrs. Eaynor, Edina, and the 
younger children, the two former busily employed making 
bro^vn chenilo nets for the hair. 

When Edina was out one day searching for some abode 
for them, this dwelling fell under her eye. It was called 
Laurel Cottage, as the white letters on a slate-coloured 
wooden gate testified : probably because a dwarf laurel tree 
flourished between the palings and the window'. In the 
window was a card, setting forth that “ lodgings ” were to 
bo let : and Edina entered. ( ’oiild the Kaynors liave gone 
into the country, she would have taken a whole cottage to 
themselves; but then there w^ould have been a difliculiy 
about furniture. It was necessary they should remain in 
London, as Charles still expected to find employment there, 
and they must not bo too far from the business parts of it, 
for he would have to walk to and fro night and morning. 
Laurel Cottage possessed a landlady, one Mrs. Fox, and a 
young boy, her son. The rooms to let were four in number ; 
parlour, kitchen, and two bedrooms. She asked ten shillings 
a-week : but that the house was shabby and badly furnished, 
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slie might Iiavo asked more. Edina freely sai<l slio could 
afford to givo only eight shillings a-week ; and at h iigth 
the bargain was struck. Edina s incomo was just a i)onnd 
a-AVCck, fifty-two pounds a-year; eight shillings out ot‘ it 
for rent was a formidable sum. It left only twclviJ shillings 
for all necessities; and 2)oor, anxious lOdina, who had all 
the care and responsibility on lu‘r own shoulders, and felt 
that she had it, did not sesj the fntnn; very idearly 
before her; but at jwesent therci was nothing to Ih; d«»n'‘ 
but to bow to circumstances. So li(‘ro they w«‘ro in Liinn*! 
Cottage, with a dreary look-out of wasb'-groiind for a view, 
and a few stiintiHl tre(‘S overshadowing tie; gate. 

Alice had gone into a school as tiacher. It was situated 
near Kichmond, in Surrey, and was chietly for the ri;ce]dion 
of children whose jjarents wiu’O in India. ShiJ wouhl have, 
to stay there during the holidays: but that was so iniieh tlu^ 
better, as there was no jdace for Ikt at home. Alfred ran 
oil errands, and made a show of saying his lessons to his 
mother between whiles. Mrs. Kay nor taught Kate and 
little l{()b(!rt ; Edina did the work, for they were not waited 
112)011 ; diaries siient his time tramping about afti r a 
situation. To eke out their narrow imjonie, E«lina had 
tried to get some sewing, or other work, to do ; slie liad 
found out a City house that dealt largely in ladies’ hair- 
iH)ts, and tlie house agreed to Rn2)ply her witli sjune to make. 
All their spare time slie ami Mrs. llaynor devoUsd to these 
mds, (Jharles carrying the iiarcels bae.kwards and forwards. 
Kut for those nets, they iiiust certainly to a great <ixtent have 
starved. AVitli the nets, they wore not mueli lietter olV. 

In some mysterious way, Edina had managi d to jn’ovide 
them all witli a change of clothing, to re2>laee some of that 
which had been lost in the fire. They never knew liow she 
did it. Only Edina herself knew that. A few articles of 
plate that had been her father’s; a few ornaments of her 
owTi : those were turned into money. 

The light of the wintry afternoon was fading ; the icicles 
outside were growing less visible to the eye. Little Hubert, 
sitting on the floor, said at last that he could not sec* his 
picture-book. Mrs. Kaynor, looking young still in her 
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widow’s cap, let fall the net on her lap for a minute’s rest, 
and looked at the fire tlirongh her tears. Over and over 
again did these tears rise unbidden now. Edina, neat and 
nice-looking as ever, in her soft black dress, her brown hair 
smoothly braided on either side lier attractive face — attrac- 
tive in its intelligence and goodness— cjiught sight of the 
tears from the low chair where she sat opposite. 

“ Take courage, Mary,” she gently said. “ Tilings will 
take a turn some time.” 

Mrs. Raynor caught up lier work and suppressed a rising 
sob. Katie, in a grumbling tone, said she was sure it must bo 
tea-time. Edina rose, brought in a tray from the small 
kitchen, which was on flic same floor as the room they sat 
in, and began to put out the cups and saucers. 

“ What a long time Alfred is ! ” cried the little girl. 

Alfred camo in almost as lie spoke, a can of milk in 
his hand. By sending to a dairy half-a-mile off, Edina had 
discovered that she could get pure milk cheaper than any 
left by the milkman : so Alfred went for it morning and 
night. 

“ It is so jolly hard ! ” exclaimed he, witli a glowing face, 
alluding to the ice in the roads. “ The slides are beautiful.” 

“ Don’t get sliding when you are carrying the milk,” 
advised Edina. “ Take off your cax) and comforter, Alfred.” 

She was cutting slices of bread for him to toast. Unused 
to hard fare, tho- children could not eat dry bread witli any 
relish : so, when there was neither butter nqr drijiping, 
neither treacle nor honey in the house, Edina l§td the bread 
toasted. Alfred knelt down before the fire — the only fire 
they had — and began to toast. The kettle was singing on 
tho hob. Edina turned the milk into a jug. 

They were sitting down to the tea-table w^hen Charles came 
in. A glance at his weary and dispirited face told Edina 
that ho had mot with no more luck to-day than usual. 
Putting down a browm-paper parcel that ho carried, 
containing a fresh supply of material to be made into nets, 
he took his place at tho table. How hungry he was, no one 
but himself know. And how scanty the food was that ho 
could be supplied with I 
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But for liis lator oxporiouco, diaries couM not liavc 
believed tliat it was so diilicult for a young man to obtain a 
situation in London. Ldina, loss liojicful than lie, would 
not have believed it. ( ’Iiarlos Ibiynor liad not boon brouglit 
U]) to work of any sort, had never done any; and this 
seemed to bo one of tlie stuml)ling-blo(4is in liis way. 
Terhaps ho looked too much of a gentleman ; jx'rliaps Iiis 
relinud manners and toiu^s told against him in the tyi's (»f 
men of business, betraying that he might prove until for 
work: at any rate, lie had not found any one to take him. 
Another impediment was that n(» soone r did a situation fall 
vaeant, than a largt; number <d’ ap]dit‘ant.s made a rush 
to till it. Only one, of ili(‘iii could ))e eugag<Ml : and it imver 
liappemiil to be diaries. Oharles looked through the 
'rimes advertisements every morning, through tlie frimid- 
liness of a mdghbouring newsvendor. He wouhl riMul 
of a clerk Ixiing wanted in some phuuj or otlier in tlie great 
mart of London, and away h<i wouhl go, to ju'esent liimsidf. 
But lie invariably found other applicants before him, and as 
invariably he never seemed to have Hu; slightest (‘hama?. 

The disappointment was b(‘ginning to tell upon him. 
Tliere were times when lie felt almost maddeuKid. His 
eoiiseicnco had been awake these last many liittcr weeks, 
and the prolonged strain often seemed monj than he could 
bear. Had it bc-en only himself! Ah, tho7i, as it seemed 
to diaries Kayiior, all wcmld have b(;cn e,asy. He could 
enlist for a soldier; ho could join tlie labounjrs* emigration 
society and go out for a te.rm of years to Australia or 
Tanada ; he could turn porter Jit a railway-station. These, 
wild thoughts (though perhaps they could not bo called so 
very wild in his present circumstances) continually jiassed 
tlirough his mind : but he had to put them aside as visionary. 

Visionary, because his object was, not to support himself 
alone, but the family. At least to help to support them. 
Charles Kaynor was sensitive to a degree; ; and every mouth- 
ful he was obliged to cat seemed as though it would choke 
him, because it lessened the jmrtion of those at home. A 
man cannot quite staiwe : but it r^ften seemed to Charles 
that he really and truly would prefer to starve, and to bear 
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tlio martyrdom of tlio process, rather than be a burden upon 
liis mother and Edina. Sometimes ho came homo by way 
of Frank’s and took tea there — and Frank, suspecting the 
truth of matters, took care to add some substantial dish to 
the table. But Charles, in delicacy of feeling, would not do 
this often : the house, in point of fact, was Mr. Max Brown’s, 
not Frank’s. 

How utterly subdued in spirit his mother had become, 
Charles did not like to , see and note. She kept about, but 
there could bo no mistaking that she was both ill and 
suffering. Oh, if he could only lift her out of this poverty 
to li homo of ease and plenty ! ho would say to himself, a 
wliolc world of self-reproach at work within him. If this 
last year or two could bo blotted out of time and memory, 
and they had tiioir modest liomc again near Bath ! 

No ; it miglit not bo. The events that time brings forth 
must endure in the memory for over ; our actions in it must 
remain in the Book of the Recording Angel as facts of tlie 
past. The home at Bath had gone ; Eagles’ Nest had gone ; 
the transient weeks of the school-life had gone : and here 
they were, hopeless and without j)rospc(d, ['eating hard faro 
at Laurel Cottage. 

’.riioy had left off asking him now in an evening how ho 
succeeded during the day, and what his luck had been. Ilis 
answer was ever the same ; ho had had no luck ; had done 
notliing : and it was given witli j)ain so evident, that they 
refrained in very compassion. On this evening Cliarles him- 
self spoko of it; spoke to Edina. The children were in 
bed. Mrs. Raynor had gone, as usual, to hear them say 
their prayers, and had not yet returned. 

“ I wonder how much longer this is to go on, Edina ? ” 

Edina looked up from her work. “ Do you mean your 
want of success, Charley ? ” 

“Could I mean anything else!” ho rejoined, his tone 
utterly subdued. “I think of nothing but that, niorning, 
noon, and night.” 

“ It is a long lane that has no turning, Charles. And I 
don’t think patience and perseverance often go unrewarded 
in tlio long-run. How did you fare to-day ? ” 
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“ Just as usual. Never had a single chaiieo at al]. Look, 
Edina — my boots are beginning to wear out.” 

A rather ominous pause. Charley was stretching out his 
right foot. 

“ You have another ^mir, you know, Charley. Tlicsc must 
be mended.” 

“But I am thinking of the time wlion neither pair will 
mond any longer. Edina, I wonder wliethcr life is worili • 
living ” 

( ’liarley, we cannot sec into the future,” spoke Edina, 
pausing for a moment in her work to look at Inm, a newly 
begun net in her hand. “ If we could, we might fores(?(i, 
even now, how good and necessary this discipliiui is for us. 

It may be, (liarley, that you needed it; that we all iKUidiid 
it, more or less. Take it as a cross that has come direct 
from God ; bear it as well as you are able ; do your best in 
it and trust to Him. Holy upon it that, in His own good 
lime, He will lighten it for you. And He will tak(i car<) of 
you until it passes away.” 

( 'liarlcs took up the poker; recollected liiniself, and put 
it down again. Eires might not bo lavislily stirred now, as 
tlicy had been at Eagles’ Nest. Mrs. Kaynor had becui 
oldigcd to make a rule that no one should touch th<i fire 
excepting herself and Edina. 

“ It is not for myself I am thus impatient to got emi)h)y- 
iiicnt,” resumed Charles. “ But for the rest of them, I would 
go off to-inoiTow au(] enlist. If I could only earn twruity 
pounds a-ycar to begin with, it would he a help ; hethir than 
nothing.” 

Only two or three months ago he liad said, If I can only ‘ 
get a hundred a-ycar. Such le ssons of liiiniility adversity) 
tea ches ! 

“Twenty pounds a-ycar would pay tho rent,” observed 
Edina. “ I never tliought it could be .so liard to get into 
something. I su])poscd tliat when young men wanted em- 
ployment they had only to seek it. It docs seem wrong 
does it not, Charley, that an able and willing young follow 
should not be able to work when he wishes to do so ? ” 

“ Enlisting would relievo you of myself ; and the thought 
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is often in my mind,” observed Charles. “ On the other 
hand ” 

“ On the other hand, you had better not think of it,” she 
interposed firmly. “We should not like to see you in tliii 
ranks, Charley. A common soldier is ” 

“ Hush, Edina ! here comes the mother.” 

lliit luck was dawning for Charley. Only a small slice 
of luck, it is true ; and what, not so very long ago, ho would 
have scorned. Estimating tilings by his present hopeless 
condition, it looked fair cnougli. 

One bleak morning, a day or two after tlie above conver- 
sation, Charley was slowly pacing Elect Street, wondering 
where ho could go next, what do. A situation, advertised 
in that morning’s paper, had brought him up, post haste. 
As usual, it turned out a failure: to bo successful, tlic 
applicant must put down fifty pounds in casli. So that 
cliance was gone: and tlicrc was (diaries, uncertain, and 
miserable. 

“ Halloa, Eaynor ! Is it you ? ” 

A young stripling about his own age liad run against 
liim. At the first monuait (’harlos did not know him: but 
recollection flashed on Iiis mind. It was Peter Hartley : a 
lad who had been a schoolfellow of his in Somersetshire. 

“ I am going to get my dinner,” said Hartley, after a few 
sentences had passed. “ Will you eome and take some witli 
me V ” 

Too thankful for the oiler, Charles followed him into the 
Eainbow. And over the viands they grew confidential. 
Harth^y was in a large printing and 2)ublishing establish- 
ment close by : his brother Fred was at a solicitor’s, almost 
out of his articles. 

“Fred’s ill,” observed Peter. “ He thinks it must be the 
fogs of this precious London that affect him : and I think 
so too. Any way, he coughs frightfully, and has had to 
give up for a day or two. I went to his office this morning 
to say he was in bed with a jdastcr on his chest ; and a fine 
way they were in at hearing it : wanting him to go, whether 
or not. One of their copying-clerks has left ; and they 
can’t liear of another all in a hurry.” 
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“ I wonder wlictlicr I should suit them?" C'luirh.s 

oil the spur of the moment, a Hush rising to his fare and a 
li>j;ht to liis eyes. 

“ /” cried Peter Hartley. 

And thou diaries, encouraf^ed ]a*rhaps hy the j'ood eliei r, 
told a little of liis liistory to Ilarlh^y, and wliy lie must lind 
a situation of some sort tliat would hriii*' in ils returns. 
Hartley, an open-hearted, country-bred hid, heeanie ea'^rr (o 
help him, and ollered to introduce him to the solicitor’s iirin 
there and then. 

“ It is n(‘ar tlui Ti'injile : almost elosi' ])y,” said he : 
‘‘ Prestleif'h and Preen. A f'nod firm : om^ of llu'. liest in 
London. Let us pjo at onc(\” 

(-harles accompanied him to tin? j)hiei‘. Had he hci n 
aware that this same legal firm counted IMr. (Jeorge, .\thin- 
son amongst its clients, ho miglit have (hri'Uncfl lo Iry lo 
enter it. It had once lieen (Aillard and Preslleigli. I hit 
old ]\Ir. Callard had died very soon after Prank held the 
interview with him that has lieen iv iiorded: and diaries, 
under the new designation of Presthiigh and Ih een, did not 
recognize the old firm. 

Ptder Hartley introduced diaries to the managing-ch ik, 
I^lr. Stroud. Mr. Stroud, a tall man, wearing silvm-rimnK «l 
spectacles, with iron-grey hair and a crahhed manner, put 
some questions to diaries, and then told him to sit down and 
wait. Mr. Prcstleigh was in his jirivate room ; hut it would 
not do to trouble him with these matters : Mr. Ihvjcn was 
out. Peter Hartley, in his good-naturi!, said all he (;ouhl in 
favour of Charles, particularly “ that he would he surii to 
do,” and then went away. 

Cliarles sat down, and passed an hour gazing at the lire 
and listening to the pens seratcliing away at the drsks. 
People were constantly jiassing in and out: the green-baize 
door seemed to be ever on the swing. Some brought 
messages ; some were marshalled into i\rr. Prcstleigh ’s roiini. 
Ly-and-by, a youngish man — he might ha tliirty-five, per- 
haps — came in, in a warm white overcoat ; and, from the 
attention and seriousness suddenly shown by the clerks 
generally, Charles rightly guessfd him to be Air. Preen, 
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Ho passed tliroiigli the room without speaking, and was 
followed by tlio head-clerk. 

A few minutes more, and Charles was sent for to Mr. 
Proen’s room. That gentleman — wlio had a groat profusion 
of light curling hair and a jdeasant face and manner — was 
alone, standing with his back to the lire near his table. He 
asked Charles very much the same questions that Mr. 
Stroud had asked, and particularly what his recent occupation 
had been. Charles told the truth : he had not been brought 
iq) to any occupation, but an unfortunate reverse of family 
circumstances was obliging him to seek one. 

“You have not been in a solicitor’s office, then! Not 
boon accustomed to copying deeds?” cried Mr. Preen. 

(■harles confessed he had not. But he took courage to 
say ho had no doubt ho could do any coi)ying required of 
him, and to beg that he might bo tried. 

“ Is your handwriting a neat one ? ” 

“ Yes, it is,” said Charles, eagerly, for he was speaking 
the truth. “ Neat and good, and very plain.” 

“ You think you could copy quickly and correctly ? ” 

“I am sure I could, sir. I hope you will try me,” lie 
added, a curious entreaty in his tone, that perhaps he was 
liimself unconscious of; but which was nevertheless ap- 
parent to Mr. Preen. “ I have been seeking something so 
long, day after day, week after week, that I have almost 
lost heart.” 

Perhaps that last avowal was not the best aid to ( -harles’s 
success ; or would not have been with most men of business. 
With Mr. Preen, who was very good-natured, it told rather 
for than against liim. The lawyer mused. They ^vanted a 
copying-clerk very badly indeed; being two hands short, 
including Fred Hartley, and extremely busy : but the ques- 
tion ^vas, could this young man accomplish the work ? A 
thought struck him. 

“ Suppose you were to stay now and copy a few i)ages 
this afternoon ? ” suggested Mr. Preen. “ You sec, if you 
cannot do the work, it would bo useless your attempting it : 
but if you can, we will engage you.” 

“ I shall only be too happy to stay, sir.” 
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‘‘ Very well/’ said Mr. rrecii, his ludl fur llie 

inanaging-clcrk. “ And you shall then liavo an answer.” 

Charles was put to work hy Mr. Btroiid : wh(» eanu^ and 
looked at him tlireo or four times whilst he was doing Iho 
eopying. lie wrote slowly: the result of his exlra (ain;, his 
intensely earnest wish to suecced: but his wriling was gocul 
and clear. 

“I sliall write quickly enough in a day or two, when I 
am used to it,” he said, looking up : and there was Jiopc; in 
liis face as well as liis tone. 

Mr. Preen chanced to Ixi standing hy. Tin; writing 
would do, he decided; and IMr. Stroud was tohl to mgagti 
liirn. To begin with, his salary was to be. iifteeii shillings 
a-week : in a short time — as soon, indecid, as his suiting 
them was assured — it would bo raised to (Ughte(‘n. He was 
to enter on the morrow. 

Wlierc do you live ? ” curtly questioned Afr. Sij'oud. 

“Just beyond Konningtoii.” 

“Take care that you are punctual. Nine o'elock is the 
hour for the copying-clerks. You arcs cxjMieted U\ be at 
work by that time, therefore you must g<*i In rc; before, the 
clock strikes.” 

A very (^asy condition, as it scjemed to (’luirles Raynor, in 
his elation. A copying-cl(U*k in a lawyer’s (►Hiec*. at lificien 
or eighteen shillings a-\vcek ! Had any one tohl iiim a year 
ago that ho would be capable of accepting so d(;gra<ling a 
post — as he would then have deeiiuid it he hafl surely said 
the world must first turn itself u])side dow ji. Now he w(!)it 
liomc with a joyous stop and a light heart, hardly kiiowing 
Avlicther Jio trod o;i liis head or his heels. 

And at Laurel Cottage they held quite a jubilee. Fifteen 
shillings a-week added to the narrow incoiiie (>f twmity, 
seemed at the moment to look very like riches, (‘harles 
had formed all sorts of mental resolutions as he walked 
home: to manage his clotlies carefully lest tliey should 
grow shabby ; scarcely to tread on his hocjts that they might 
not >vcar out : and to make his daily dinner of bread-and- 
cliccse, carried in his pocket from Inmie. Ah, tliese resolves 
ai-e good, and more than good ; and generous, wholesome- 
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hearted young follows arc proud to make them in the time 
of need. But in their inexperience they cannot foresee tho 
long, wearing, depressing struggle that the years must 
entail, during whicli the efforts and the privation must he 
2>orscvcrcd in. And it is well they cannot. 

It wanted a quarter to nine in tho morning, when Charles 
entered tho ollicc, warm witli the S2)ccd at whicli he had 
ivalkcd. lie did all that he was to do, and did 
it correctly. If IVIr. Stroud did not jiraiso, he did not 
grumble. 

AVhen told at one o’clock that he might go to diimcr, 
Charles made his way to tho more sheltered parts in the 
2)rocincts of the Tcm2)lc, and surreiititiously ate the bread- 
and-chooso that ho had brought from homo in his jiocket. 
That was eaten long and long before the time had exiiired 
when ho would be expected to go in again : but ho did not 
like to ajipcar earlier, lest some discerning clerk should 
decide he had not been to dinner at all. It was frightfully 
dull and dreary here, the bitterly cold wind whistling down 
tho iiassages and round the corners ; so ho turned into the 
open streets : they, at least, were lively with busy traversers : 
and walked about the Strand. 

“I must go and sec Peter Hartley, to tell him of my 
success and thank him ; for it is to him I owe it,” thought 
( liarles, as he left the office in tho evening. “ Let me see ! 
Tho address was somewhere near Mecklcnburgli Square.” 

Taking out a small note-case, in which the address was 
entered, he halted at a street corner whilst he turned its 
leaves : some one came round the corner hastily, and Charles 
found himself in contact with William Stanc. Tho gas in 
the streets and shops made it as light as day : no chance 
had they to iiretend not to sec each other. A bow, coldly 
exchanged, and each passed on his way. 

“ I won’t notice him at all, if we meet again,” said ( Iiarlcs. 
to himself. And it might have been that Mr. Stanc was 
saying tho same thing. “Now for Doughty Street. I 
wonder whicli is tho way to it ? ” deliberated ho. 

“ Does Mr. Hartley live here ? ” inquired Charles of the 
young maid-servant, when he had found the house. 
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“ lu the parlour,” replied the girl, pointing to a room on 
her left. 

Without furtlicr ceremony, she Avent away, h'aving him to 
introduce himself. A voice, tliat lie. siqiposed was IVtiM-’s, 
hade him “ eonio in,” in answer to liis knock. 

Ihit lie could not sc^o rotor. A young tcllow was stretelii*d 
on the sofa in front of the fire. (Charles rightly ju(lg(‘d liini 
to be the brother, Frederick Jlarth'y. Young iikmi an* not, 
us a rule?, very observant of one another, but diaries was 
struck with the appearance of tin* one before him. 1I(! was 
extremely good-looking ; with fair hair, all in disorder, tliat 
shone like threads of gold in the iirelight, glistening blu<; 
eyes, and a hectic flush on his thin cheeks. 

‘‘I beg your pardon,” said fharhy, as tln^ invalid -ftir 
such he evidently was —half rose and gazed at him. “I 
came to. see IVter.” 

“ Oh yes; sit down,” was tlie answer, given in cordial but 
Very weak tones. “1 exiuict him in (‘V(‘ry mimife.” 

“ You are Fred,” observed Charles. “ I dare say he told 
y«m about meeting me on Tu(‘sday: (jJiarles Jhiyjior.” 

Yes, he did. Do sit down. You don’t mind my lying 
here ? ” 

“ Is it a c(dd you have taken?” asked (’harles, bringing 
a chair to the corner of the hearth. 

“ I sui»])ose so. A fresh cold. You might have Inaird 
me breathing yesterday over the way. Tlie doctor k(^pt me 
in bed. lie wanted to keej) me tliere to-day also; but to 
have to lie in that back-room is so wreteln dly dull. Poke 
up the fire, will you, jdeasc, and make a blaze.” 

With every word he spoke, his breatli seemed luhouriMl. 
Ilis voice was hollow. Now he had a fit of c.inigliing ; and 
the coimh sounded as hollow as the voice had done. 

l*eter came in, welcomed <. ’harles boisterously, and rang 
for tea. Tliat, yon may be sure, was acceptaldc in poor 
Charles. Fred, saying ho was glad (.1iarle*s had obtained 
the place at Prostleigh’s, jdunged into a few revelations 
touching the office jiGlitics, as well as his frequent cough 
and his imperfect breathing allowed, with a view of putting 
him au courant of affairs in general in his new position. ' 
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“ I shall make things pleasant for you, after I got back,’* 
said he. “We articled fellows hold ourselves somewhat aloof 
from the working clerks ; but I shall let them know who 
you arc, and that it is only a temporary move on your part.” 

Fred Hartley, warm-hearted as his brother, said this when 
Charles was bidding him good-evening. That last look, 
taken when the invalid’s face was raised, and the lamp shone 
full upon it, impressed Charles more than all. Peter went 
with him to the door. 

“ What docs the doctor siiy about your brother ? ” asked 
(Jharles, as they stood on the pavement, in the cold. 

“ Says ho must take care of himself.” 

“ Don’t you think ho looks very ill ? ” 

“ I don’t know,” replied Peter, who had been in the liabit 
of seeing his brother daily; and therefore had not been 
particularly impressed by his looks. “ Does he ? ” ^ 

“ Well, it strikes me so. I should say he i8 ill. Why 
don’t you send for his mother to come up ? ” 

“ So I would, if we had a mother to send for,” returned 
Peter. “Our mother died two years ago; and— and my 
father has married again. We have no longer any plac() in 
the old Somersetshire homestead, Raynor. Fred and I stand 
alone in the world.” 

“And without means?” cried (Charles, quickly; who had 
lately begun to refer every evil the world contained to the 
want of money. 

“ Oh, ho allows us something. Just enough to keej) us 
going until we have started on our own account. I get a 
hundred a-year from the place I’m at, Fred gains iiotliiiig 
yet. He is not out of his articles.” 

“ Well, I’ll come and see him again soon,” cried Charley, 
vaulting off. “ Good-night, Peter.” 

Was Fred indeed seriously ill ? Was it going to be one 
of those cases, of which there are too many in London : of a 
poor young fellow, just entering on the hopeful threshold of 
life, dying away from friends, and home, and care ? Whether 
caused by Charles’s tone or Charles’s words, the shadowy 
thought, that it might be so, entered for the first time into 
the mind of Peter, 
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' And Charles never had “ things made pleasant for him,” 
at the office, in pursuance of tlio friendly wish just ex- 
pressed: the opportunity was never afforded. Exactly 
twenty days from that evening, he was invited to attend the 
funeral of Frederick Hartley. And could not do so, for 
want of suitable clothes to wear. 


(IIAPTER IT. 

JEALOUSY. 

The room was smartened tip for the occasion. At least, us 
much as a room furnished with cane-seated chairs, n thread- 
bare carpet not half covering the boards, and a stained green- 
baize table-cover, can bo smartened. It was Mrs. Raynor’s 
birthday. Frank Raynor and his wife had come down to 
wish her many happy returns of it and to take tea with her ; 
Alice had been invited ; (Hilaries had said lie would bo homo 
early. But tea was over, and neither Cliarlcs nor Alice had 
put in an appearance ; and the little fete, without them, had 
seemed a failure to tlieir mother. 

Mrs. Raynor was altered : worn, spiritless, always ailing, 
in tlic past ytiar she had aged much. Disappointment and 
straitened circumstances told on her health as well as on her 
mind. It was not for herself she grieved and suffered, but 
for her children. For Charles especially. Ilis prospects 
had been blighted ; his standing in the world utterly changed. 
Edina’s hands were full, for Mrs. Raynor could help very 
little now. What Mrs. Raynor chiefly did was to gather 
the young ones around her, and talk to them, in her gentle 
voice, of resignation to God’s will, of patience, of that bettor 
world that they were travelling on to ; whore there will be 
neither sickness nor sorrow, neither mortification nor suffer- 
ing. The children needed such lessons. It seemed very 
hard to them that they should sometimes have nothing but 
dry bread for dinner, or baked potatoes without meat. Even 
with all Edina’s economy and with Charles’s earnings, meat 
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could not always Lc aftordod. Tlio joint must 1)C carved 
sparingly, and made to last the best jiart of the week. Tliey 
IL^caienilly had a joint on a Sunday, and that w^as as much as 
c.Mild iKi said. Clotlios cost so iniieh: and (^liarles, at least, 
had to be tolerably well-dressed. But there are many items 
in a liousehold’s expenses besides eating and drinking ; and 
this (ispccially applies to fallen gentlepcople, whose habits 
liav(^ been formed, and who must still in a degree keej) up 
appearances. 

If the Baynors had needed discipline, as some who knew 
them at Eagles’ Nest had declared, tlicy were certaiidy 
experiencing it in a very marked degree. Twelve montlis 
had slipped l>y since they took up their abode at Laurel 
(V)ttage, and there had been no change}. The days and the 
weeks had drifted on, one day, one week after anotlier, in 
tlie same routine of tlirift, struggle and privation. Cliarles 
w'as at rrestleigh and Treen’s, w'orking to that firm’s satis- 
faction, and bringing liome a sovereign a-w'0(ik : Alice was 
teaching still in the school at Kichmond. Alfred went to a 
day-school noiv. Edina had sought an interview wdth its 
principal, and by dint of some magic of her own, wlien slic 
told liim coniidontially of their misfortunes, had persuaded 
him to admit the lad at an almost nominal charge. It was 
altogether a weary life for them, no doubt ; one rc(xuiring 
constant patience and resignation ; but, as Edina would 
cheerfully tell them, it might have been w'orse, and they had 
many things to be thankful for even yet. 

October was jiassing, and the falling leaves strewed the 
ground. The afternoon was not sunny, but warm and dull ; 
so sultry, in fact, as to suggest tlic idea of tempest in tlu} 
air. They had gathered in the wpiaro patch of ground at 
tlio back of the house, called by courtesy a garden : Frank, 
his wife, Edina, Mrs. Raynor, and the children. Some of 
them stood about, looking at the bed of herbs Edina’s care 
had planted ; Mrs. Raynor w’as sitting on the narrow bench 
under the higli wdndow'. For this garden had to bo 
descended into by several steps ; and as you stood in it the 
back-parlour wdudow (Mrs. Raynor’s bedroom) looked 
perched quite a long >vay up. 
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“ Herbs arc bo useful,” rcmarkcil Edina, as they praised 
the bed. “ When a stew is nothin" in itself, thyme or mint 
will give it (piite a fine flavour. Do you remember, Frank, 
how poor pa2)a liked thyme in the Irish stows ? ” 

“ And very good they used to be,” said Frank. ‘‘ Evo 
calls them ragouts. I often tell her they are not half as 
good as those 1 had at Treiinaeh. Itemember, Daisy, it is 
tliyme Eve’s ragouts want.” 

Daisy, i)laying with little Kobert, turned round with 
dancing eyes. She wtis as 2>retty as ever, in K2)ite of the 
distasteful existenccj in Lambeth. And she had 2'ut on for 
this occasion one of her old grand silks. 

“ I'll try and remember, Frank,” she laughed. “ I hope 
1 shall not say rue insbaul of thyimj. What did you 2 >bint 
this gr(‘at bush of rue for, Edina?” 

That bush is not mine but the landlady’s ; it was hero 
when we came,” re2)lied Edina. “ Mrs. Fox luings some of 
it at tluj foot of her bed, and declares that it mysteriously 
kecj)S away gnats and moths.” 

When IVIr. IMax Brown de2)arted for the West Indies, ho 
had tliouglit the very utmost extent of his term of absence 
would be less than six months. But considerably more tlian 
twice six montlis had ela2)sed, and he had not returned. 
A])2)arently he liked the life there ; aj)2)arently was (juite 
satisfied with Frank’s management of his 2 )raetice at home. 
In writing to Frank, he 2)ut the delay down to his mother. 
She was dying, but very slowly : that is, her conqdaint was 
one f«)r which there is no remedy : and she wanted to kec 2 > 
him with her to the end. Thus Max wrote, and it was the 
only excuse he gave for his prolonged stay. Frank could 
not hel 2 ) thinking there was some mystery about it ; but he 
was quite content to remain at his post. It was very seldom 
indeed that he could take an hour or two’s recreation, 
such as this. The practice was exacting, and he had no 
assistant. 

“ That’s the postman’s knock ! ” cried Kate. 

The postman was not a frequent visitor at Laurel Cottage. 
When he did bring a letter it w'as always for the Itaynors .* 
Mrs. Fox never had one at all, and never seemed to expect 
£diaa. 23 
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one. Kate ran to the door and brought back the letter. It 
proved to bo from Alice ; stating why she was not able to 
come. 

“ Daisy, my darling, you must j)ut your bonnet on,” whis- 
pored Frank. “ I want to get homo before dark : I have 
boon away now longer than I care to be.” 

“ I sliould send tlio practice to York for one evening,” 
cried Alfred, who chanced to overhear the words. 

“ No doubt you would,” laughed Frank. 

“Well, Frank, I’m sure you seem to put tliat precious 
practice l)eforc everything else. One would think it was an 
idol, with a golden body and diamond wings.” 

“ And so I ought to put it before everything else, Master 
Alfred. A steward must do his duty.” 

Daisy went in unnoticed. She felt tired, "wanted to be at 
homo licrself, and began arranging her bonnet before tlio 
glass at the window of the crowded back-room. Two beds 
were in the chamber, besides other furniture. In one of 
them slept Mrs. llaynor and Kate, in the smaller one, Edina. 
What a change it all was for tlicm ! Suddenly, while Daisy’s 
attention was still given to her bonnet, certain words, spoken 
by Edina, broke upon her ear. She and Frank had sat 
down on the bench under the window, and were talking of 
Trennach. Mrs. llaynor and the children were at tlie end 
of the garden, bending their heads together over the untidy 
path, as if trying to determine what sort of coarse gravel 
it might be composed of. 

“ Do you ever hear anything of Mrs. Bell, Frank ? ” 

“I saw her to-day,” was Frank’s unexpected answer. 
“ Saw her yesterday as well.” 

“Where did you see her? Is she in London?” quickly 
repeated Edina. 

“ They have come to live in London. She and Eosalino.” 

“ What has made them do that ? ” continued Edina quite 
sharply, as if she did not altogether approve of the informa- 
tion. Daisy’s fingers, tying her bonnet-strings, could not 
have dropped more suddenly, had they been seized with 
paralysis. 

“ I’m sure I don’t know. They have come into money, 
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through the death of some relative at Falmouth, and thought, 
I believe, that they would like to live in London. Poor 
Mrs. Bell is worse than she used to be : tlio comidaint, feared 
for her, is making progress — and must do so until the end. 
I am attending her.” 

“ They live near you, then ? ” 

“ Close by.” 

A short silence ensued. Edina was probably busy with 
liCT thoughts. She spoke again. 

“ Is Rosaline as pretty as (5ver V ” 

“ Not (piito so lU'otty, perhaps : nM)re beautiful.” 

“ Ah, well — I would not go there too much, Frank ; 
illness, or no illness,” cried Edina. 

She spok(i in a dreamy tone, as if her reflections were 
back in the past, lii her heart she believed ho must have 
(iared more or less for Rosaline. Frank laughed slightly 
in answer: a laugh that was somewliat constrained, llis 
thoughts also had gone back; back to that fatal night at 
Trennacli. 

A sudden shout in Alfred’s voice from the group in the 
garden. “ Hero it is ! here it is, mamma ! ” Mrs. Raynor’s 
tliin gold ring had slipped olF her slender finger, and they 
had been searching for it in tlic twilight. 

Daisy seemed to see and hear no more until some of them 
came running into the bedroom, saying that Frank was wait- 
ing for her. She Avent out, said good-night in a mechanical 
sort of manner, and they started homewards, arm-in-arm. 
The old jealousy she had onco felt of Rosaline Bell had 
sprung up again with tenfold force. 

A short distance from the cottage, they met Charles. lie 
was walking along at full speed, and greeted them in a storm 
of anger. 

“It was an awful shame ! Just because I wanted to get 
home an hour earlier than usual, it is an hour later. Tho 
office is full of work, and some of us had to stay behind and 
do it.” 

“Never mind, Charley,” said Frank, with his genial smile. 
“ Better luck next time.” 

“ Yes, it’s all very well to say next time : that will be next 
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year, I suppose. You hardly ever come to see us, you 
know, Frank.*’ 

“I come when I can. You must come to us instead. 
Spend next Sunday with us, Charley. I can’t stay talking 
now.” 

' “ All right,” said Charley, vaulting off. ‘‘ Good-night to 
you both.” And neither of them had noticed that Daisy had 
not spoken a word. 

Daisy was tormenting herself in a most unnecessary 
manner. Eosaline Bell in London ! Living near to them ; 
close to them, he had said. Ho had seen lior to-day, and 
yesterday as well : no doubt ho saw her every day. No 
doubt ho loved this Kosalino ! — and had thrown off all affec- 
tion for herself, his wife. Even Edina could see the state 
of affairs. What a frightful thing it was ! — and how far 
had it gone ? — and wliat would it end in ? 

After this, the ordinary fashion of a jealous woman, did 
Mrs. Frank liaynor reason ; believing her fancies to be all 
true as gospel. Had some angelic messenger essayed to set 
her right, it would have availed nothing in her present 
frame of mind. Jealousy is as much a disease us inter- 
mittent fever : it may have its lighter intervals, but it must 
run its course. 

“ Daisy, I think wo shall have a storm ! ” cried Frank. 
“ How still and hot the air is ! — and look at that groat black 
cloud coming up ! We must hasten as much as possible.” 

Daisy silently acquiesced. And the pace they went pre- 
vented much attempt at talking. So that he had no oppor- 
tunity of noticing that she had suddenly become strangely 
silent 

The storm burst forth when they wero within a few doors 
of their own home. Lightning, thunder, a heavy downpour 
of rain. As they turned into the surgery, where Sam stood 
under the gas-light, his arms on the counter, his heels kick- 
ing about underneath it, Fmnk caught up a note that was 
lying there, addressed to him. 

Who brought this note ? ” asked Frank as he read it. 

“ It was a young lady,” replied Sam. “ When I told her 
you were not at home, she asked me for a sheet o’ paper 
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ainl pcn-aiul-iiik, and wrote that, and said it was to bo gavo 
you as soon as you caino in. And please, sir, tlu'y liavo 
been round twice from Trq)!)*^ to say the baby’s worse.” 

Frank Ihiynor wont out again at onc(% in spite of tlio 
storm. His wife, wlio liad heard wliat passed, turned into 
tlie parlour, licr brain at work. 

“ 1 womler how long tliis has been going on ! lu>w long 
sh(^ lias boon coming liero?” debated IVIrs. Frank, her fingers 
twiteliing with agitation, her head hot and tlirolihing. 
wrote that note — barefaced thing! AVh(‘n she found slio 
could not s('o liim, she wrote it, and left it for liiin ; and lie 
has gone <mt to see Iut ! ” 

Jealousy in its way is as exciting as wine ; acting very 
much in tlie same manner on any patient who is under its 
influence. ^Irs. Frank’s blood was surging in her viuns ; 
lier thoughts were taking n wild turn ; Inu* trembling fingi rs 
could hanlly throw oil* lier bonnet. Tn point of fact, the 
note (*onc(‘rn(Ml a wortliy tradesman, wlio fcMiri'd lie was 
sickening for some complaint, and “the young lady,” his 
(laughb'r, had written it, in preference to leaving a message, 
begging for Mr. Itaynor's speedy atlendanci^. 

“ Ilavi^ you had your sujiper, Sam?” asked Mrs. Frank, 
ajipearing at the inteTvening door. 

Xo, ma'am.” 

“ 'riicn go and get it.” 

Sam passed her on his way to the kitchen. She steiiped 
forward to the counter, opened the day-book, ami bf‘gan 
searching for Dame Bell’s address. TIkj front-door was 
usually kept closed now, not open as formerly; and Daisy 
went to it on tip-toc, and slipped the bolt. Theni was no 
one to hoar her had she stepped evcir so heavily ; but wo aro 
all apt to think that secret transactions re([uire silent move- 
ments. Taking up her place beliind the eountiT, she turned 
the leaves of the book again. The windows wme closed in 
with shutters ; she was quite in privacy. But, turn and 
look ns she w'onld, she could not see the address sought for. 
It is true she was looking in a desperabi hurry, for what 
if Frank were to return suddenly? C>r Sarn from hia 
supper? 
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“ No, the address is not there ! ” — shutting the book, and 
pushing back the pretty hair from her beating temples. 
“He is too cautious to have entered it. Other patients* 
names are there, but Dame Bell’s is not. The affair is 
clandestine from beginning to end.” 

And from that night Mrs. Frank Eaynor began a course 
of action that she would previously have believed herself 
incapable of. She watched her husband. In her eagerness 
to discover where these Bells lived — though what service 
the knowledge could render her she would have been at a 
loss to declare — she occasionally followed him. Keeping 
her bonnet downstairs in readiness, she would put it on 
hastily when he went out, and steal after him. Three or 
four times a-week she did this. Very contemptible indeed 
Daisy felt it to be, and her cheeks blazed consciously now 
and again: but jealousy has driven a woman to do more 
contemptible things than even this. But for the un- 
suitability of her present life, as contrasted with her 
previous tastes and habits and surroundings, and for its 
utter monotony, causing her to feel weary unto death day 
after day, Margaret Eaynor might never so far have for- 
gotten herself. The pursuit was quite exciting, bringing a 
sort of relief to her ; and she resolutely put away from her 
all inconveniont qualms of conscience. 

So, imagine that you behold them. Frank turning out at 
tlio surgery-door, and hastening this way or that way, as if 
his feet wore aided by wings : and when he is a few yards 
off, Daisy turns out after him. It would generally be a 
tedious and tormenting chase. He seemed to have so many 
patients to visit, Iiere, there, and everywhere ; on this side 
the street and on that side, and round the corners, and down 
courts, that his pursuer was generally baffled, lost him for 
good, and had to return homo in despair. 

Meanwhile, as time went on, Frank, unconscious of all 
this, was destined to receive a shock himself. One evening, 
when he had been called out to a case of emergency near 
homo, upon quitting the sick man’s house, he entered a 
chemist’s for the purpose of directing some article, which it 
was not in his province to supply, to be sent to the sufferer. 
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Diisliing into the sliop huiTiodly, for liis time was not his 
own, ho was beginning to give liis order. 

“ Will you send ” 

And there his si)ceeli failed him. lie stoi>j)cd as suddenly 
and completely as though his tongue had been paralyzed. 
The young man to wliom lie was addressing Iiiniself, willi 
tlie attentive red-brown eyes in whieli gleamed a smile of 
intelligence, and the clean while apron tied round his waist, 
was Blase IVllet. They looked at one another in tlie full 
glare of the gas-light. 

I>his() was the lirst to s]ieak. “ Ibnv do you do, 
Ihiynor V ” 

Is it ifou /*’ eried Frank, rtic.overing himself somewhat. 
“ Are you living here ? ” 

“ Since a week past,” rcidied Blase. 

“ Why have you left Trennach ? ” 

“I came up to better myself,” said Blase, demurely. 

OiKi hears great things of fortnni s being made in 
London.” 

‘‘And of being lost, J*ellet,” rejoined Frank. 

“1 can go back at any tinn?,” (d>served Blawt. “Old 
Float would be only too glad to have nu;. The young 
fi llow liii has now in my place is not me, Float writes word. 
Float Avill have to attend to business a litth; more himsi-lf 
now', and I expect it wdll not suit him.” 

Vouchsafing no answer to this, Fraidt left llie ord(;r he 
had gone in to give, and passed out of tlui sliop, his mind in 
a very disagnjoable state (»f feriiKUit. 

“lie has come uji here to sjiy u^ion me; he is watching 
my movements,” said Fitink to himself. “Tlow' did Ik; 
kiKjw I was here - in this part of London V how^ did he 
lind it out?” A positive conviction, that it was utbuly 
useless to try to evade Blase Pellet, had taken sudden 
jiosscRsion of him ; that he laid been tracking him all along 
by the means of spies and emis.saries, and had now come to 
do it in person. He felt that if he w’ere to sail away over 
the seas and set up his tent in an African desert, or on the 
shores of some remote fastness of the Indian Kinpiro, or 
amidst the unexplored w’ilds of a prairie, he should sco 
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Blase Pellet in another tent, side hy side with him, the next 
morning. 

For tlie moment, liis several pressing engagements had 
gone out of his head. Ilis patients, lying in expectation of 
him, might lie: self was all in all. The uneasiness that 
had taken hold of him amounted to tribulation. 

“ I wonder what Dame Boll knows of this ? it suddenly 
occurred to him to think. And no sooner did it occur than, 
acting on the moment’s impulse, ho determined to ask her, 
and walked towards her lodging at his usual quick rate. 
She had taken rooms in a quiet street. West Street, whore 
the small houses were chiefly private. It was nearly a 
week since Frank had seen her, for her complaint was 
very fluctuating, and latterly she had felt better, not re- 
quiring regular attendance. 

Opening the front-door without knocking, as was liis 
custom, lie went upstairs to the small sitting-room : this 
room and the bedchamber behind it comprising Mrs. Bell’s 
apartments. She had come into a little money by the death 
of her sister at Falmouth, John Pellet’s wife : and Ibis, 
combined with her previous small income, enabled her to 
live quietly. When Mrs. Pellet died, it had been suggested 
that Kosaline should take to lier millinery business, and 
carry it on: but Rosaline positively declined to do so. 
Neither Rosaline nor her motlicr liked Falmouth, and they 
resolved to go up to London. Chance alone— or at least, 
that apparently unconscious impulse that is called chance — 
had caused them to choose this particular part of London 
for their abode ; and neither of them had the slightest idea 
tliat it was within a stone’s-throw of Frank Raynor. On 
the third day after settling in it, Rosaline and Frank liad 
met in Mark Street : and he then learnt the nows of their 
recent movements. 

Mrs. Bell was at her old employment this evening when 
Frank entered — knitting. Lifting her eyes to see who had 
come in, she took the opportunity to snuff the candle near 
her, and gazed at Frank over her spectacles. 

Hey-day ! ” she cried. “ I thought it was Rosaline.” 

This was the first time Frank had seen her alone. During 
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all his previous visits Rosaline had been present. Rosaline 
had gone a long way that afternoon, Dame Bell proceeded 
to explain, as far as Oxford Street, and was not back again 
yet. The girl seemed to have some crotchet in licr head, 
she added, and Avould not say what she went for. Frank 
was glad of her absence, crotchet or no crotchet : lie felt an 
invincible distaste to naming tlie name of Blase Pellet in 
her hearing. 

Seen Blase Pellet to-night ! — what had Blase Pellet como 
to town for? repeated ])amo Bell, in answer to Frank’s 
introduction of the subject. “ Well, sir,” she added, “ he 
tells us he was grown sick and tired of Trennach, and came 
up liore to be near me and Rose. Pm sure you might have 
knocked me down with a feather, so surprised was I Avhen 
ho walked into this room last Sunday afternoon. I had 
dozed oir in my chair here, and Rose was reading the Bible 
to herself, when ho came in. For a minute or two T did not 
believe my eyes, and that’s the truth. As to Rose, she 
turned the colour of chalk, just as if ho had frightened 
heiV’ 

“ Did he know you w'cre living here ? ” 

“ Of course he knew that, IMr. Frank. Blase, I must say, 
has always l)een as dutiful to me as if he had been really my 
neiJiew, and he often wrote to us at Falmouth. One of 
his letters was sent after us from h'almouth, and I wrote to 
tell him wliere we were in return.” 

“ Did you tell him I was hero? ” questioned Frank. 

“ Well no, T did not : but it is curious you should ask the 
question, Mr. Frank,” cried the dame. “ I was just going 
to add to my letter that I hop(;d I should get better now Mr. 
Raynor was attending mo again, but Rosaline stoppcid mo. 
Mr. Raynor was nothing to Blase, she said : l)etter not name 
him at all. Upon that, I asked her why she did not write 
hors(;lf, if slie thought she could w'ord the letter better than 
me : but she ncv(;r w'ill write to him. However, you Avero 
not mentioned, sir.” 

“What is his object in coming to London?” repeated 
Frank, unable to dismiss the one important point from his 
mind. 



EDINA. 


302 

“ I shouldn’t wonder but it’s Rosaline,” said D.ame Bell, 
shrewdly. “ Blase has wanted to make up to her this many 
a day ; but ” 

“ What an idiot the man must bo ! ” struck in Frank. 

“But she will not have anything to say to him, I was 
going to add,” concluded Dame Bell. “ Why should you 
call him an idiot, Mr. Frank ? ” 

“ lie must be one, if ho thinks ho can persuade Rosaline 
to like him. See how ugly he is ! ” 

“ Slie might do worse, sir. I don’t say Blase is hand- 
some : he is not : but ho is steady. If men and women were 
all chosen by their looks, Mr. Frank, a good many would 
go unmarried. Blase Pellet is putting by money : he will 
be setting up for himself, some day; and he would make 
her a good husband.” 

“Do you toll your daughter that he would?” asked 
Frank. 

“ She won’t let me tell her, sir. I say to her sometimes 
that she seems frightened at hearing the young man’s very 
name mentioned : just as though it would bring some evil 
upon her. I know what I think.” 

“ What ? ” asked Frank. 

“Why, that Rosaline pressed this settling in London 
upon me, on purpose to put a wider distance between herself 
and Blase. Falmouth was Avithin reach, and he now and 
then came over there. I did not suspect her of this till 
last Sunday, Mr. Frank. When tea was over, and Blase 
had gone, she just sat with her hands before her, looking 
more dead than alive. ‘ After all, it seems wo had better 
have stayed at Falmouth,’ said she suddenly, as if speaking 
to herself: and that gave mo tho idea that she had come 
hero to be farther away from him.” 

Frank made no remark. 

“ Blase has found a place at a druggist’s close by,” con- 
tinued Mrs. Bell : whose chatter, once in full flow, was not 
easily stopped. “ I don’t suppose he’ll like London as well 
as Treimach, and so I told him. I don’t. Great noisy 
bustling place ! ” 

It seemed that there was nothing more to ask or learn, and 
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Frank bethought himself of his patients. Wishing the old 
(hinio good-night, ho departed. His first visit led liiin past, 
the druggist s ; and his glance, as thoiigli fascinated, tiiriu^l 
to the u'indow. Tlicre, amidst the slu^eii of rt;d and green 
and blue reflected from the brilliant globes, lie saw the ^le.i 
of Blase Pellet ; just as he liad la'cn Avont to see it aiiiui.’t 
the glow of the same varied colours at Tr(‘uiiach. 


(7TAPTKR III. 

(’KoriMNo ri* a<;ais\ 

•* Why, IJaisy . Out marketing, my dear ? " 

Tlie salutation to Mrs. Frank Jtayiior canu! from her 
husband. One winter’s morning, r(^gardl(;ss of tluj (?x<reiiio 
cold and the frost that made th<i streets partly desi rted, she 
followed her husband when he went out after briaikfast. 
The dwelling-place of Mrs. Bell and her dangliter in West 
Street had become known to her long ago ; and Daisy was 
always lunging to see whether lier liusband’s Ibotsb'ps took 
him to it. 

That most unreasoning jealousy, which had soi/ed upon 
her mind, increased in force. It was growing alnuist into a 
disease. 81 ie felt as sure ns if slio had seen it Avritten in hittijrs 
of divination, that her husband’s love liad been, Avas, and 
ever would be llosaliuo BelPs : that it never had been hers ; 
and over and over again she asked herself the (juestion — 
why had he married lier ? 

It all appeared so plain to Daisy. Looking bactk, she 
could, as she fully believed, trace out the past, in regard tf> 
it, bit by bit. First of all, there AA^as the girl's unusual and 
dangerous beauty ; Frank Baynor’s attendance at the housfi 
on the Bare Plain, under the plea of visiting the mother 
professionally ; and the intimacy that was reported to have 
existed betAveen himself and llosuliiic. A great deal more 
frequently than avus wise or necessary, Daisy recalled the 
evening Avhen Frank had been dining at The Mount, and the 
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convorsatlon had turned upon tho mysterious disappearance 
of Bell, the miner, and the beauty of his daughter. Frank’s 
signs of agitation — his emotional voice, his flushings from 
rod to white — Daisy had then been entirely unable to com- 
prehend : she had considered them as unaccountable as was 
tho absence of tho man of whom they were speaking. Now 
tho reason was very apparent to her : the emotion had arisen 
from his love of Itosaline. She remembered, as though it 
had been yesterday, the tales brought home by Tabitha, and 
repeated to herself — that this beautiful daughter of Boll tho 
miner was Frank Raynor’s best and only love, and that tho 
girl worshipped tho very ground he trod on. It was too 
late then to be influenced by the information, for the secret 
marriage had taken place in the church at Trcnnach. Daisy 
had hardly known Avhether to believe tho story or not ; hut 
it had shaken her. Later, as time went on, and she and 
her husband moved far away from the scene of events, and 
Rosaline Bell seemed to have Aided out of sight ; almost, 
so flir as they were concerned, out of existence ; Daisy had 
suffered herself to forgot tho doubt and jealousy. But only 
to call it up with tenfold force now. 

And so, Mrs. Frank Raynor had amused herself, if tho 
word may bo applied to a state of mind so painful as was 
hors, witli tho pastime of watching her husband. Not often 
of course; only now and then. Her steps, as of their ov\n 
uncontrollable will, would take her to the quiet street in 
which Dame Bell lived, and she had on one or two rare 
occasions been rewarded by seeing him pass in or out of tho 
house. Of coiu:so she could not watch very often. She 
dared not do so. She would have been ashamed to do so. 
As it was, she knew that Sam’s eyes had taken to opening 
with wonder whenever she followed her husband through 
the surgery, and that the boy’s curiosity w’as much exercised 
as to tho cause. Therefore, as she was unable to make 
Frank’s shadow frequently, and as, with all her expectation, 
she had been gratified so rarely by seeing what she looked 
for, she drew tho conclusion that fortune did not favour her, 
and that Frank’s times for going to the house were just 
those when she did not happen to be out herself. An 
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iugonious iiifercuce : us all soiisible pooj)!!; jiiiist allow, but 
one that jealousy would be certain to invent. 

On one of those rare occasions, Urank came out of the 
liouso accompanied by liosaline. 

They tiirm^d the opi)osite way to wheni Daisy was staiid- 
but not before she had caught a glimpse of the beautiful 
face. Where were tliey going tt)gether? she ])assionalely 
asked herself. The jirobabilily was that tlieir coming out 
together was only incidental ; for in a very few minuU'S 
Daisy met the girl coming back alone, carrying a paper 
()f rusks, which slie had no doubt Ixen out to buy. All 
the more necessary was it, thought Daisy, after this little 
incident, tliat she should continue to look after Iku* husband. 

Daisy was becoming <piite an adej>t at tlie. work, and 
might have takrai service as a lady detective?. Of course! 
the cliief care to be exoniised was to k(!(!]» herself out (»f lica* 
husbamPs view. It was not so dilVicult to do this as it 
would have been with some husbands; for Frank’s lime was 
always so prccifuis, and his move‘nn!nts wtjn? in c«mseijuenco 
obliged to be so rapid, that he went flying Ihrougii tlu! 
streets like a lamplighter, never looking to the riglit or left. 
More than once, though, Daisy had been obliged to dart 
into a doorway ; and it was at those times thiit she espeftially 
felt the humiliation of what she was doing. 

Ihit, the pitcher that goes too often to tlie well gets broken 
at hist, we are told. On lids hitter .January day, when of 
a surety no one would venture out who could keep in, Daisy 
came face to face witli her husband. She had seen liim 
enter Mrs. IhilPs house ; fortune for once laid so far favoured 
lu.r. She saw him make for the quiet stnad upon first 
leaving home, skim down it with long strides, and go straight 
in at the door. Her heart beat as tliougli it would burst its 
bounds ; her pulses coursed on with fever-heat. Nothing in 
the world can be so good for the doctors as jealousy : it must 
inevitably tend to bring on heart disease. “ I wonder how 
long he will stay?” thought Daisy in her raging anger. 
“ Half-aii-hour, perhaps. Of course he does not hurry 
himself when be goes there," 

Sauntering onwards with slow steps, some idea in her 



36G 


EDINA. 


head of waiting to see how long ho did stay, and believing 
herself perfectly safe for many minutes to come, went Daisy. 
She longed to cross over the street and so obtain a sight of 
tho upstairs window. But sho did not dare; ho might 
chance to look out and see her. She knew all about the 
position of tho Bells’ rooms, having, in a careless, oflP-hand 
manneu*, questioned Sam, who took out Mrs. Bell’s medicine. 
In front of the closed door, her face turned towards it, was 
Daisy, when — she found herself confronted with Jier husband, 
lie had como quickly forth, without warning, net having 
remained two minutes. 

“ Why, Daisy ! Out marketing, my dear ? ” 

The question was put laughingly. Daisy never did any 
marketing : sho was not much of a housekeeper as yet, and 
tlio Lambeth shops did not tempt her to begin. Eve did all 
that. Had sho been committing a crime, she could not have 
felt more taken aback in licr surprise, or more awkward at 
finding an excuse. 

“ I — had a headache,” she stammered, “ and— came out for 
a little walk.” 

“ But it is too cold for you, Daisy. The wind is in the 
north-east. I have never felt it keener.” 

“ It won’t hurt me,” gasped Daisy, believing his solicitude 
for her was all put on. She had believed that for some time 
now. The kinder Frank showed himself, the more sho 
despised him, 

“You have been there to see a patient?” questioned 
Daisy, hardly knowing and certainly not caring what sho 
did say. 

“ Yes,” replied Frank. “ But sho is better this morning ; 
so I am off to others who want mo more than she does.” 

“ Is it that Mrs. Bell from Trennach ? I saw a bottle of 
medicine directed to West Street for her one day. Sam was 
putting it into his basket.” 

“ It is Mrs. Bell. Sho is worse than sho used to be, for 
the disorder has made progress. And I fear she will grow 
worse, day by day now, until the end.” 

“ What a hypocrite he is I ” thought Daisy : “ I dare say 
there is as much the matter with her as there is with mo. 
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Of course lie uoecls some plea of cxciiso -to be tlu ru 

for ever after that wr(,‘tclieil girl.” 

“Do you come here pretty often V” \v(;nt on Daisy, cough- 
ing to conceal the spleen in her tone, which she was uiuihlo 
to suppress. 

“I shall liavo to come Iiero oftencr in future, T har,’ 
returned Frank, not directly aiisw(;ring the (|ii(‘stion ; of 
which delay slie took due mde. .Just for tliesii f(?w minutes, . 
Jie had slackened his j)ac(i to liers, imd they wen* walliing 
side by side. “ I am glad sh(‘ is near me : I don’t tliiidc any 
stranger would give lu r tlie care tliat I shall giv(! Iiei*.’* 

“You speak as though you were anxious about lur!*’ 
resentfully cried Daisy. 

“1 am more than anxious. I would give half I am worili 
tf) be able to cure her.” 

“ Well, I’m sure ! ” exclaimed Daisy. “ One woubl think 
you and these people must possess some boml (d‘ uni<*n in 
common.” 

“ And BO wc do,” ho answered. 

Perhaps the words w<‘re spoken incautiously. Daisy, 
looking quickly up at liim, saw that he si iumd lost in 
thought. 

“What is it V” she asked in a low tone: her hrealliing 
just then seeming a little dilheult. 

“ Wliat is wliat V ” 

“The hoiid of niiioii betwcien you Jind thow; Ikjlls.” 

The question brought liini out of his abstiiudion. lie 
laughed lightly: laughed, as Daisy thouglit, and saw, to do 
away with the impression the words liad made : and answ<;rcd 
carelessly. 

“The bond between me and Dajiie Ihdl? It is tliat I 
knew her at Trennach, Daisy, and learnt to respect Imr. 
She nursed rnc through a fever once.” 

“Oh,” said Daisy, turning her head away, indignant at 
w'hat she believed was an evasion. Tho “bond,” if thercj 
were any, existed, not between himself and the mother, hut 
between himself and the daughter. 

“ I dare say you attend them for nothing ! ” 

“ Of course I do.” 
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“ What would Mr. Max Brown say to that ? ” 

“ What he ideased. Max Brown is not a man to object, 
Daisy.” 

“ You can’t toll.” 

“ Yes, I can. If he did, I should pay him the cost of the 
medicines. And my time, at least, I can give.” 

Daisy said no more. Swelling with resentment and 
jealousy, she walked by his side in silence. Frank saw her 
to tlie surgery-door, and then turned back rapidly. She 
went in ; passed Sam, who was leisurely dusting the counter, 
and sat down in the parlour by the fire. 

Her state of mind was not one to be envied. Jealousy, you 
know, makes the food it feeds on. Mrs. Frank Raynor was 
making very disagreeable food for herself, indeed. She 
gave the reins to her imagination, and it presented her with 
all sorts of suggestive horrors. The worst was that she did 
nut, and could not, regard these pictured fancies as possible 
delusions, emanating from her own brain, and to be cautiously 
received ; but she converted them into undoubted facts. Tiro 
sounds of Sam’s movements in the surgery, his answers to 
U2)plicaiits who came in, penetrated to her through the half- 
open door ; but, though they touched her ear in a degree, 
they did not touch her senses. She was as one who heard 
not. 

Thus she sat on, until mid-day, indulging these visions to 
the full extent of her fancy, and utterly miserable. At least, 
perliaps not quite utterly so : for when peo2)lc are in the 
state of angry rage that Daisy was, they cannot feel very 
acutely. A few minutes after twelve, Sam appeared. He 
stared to see his mistress sitting just as she had come in, 
not even her cloak removed, or her bonnet unfastened. 

“ A letter for you, please, ma’am. The postman have just 
brought it in.” 

Daisy took the letter from him without a word. It 
proved to be from her sister Charlotte, Mrs. Townley. Mrs. 
Townley wrote to say that she was back again at the house 
in Westbourne Terraco, and would be glad to see Daisy. 
She, with her children, had been making a long visit of 
several months to her mother at The Mount, and she had 
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only now retnrnod. T did intend to Ixi Inu k tor (hr Nvw 
Year,*’ sho wrote; “ hut niamnia and I.ydia wouhl not lu'ar 
of it. I liave many tilings to tell you, Daisy: so <-ome to 
nu3 as soon as you ^et this note. If your hushand will join 
us at diniK'r — seven o’eloek -thfu-o will he no dilVu'ulIv 
about your •netting home again. Say that I shall be haippy 
to see liini.” 

Shouhl she go, or should she notg<»? INTrs. I’’r8ndt Kayiior 
was in so c'xeitaMl a mood ais not to ean3 very mu<*h what 
sh(^ did. And if she w’eiit, aind lu3 aliil ae/ eonie in (Im 
(‘Veiling, h(‘ would no doiiht hike tin* opjiortuuify of passing 
it with IhasaliiKJ Ikdl. 

She went upshiirs, took her things olV, and jaissed into 
th(i draiwing-room. The tire was hurning hrighily. Kva? 
was a treasurci of ai servant, and alhaided to it (*:iret*iilly. 
Frank had given onhus that a lire should 1x3 alwaiys ki pt 
up there: it was a hettiT room for his wife tliain tin? one 
downstairs, and more, ehec-rful. 

( V‘rtainly morij cheerful: for the str(>et and its hiisy 
traversers could he sixm. The ojiposih? lish-shoj) disphiyed 
its wares morii plainly to (his room thain to lh(‘ smaill room 
Ixdow. Just now, IVFonsic^ur and Araulame, (he li.'di pro- 
prietors, wxTO enjoying a wordy war, toaiehing somci hauldoek 
that Madame haul sold under cost iniee. lie, hehl an oystm- 
knife in his hand, and was hiying down the hiw with it. 
Slie stood, in lier o]<l hrowm hoiimd, her w'rists turned haiek 
(»n her capaiuous hips, and delied liis ang(;r. Daisy had (he 
j)h!jisure of assisting ait the (piarrel, as Iluj French saiy ; for 
(lie tones of tlic disputants wore loud, and jmrtly reaiched 
lier eairs. 

“ Wliat a frightful place; this is!” (;jacuhit(;d Daisy. 
“ What people ! Yes, T wdll go to Charlotte. It is some- 
thing get aw’ay from them for a f(;w lionrs, and into 
civilized life again.*’ 

At one o’clock, the liand-boll in the passage below was 
rung: the signail for dinner. Daisy went down. Frank 
bad only just come in, and was taking off his over-coat. 

“ I have hardly a minute, Daisy,” he said. “ I have not 
seen all my patients yet.” 

K'lin.i. 
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“ B(3eii hindering his time with Kosalinc,” thought Daisy. 
And she slowly and ungraciously took her place at tho 
table. Frank, regardless of ceremony, had already begun 
to carve tlie boiled leg of mutton. 

“ You have (jeueralhj linished before one o’clock,” she 
coldly remarked, as he handed her jdate to her. For Eve, 
good servant though she was, had no idea of remaining in 
the room during meals to wait upon ihem. 

“ Yes, generally. But a good many people are ill : and 
I was hindered this morning by attending to an accident. 
A little boy was run over in tho street.” 

“ Is he much hurt ? ” 

“ Not very much. 1 shall get him riglit again soon.” 

TJio dinner proceeded in silence. Frank Avas eating too 
rapidly to have leisure for anything else; Daisy’s angry 
spirit would not permit her to talk. As she laid down her 
knife and fork, Frank prcH.scd her to take some more mutton, 
l)nt she curtly refused it. 

“ I have said no once. Tliis is luncheon ; not dinner.” 

Frank Kaynor had become accuistomed to hearing Iiis 
wife speak to him in cold, resentful tones : but to-day they 
S(jundcd especially cold. He had long ago put it down in 
Iiis (nvn mind to dissatisfaction at their blighted prospects ; 
blighted, at least, in comparison with those they had so 
saiiguiiioly entertained when wandering together side by 
side at Treniiach and picturing the future to each otlier. 
It only made him the more patient, the more tender witli 
her. 

“ Mrs. Towuiley has w’ritten to ask me to go to her. She 
is back again in Westbourno Terrace. She bids me say she 
shall be happy to see you to dinner at seven. But I suppose 
you will not go.” 

“ Yes, I will go,” said Frank, rapidly revolving ways and 
means, as regarded the exigencies of his patients. “ I think 
I can get away for an hour or two, Daisy. Is it dress ? ” 

“Just as you please,” was the frosty answer. “Mrs. 
Townley says nothing about .^ress; she ^vould be hardly 
likely to do so ; but she is accustomed to proper w^ays.” 

“And how shall you go, my dear?” resumed Frank, 
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jmssiiig over the inii)lieation with liis iisiml swci tiu ss oi 
tom 2 )er. “ You luad better have a cab.” 

‘‘ I intend to liavc one,” said Daisy. 

She arrayed liersclf in sonic of her sinarti st things, for 
the si>irit of bravado was upon lier: if lier liushand did 
not choose to dress, she should: and set out in a tab 
for Westbourno Terraco. Once tliert', slie put away lier 
troubles; outwardly at any rate: and her sisitu- nt'vtr 
suspected that anything was amiss. 

“I shall give you a suriirise, Daisy,” said IMrs. Towidt'y 
in the course of the afternoon. “An tdil beau of yours is 
coming to dinner.” 

“ An old beau of mine 1 Who is tliat ? ” 

“ Sir Paul Trellasis.” 

“What an idea!” cried Daisy. “ /ie a beau of mine! 
IMainnia must have put that into your head, ( 'liarlotUi. Sir 
Paul came to The Mount once tir twice ; as In; was a 
bachelor, mamma at once jumjied to tlie comdiision tliai lie 
must come for Lydia or for me. lie married IMiss Ih.au- 
champ that same year, you know.” 

“ lie and his w'ife are in London, and 1 asked tliem to 
r*omc and dine wdth us to-day wdtliout ceremony,” r(‘suijied 
Mrs. Townlcy. “Had you married Sir Paul, Daisy, yiui 
would not have been buried alive amongst savages in some 
unknown region of London.” 

“No, I should not,” replied the miserable wife with stern 
emphasis. 

But there was another surprise in store fen* Daisy. For 
Mrs. Townley as well. At dusk, a caller was ushered into 
the draw'ing-room, and proved to be the Bevereiid Titus 
Backup. The curate had never quite severed liis redations 
with Trcnnach. He had taken three-months’ duty thenj 
again the past autumn, when the Hector was once more 
laid aside by illness. Ife had then made the aeipiaiiifaiiee 
of Mrs. Townlcy ; and being now in London, had called 
upon her. 

Mrs. Frank Haynor flushed red as a rose when he entered. 
The sight brought buck to her mcmoi-y the old time at 
Trennach, and its doings, wdth vivid intensity. She seemed 
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to SCO lici’Bclf onco more Rtandiiig with Franli Raynor before 
liim at the altar, when ho was making them One together, 
until death should part them. Mr. Racku^) had lost some- 
what of his former nervouBness, but ho was shy still, and 
held out his hand to Mrs. Frank Raynor with timidity. 

“Ah, 1 remember — it was you who married Daisy,’* 
observed Mrs. Townloy. “My mother at first would not 
forgive you, I believe, Mr. Backup, until she found you did 
not know it was a stolen match. And for how long are you 
in town?” 

“ I am not sure,” replied tlic parson. “ I liavc come np 
to see about a curacy.” 

“ Well, you must stay and dine with us,” returned Mrs. 
Townlcy. “ Nonsense ! You must. I sliall not let you 
say no. Sir Paul and Lady Trellasis arc coming — you 
know tliem— and Air. Raynor.” 

The curate, perhaps lacking courage to press his refusal, 
stayed. In duo time Sir Paul and his wufe arrived ; and, 
as the clock was striking seven, Frank : dressed. 

All this need not have be<*n noticed, for in trutli Airs. 
Townlcy and her visitors have little to do with the story, 
but for an incident that occurred in tlic course <if the 
evening. Airs. Townloy w’as on ti c music-stool, jdaying 
some scientific “morceau” that was eriishingly loud, and 
seemed interminable, with Sir Paul at her elbow turning 
over for her, and Daisy on the other side. Lady Trellasis, 
a pretty young woman with black hair, sat talking with Air. 
Backup on the sofa near the fire : and Frank stood just 
behind them, looking at idiotographs. In a moment, when 
ho w'as least thinking of trouble, certain words spoken by 
the curate caught his car. 

“ Josiah Bell: that was his name. No; the particulars 
have never come to light. lie was found eventually, as 
of course you know, and buried in the churchyard at 
Trennach.” 

“ The affair took great hold on my imagination,’* observed 
Lady Trellasis. “ I w’as staying at The Mount wdth papa 
and mamma at the time the man was lost. It was a story 
that seemed to bo surrounded wdth romance. They spoke, 
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I remember, of the daughter, saying slie was so l)Caiitiful. 
Papa thought, I recollect, that the poor man must have 
fallen into some pit or otlicr : and so it proved.” 

“ Yes,” said Mr. llackup, “ a pit so deep that the miiu‘rs 
call it the llottomless Sliaft. Tlie mystery of course cou- 
sisled in how lie got tliere.” 

“But why should tliat be a mysttjryV Bid lie not fall 
into it ? ” 

“ The fact is, that some superstition attaches to tlici phur, 
and not a single miner, it is said, would willingly a])proach 
it. Bell especially would not go near it : for in all matters 
of superstition he was singularly wi.ak-miiided.” 

“ Then how did he get in ? ” (piickly asked Lady Trel- 
lasis. 

“ There was a susjiicion of foul play. It was thought the 
man was thrown in.” 

“ How very dreadful ! Thrown in by whom V ” 

“ I cannot tell you. A faint rumour arose later as I was 
told by Mr. Pine — that some one in a higher walk of life 
was su])posod to have been implicabid in the matter: some 
gentleman. The Kector tried to trace the re])ort to its 
Source, and to ascertain the name of the sus])ected man. He 
<M)uld get at nothing : but he says tliat an uiicc>mfortable 
feeling about it remains still on his mind. J should not lie 
surprised at tho affair cro]>piiig uj) again some day.” 

Tlie “ morccau ” came to an end with a final crush, aii<l 
tlie conversation witli it. Frank woke up with a start, to 
find a servant standing before him wdth a tray and tea-cujis. 
He took one of tho cup.s, and drank the tea ijuite scalding, 
never knowing whether it was hot or cold. ( 'ertain oi the 
words, which he could not lielp overhearing, had startled all 
feeling out of him. 

“ Is it not time to go, Daisy? ” he asked presently. 

“ If you think so,” she freezingly answered. 

“ Then will you put on your bonnet, my dear,” he said, 
never noticing the ungraciousness of her reply. After those 
ominous words, all other words, for the time being, fell on 
his ear as though he heard them not. 

Not a syllable was exchanged between them as they sat 
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together in the cab, speeding homewards. Frank was too 
unpleasantly absorlicd to speak; Daisy was indulging 
resentment. That last sentence of Mr. Ikckup’s, “ I should 
not bo surprised at the affair cropping up again,” kept 
surging in his mind. Ho asked himself whether it was 
spoken prophetically ; and, ho also asked, what, if it did 
crop up, would be the consequences to himself? 

“ He is thinking of her,'* concluded Daisy, resenting the 
unusual silence, altliough she herself by her manner invoked 
it. And, in good trutli, so ho was. 

Handing Daisy out of tMtaeab when it stopped, Frank 
opened the surgery-door for and turned to jmy the 
driver. At tliat self-same moment some man came strolling, 
slowly along the pavement. lie was wrapped up in a warm 
coat, and seemed to bo walking for pleasure. 

Ho looked at the cab, looked at the open door of th(> 
house, looked at Frank. Not straightforwardly; but by 
covert sidelong glances. 

“ Oood-niglit, Mr. Raynor,” said ho at length, as he was 
passing. 

“ Good-night to you,” replied Frank. 

And ]\[r. lllaso Pellet sauntered on, enjoying the icicles 
of the winter night. Frank \vent in, and barred and bolted 
his door. 

“ I wish to Heaven it needed nothing but bars and bolts 
to keep the fellow out I ” spoke Frank in his dismay. “ How 
long he will bo kept out, I know not. Talk of whether the 
alfair will crop up again ! — why, it is cropping up. A*[l I 
Lave a bitter enemy in Blase Pellet.” 
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(’HAPTEK IV. 

HUMILIATION. 

Aoain the weeks and the months went on, bringing lomid 
tile autumn season of another year. For in real life and , 
this is very much ntf a true liistory — time jiasses .iniiier- 
ceiitibly when thcrcfijiro no siiecial events to mark its jiro- 
gress. Seasons succeed each other, leaving little njcord 
behind them. 

It was a monotonous life at best -that of the Kaynors . 
It seemed to be spent in a (piiet, constant endeavour to 
exist; a patient, perpetual struggling to make both ends 
meet: to remain under the humble roof of Laurel Fottiige, 
and not to have to turn from it ; to contrive) that tludr 
garments should be decent, something like genth jioopleV, 
not ragged and shabby. 

Put for Edina they would never have done it. I'jven 
though they had her fifty j^ounds a-year, without lier 
liresencc they would never have got on. She managed and 
worked, and had ever a cheerful word for them all. Win n . 
their spirits failed, especially Mrs. Kaynor’s, and the onward 
way looked unusually dark and dreary, it was Edina who 
talked of a briglit day-star to arise in the distance, of tlio 
silver lining that is sure to be in every cloud, Jhit for 
Edina they might almosjjiave lost faith in Heaven. 

The one most altei’cd of all w^as Cliarles. Altered in 
looks, bearing, manner; above all, in spirit. All liis pride 
had flowm; all his self-importance had disappeared as a 
summer mist before the sun : disappeared for ever. Had 
the discipline he was subjected to been transient, lasting for 
a few weeks, let us say, or even months, its impressions 
might have worn away with renewed prosperity, had such 
set in again, leaving no lasting trace for good. But when 
this sort of depressing mortification continues for years, the 
lesson it implants in the mind is generally permanent. Day 
by day, every day of his life, and every hour iu the day, 
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( ’Larlcs was Bubjocted to the humiliations (as he looked 
upon them, and to him they were indeed such) that attend 
the position of a working clerk. lie who had been reared 
in tlic habits and ideas of a gentleman, had believed himself 
tlie undoubted heir to Eagles’ Nest, found himself redu(;ed 
by fate to tliis subordinate capacity, ordered about by the 
articled clerks, and regarded as an individual not at all to 
bo ranked with them. He was at their beck and call, and 
obliged to be so ; he had to submit to them as his superiors, 
not only liis superiors in the office, but his superiors 
socially ; above all, he had to submit to their off-hand tones, 
which always implied, unwittingly, j)erhai)S, to themselves, 
but all too a2)2)arcnt to (,liarles, a conseiousuess of the 
distinction that existed between them. 

How galling it all was to Charles Raynor, the reader may 
imagine ; but it can never be described. At first it was all 
but unbearable. Over and over again ho thought he must 
run away from it, and esea2)e to a land where these distinc- 
tions do not exist. He might dig for gold in ( California ; he 
might clear a settlement for himself in the back-woods of 
America : and the life in either place would bo as paradise 
com2)ared with this one at Prestleigh and Preen’s. Nothing 
but the broad fact that the wages ho earned were absolutely 
necessary to his mother’s and the family’s support, detained 
him. To give that aid was his imperative duty before God : 
for had it not been through him and his carelessness that 
they were reduced to this terrible extremity So Charles 
Itaynor, helped on by the cver-rcady counsel of Edina, 
cudnred his troubles, put up with his humiliation, and bore 
onwards with the best resolution lie could call up. Who 
knew, who could ever know, koto much of this wonderful 
change was really due to Edina ? 

And, as the time went on, ho grew to fool the troubles 
somewhat loss keenly: habit reconciles us in a degree to 
the worst of things, no matter what that w'orst may be. 
But he had learnt a lesson that would last him his whole 
life. Never again could he become the arrogant young 
fellow w’ho thought the w'orld was made for his especial 
delectation. He had gained cx2)erience ; he had found his 
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level ; lie saw what existence was wortli, and tlmt tliose 
who would be happy in it must first learn and perforin 
tlieir duties in it. llis very nature had changed. Self- 
sullieieiicy, selfish inditference, had given place to modesty, 
to a subdued thoughtfulness of habit, to an earnest sensi; of 
other’s needs as w'cll as liis own. Frank Ibiynor, with all 
his sunny-heartediicss and geniality, could not bt; luort! 
ready with a helping hand, than was ( liarles. could 
give nothing in money, but he could in kind. No oilier 
discipline, perha2)s, would have had this ylVect upon (liarlos 
Kaynor. It liad made a man of him, and, if a subdiud, a 
good one. And so, he went on, rccoiunled in a degree to 
the changed life after his two years’ sjiell at it, and looking 
fill* ward to no better iirospcct in the future. Vrospect of 
every sort seemed so hojicless. 

A little fresh care had come mion them this autumn, in 
tilt; return of Alice. ( dianges had taken jdaee in tin; stdiotd 
at Kichmoiid, and her services were no longt;r rtiquired. 
Fdina borrowed the advertisement sheet of tlie TlmnH (;very 
morning, and caused Alice to write to any notict; tliat 
a^ipearcd likely to suit her. As yet -a fortnight had gom; 
on - nothing had come of it. 

“ No one seems to want a governess,” remarked Alice 
tme IVIonday morning, as they rose from br(;akfaHt, and 
Charles was brushing his hat to dejiart. “I sii]>i)ose tlu ro 
are too many of us.” 

“ Tly one half,” assented Edina. “ The field is too tirowibd. 
Some lady in tliis neighbourhood recently advertisttd for a 
governess for her daughters, directing the answeis to lx; 
addressed to Jones’s library, where avo get these pajicrs. 
Mr. Jones told me that the first day’s post brought more 
than a hundred letters.” 

“ Oh dear ! ” exclaimed Alice. 

“ The lady engaged one of the applicants,” continued 
Edina, “ and then discovered that she was the daughter of 
a small shopkeeper at Camberwell. That jjut her out 
of conceit of governesses, and she has sent her children to 
school.” 

“ I should not like to be hard, I’m sure, or to speak 
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against any class of people,” interposed Mrs. Raynor, in 
lior meek, deprecating voice ; “ but I do think that some of 
the young women who came forward as governesses would 
do much better as servants. These inferior persons arc? 
helping to jostle the gentlewomen out of the governess field 
— us Edina calls it.” 

“ Will tlioy jostle me out of it ? ” cried Alice, looking up 
in alarm. “ Oh, Charley, I wish you could hear of sonie- 
tliiiig for mo ! — you go out into the world, you know.” 

(.'liarles, saying good-bye and kissing his mother, went oft’ 
with a smile at the words : he was thinking how very un- 
likely it was that ho should hoar of any tiling. Governesses 
did not come within tlic radius of Prestleigh and Preen’s. 
Nevertheless, it was singular that Charles did hear of a 
vacant situation tliat self-same day, and heard it in tlw! 
oftic(\ 

In the course of the afternoon the head-clerk had 
despatched (ftiarlcs to Mr. Preen’s room with a message, 
lie was about to deliver it when Mr. Preen waved his hand 
to him to wait: a friend wdio had been sitting witli him 
liad risen to leave. 

“ When shall we see Mrs. Preen to spend her promised 
day with us?” asked the gentleman, as ho was shaking 
hands. “ My wife has been expecting her all the w'cek.” 

“ 1 don’t know,” was tlic reply. “ The little girls* gover- 
ness lias left ; and, as tliey don’t much like going back to 
the nursery to the younger children, Mrs. Preen has them 
with her.” 

“ Tlio governess left, has she ? *’ was the answering remark. 
“ I fancied you thought great things of her.” 

“So w'o did. She suited extremely well. But she was 
summoned homo last week in consequence of her mother’s 
serious illness, and now sends us word that she will not be 
able to leave homo again.’ 

“ Well, you will easily find a successor, Preen.” 

“Two or three ladies have already applied, but JMrs. 
Preen did not care for them. She will have to advertise, I 
suppose.” 

(''harles drank in the W’ords. He delivered the message, 
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aiul took Mr. Strond the answer, liis head full of Alice. If 
slio could only obtain the situation ! IMrs. Viv.on wH iiicd a 
nice woman, and the two little girls were nice : he had siu'ii 
them occasionally at the office. Alice would be sure to be 
happy there. 

Hitting down to his desk, ho went on with his writiii;', 
making one or two mistakes, and drawing down upon him 
the wrath of Mr. Stroud. But his mind was far away, 
deliberating whether he might, or (;oiihl. do anytliing. 

S 2 )eak to Mr. Prccu ? Jle hardly like^d to do it : tln^ 
copying-clerks kept at a respectful distance. And yet, why 
should he not sjmak ? It seemed t(> be his only (‘liamte. 
Then came a thought that made Charh^y’s face burn like 
tire: would his sister be deemed wortliy of tin* post? Well, 
he could only make the trial. 

Just before the time of leaving for the night, Cliarh s 
wont to Mr. Preeifs room, knocked at tlic dooj*, ami was 
told to enter. Mr. Preen was standing in front of his desk, 
in the act of locking it, and a gentleman sat close beforcj tlu! 
almost-(ixtinguished fire in the largo easy-cliair which had 
been old Mr. ( ^allard’s. (liarles could see nothing but the 
back of his head, for the high, well-stuffijd (;hair hid all tin* 
rest of him. lie had a newspaper in his hand, and was 
reading it by the light of a solitary gas-biirner ; tlici otlictr 
having been put out. To sec this stranger here to«)k (lharles 
aback. 

“ What is it ? ” questioned Mr. Preen. 

Charles hesitated. “ I had thought you were alone, sir. ’ 

“ All the same. Say what you want.” 

“ I have taken the liberty of coming to speak to you on a 
private matter, sir ; but ” There he stopped. 

“ What is it ? ” repeated Mr. Preen. 

“ When I was in this room to-day, sir, I lioard you say 
that your little girls were in want of a govermjss.” 

“ Well?” 

“ What 1 am about to say may seem nothing but pre- 
sumption — but my sister is. seeking just such a situation. 
If you — if Mrs. Preen — would only se^‘ her ! ” 

“ Your sister ? ” returned the lawyer ; with, Charles 
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tlioiiglit, chilling sur2)ri6C. It damped him : made him feel 
Bciisitivcly small. 

“ Oh, pray do not judge of my sister by me, sir ! — I mean 
by the position I occupy here,” cried Charles, all his pre- 
arranged speeches forgotten, and speaking straight from his 
wounded feelings, his full heart. “ You only know mo as a 
young man working for his daily bread, and very poor. 
But indeed wo are gcntlepcople : not only by birth and 
education, but in mind and habits. 1 was co])ying a deed 
to-day : the lease of a farm on the estate of Eagles’ Nest. 
Do you know it, sir ? ” 

“ Know what ” asked Mr. Preen. “ That you were 
copying the deed, or the estate V ” 

“ Eagles’ Nest.” 

“ I know it only from being solicitor to its owner. As 
my predecessor, Mr. Callard, was before me,” 

“ That estate was ours, sir. When Mr. George Atkinson 
came into possession of it ho turned us out. It had (;omc to 
my father from his sister, Mrs. Atkinson, and we lived in 
it for a year, never dreaming it possible that it could bo 
wrested from us. But at the year’s-end a later will came to 
light : my aunt had left Eagles’ Nest to Mr. George Atkin- 
son, passing my father over.” 

Charles stopped to gather breath and iirmness. The 
remembrance of his father, and of tlieir subsequent misfor- 
tunes and privations, almost unnerved him. jMr. Preen 
listened in evident surprise. 

“ But — w'as your father Major Raynor, of Eagles’ Nest ? ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ You never mentioned it,” 

“To what end?” returned Charles; while the stranger 
took a 'momentary glance over his shoulder at him, and 
then bent over his news2)a2)Gr again, as though the matter 
and the young clerk were no concern of his. “ Now that 
my position in life has so much altered, I w’ould rather let 
2)eo2)lo think I 'was born a copying-clerk, than that 1 was 
heir to Eagles’ Nest.” 

“ It sounds like a romance,” cried Mr. Preen. 

“ For us it has been, and is, only too stern reality. But 
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I flo not wish to trouble yon Avith these aftuirs, sir; and I 
should not have presumed to allude to them, hut for wishin«» 
to prove to you that Alice is superior to what you mij'lit 
imagine her to bo as my sister. She is a very excndh iit 
governess indeed, accomplished, and a thorough lady.” 

“ And you say she is in want of a situation ? ” 

“ Yes, sir. She has been for two years teacher in a school 
at Richmond. If IMrs. Preen Avould hut conscjiit to give hc'r , 
a trial, I know she would prove Avorthy. I do not say so 
merely to get her the post,” he continued, eariu stly, “ l)nt 
because I really believe she could and Avonld faithfully fulfil 
its duties. 1 Avould not otherAviso urge it: for wv. ha\'o 
learnt not to pn^ss ourselves forAA’ard at the expense of other 
people’s interests, Avhatevcr the need.” 

“ Well, liaynor : I cannot say anything myself about this 
matter ; it is Mrs. Preen’s business and not mijie,” spoho 
the hiAvyer, upon Avlioni Uharlcs’s story and Charl(‘H’s manner 
liad made an impression. ‘‘If your sister likes to cjill and 
see Mrs. Preen she can do so.” 

“ Oh, tliank you ; thank you A'cry much, sir,” said (liarles. 
“I am sure you will like Alice.” 

“Stay; not so fast” — for ( liarley AA^as leaving tin; room 
in eager haste. “ Do you knoAV avImu’o my house is ? ” 

“To bo sure I do, sir — in PaysAA'ater. 1 have been up 
there Avith messages for you.” 

“ So that’s young Paynor ! ” cried the gentleman at the 
fire, turning as Uharlcs Avent out, and taking a look at liini. 

“ It is young Itaynor, one of our ciojiying-clerks, 
acquiesced Mr. Preen. “But I never knCAV he Avas one of 
the Paynors avIio Avcrc conncctcMl Avith Eagkfs’ hfcst.” 

“ Is ho steady ? — liardworkiiig ? ” 

“ Quite so, I think. Ho keeps his hours punctually, find 
does his work Avell. He has been here nearly Iaa’d years.’ 

“ Is not upstart and lazy ? ” 

Mr. Preen laughed. “ He has no opportunity of being 
cither. I fancy he and his family have to live in a very 
humble, reduced sort of way. If they were th(i Paynors of 
Eagles’ Nest — and of course they AA’cre, or ho w’ould not say so 
— they must have been finding the world pretty bard of late. 
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“ So much the better,” remarked the stranger. “ By what 
I have heard, they needed to find it so.” 

“ He lias to make no end of shifts, for want of means. 
At first the clerks made fun of him ; but they loft it off: he 
took it so helplessly and patiently. His clothes arc often 
threadbare ; ho walks to and fro, instead of riding as tho 
others do, thougli I fancy it is close upon three miles. I 
don’t believe he has a jn’oper dinner one day out of the six.” 

Tho stranger nodded complacently : us if the information 
gave him intense satisfaction. 

“I wish 1 could persuade you to come home and dino 
witli me,” resumed Mr. Preen, as lie concluded his prepara- 
tions for departure. 

“ 1 am not well enough to do so. 1 am fit for notliing 
to-night but bed. Will one of your people call a cab for 
me ? Oh, here’s Prcstleigh.” 

As Charles had gone out, dashing along the passage from 
liis interview, he nearly dashed against Mr. Prcstleigh, who 
was coming up, some pa 2 )crs in hanil. 

“ Take care, Raynor ! What are you in such a hurry 
about ? Is Mr. Ooorgo Atkinson gone ? ” 

“ Who, sir ? ” asked Cliarlcs, struck with the name. 

“ Mr. Oeorgo Atkinson. Is he still with Mr. Preen ? ” 

“Some gentleman is with him, sir. He is sitting over 
the fire.” 

“ Tho same, no doubt, lie is a groat invalid just iionv.” 

Charles felt liis face flush all over. So, it was the owner 
of Eagles’ Nest before wliom he liad spoken, AVhat a 
singular coincidence ! The only time that a word had 
escajied his lips in regard to their fallen fortunes, he must 
be present and hear it ! And Charley felt inclined to wish 
he had lost his tongue first. All the world might have been 
welcome to hear it, rather than George Atkinson. 

The w'ay liomc was generally long and weary, but this 
evening Charles found it light enough : he seemed to tread 
U 2 )on air. His thoughts were filled with Alice, and with 
tho ho 2 )e ho was carrying to her. Never for a moment did 
he doubt she would bo successful. He already saw her in 
imagination installed at Mrs. Preen’s. 
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Edina wont to Bayswater w'ith Alifo in tin. A 

liaiidsomo house, well appointed. Mrs. riven, intvn'sted 
ill what she had heard from licr husband, iviiivid llani 
graciously. She liked them at first sight, 'riioiigh very 
plain in dress, she saw tliat they were gentlewmiK n. 

“ It cannot be that I am siicaking to IMrs. liaynor? " slu^ 
cried, puzzled at Edina’s youthful look. 

Edina set her right: she was Nias Ibiyiior. Tlu'. I'lsuli 
of possessing no cards,” tliought Edina. “ I lujvcr had more 
than fifty printed in my life, and most of those got dis- 
coloured with years. Mrs. Raynor is not strong luiongh to 
walk as far as this,” she said aloud. 

“ Rut surely you did not walk? cried IMrs. rrecai. 

“Yes, for walking costs nothing,” replied Edina with a 
smile. . 

“ The Raynors, if I have been rightly infi>rm(Ml, havii 
ex[)erienced a reverse of fortune.’* 

reverse that is rarely cx 2 )ericnccd,” av(>wed Edina. 
“ From wealth and luxury they have beiai ])lung(al into 
trouble and poverty. If you, madam, arii what, from this 
short interview, I judge you to be, the avow’al will not 1(^11 
against our ajiplication.” 

“ Not in the least,” said Mrs. Preen, eordially, for she was 
a warm-hearted, sensible woman. “ We do not expect young 
ladies who arc rich to go out as governesses.” 

The result was that Alice was engaged, and they werci 
asked to stay luncheon. Alice jdayed, and her playing 
was ap 2 )roved of; she sang one shoi-t song, and that was 
a2)2)roved of also. Mrs. Preen was really taken with hru-. 
She was to have thirty guineas a-year to begin witli, and to 
enter the day after the morrow. 

“ I can buy mamma a new black silk, by-and-by, with all 
that money,” said Alice, im 2 )ul«ivcly, with a flushed, ha2)2>y 
face. And though Mrs. Preen laughed at the remark, 
she liked her all the better for it : it was so naive and 
genuine. 

“ Oh my dear child, 1 am sure God is helping you ! 
breathed Mrs. Raynor, when they got back home and told 
her the news. 
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On the afternoon appointed, Thursday, Alice went to take 
up her abode at Mrs. Preens, accompanied, as before, by 
Edina. Poverty makes us acquainted with iiabits before 
unknown, and necessity, it is said, is a hard taskmaster ; 
nevertheless, it was deemed well that Alice should not walk 
alone in the streets of London. Edina left lier in safety, 
and saw for a moment her pupils — two nice little girls of 
eight and ten years old. 

Alice was taking off her bonnet in the chamber assigned 
her when IVErs. Preen entered it. 

“ We shall have a few friends with us tliis evening. Miss 
Kaynor,” she said. “ It may give you a little pleasure to 
come to the drawing-room and join tlicm.’* 

“ Oh, thank you,” said Alice, her face beaming at the un- 
cxp('cted, and, with her, very rare treat. “If I can— if my 
box(js arrive. Tlu^y wore sent off this morning by tlio carrier.” 

Tlie boxes arrived. Poor Alice might have looked almost 
as well liad tliey been delayed, for her one best dress was 
an ohl black silk. Prettily made for evening wear, it is 
true ; but its wliite lace and ribbon trimmings could not 
conceal the fact that the silk itself was worn and shabby. 

The few friends consisted of at least thirty people, most 
of them in gay evening dress. Mrs. Preen introduced her to 
a young lady, a Miss Knox, who was chatty and pleasant, 
and told her many of the names of those present. But after 
a while Miss Knox went away into the next room, leaving 
Alice alone. 

Slie felt something like a fish out of water. Other people 
moved about here and there talking with this acquaintance 
and laughing witli that ; but Alice, conscious of being only 
the governess, did not like to do so. She was standing near 
one of the open windows, within shade of the curtains that 
w’crc being swayed about by the draught, turning her gaze 
sometimes upon the rooms, sometimes to the road below'. 

Suddenly, her whole conscious being seemed struck as by 
a blow. Her pulses stopped, her heart felt faint, every 
vestige of colour forsook her cheeks. Walking slowdy 
across the room, within a yard of her, came William Stane. 

Not until he was close up did he see her standing there. 
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A nioincnt’s hesitation, during wliich he scoinod to he as 
surprised as she, and tlien ho lield out his hand. 

“ It is Miss Raynor, T think? ” 

“ Yes,” replied Alice, licr liand meeting his, and tin' hot 
crimson flushing licr cheek again. I low well ho was l<)(»k- 
ing ! Better, far better looking than lie used to he. And 
ho was of inoro importance in the world, for ho had risen 
into note as a pleader, young at the Bar tliougli he was, and 
his name was often on the lips of men. ITis ])res(‘neo 
brought back to Alice the old Elysian days at Eagles’ Nest, 
and her heart ached. 

“ Are Sir Philip and Lady Stano quite well?” she asked, 
in sheer need of saying something; for the sileiicfj was 
embarrassing. 

“ My mother is well ; my father is very poorly indcjed. 
He is a confirmed invalid now.” 

Ilis tone was frigid. Alice felt it painfully. Shej stood 
there before him in the blaze of light, all loo coiiseious of 
her shabby dress, her subdued manner, all her oilujr dis- 
advantages. Not far off sat a young lady in rich whites silk 
and lace, diamond bracelets gleaming on lier arms. Times 
had indeed changed ! 

‘‘Arc any of your family here to-night, IMiss Ihiynor? T 
do not see them.” 

“No; oh no;-T am only the governess here,” rejdied 
poor Alice, making the confession in bitter pain. And ho 
might hear it in her voice. 

“ Oh — the governess,” he assented, quih; unmoved. “ I 
hope Mrs. Raynor is well.” 

“ Not very well, thaidt you.” 

Mr. Stano moved away. She saw him sevfTal times after 
that in different parts of the room ; but he did not come near 
her again. 

And that, the first night that Alice spent at her new 
home, was passed in the same cruel pain, her i)illow wet 
with tears. Pain, not so much for the life of ease she had 
once enjoyed, the one of labour she had entered upon, not 
so much in regret for the changed position she held in the 
world, as for the loss of the love of William Staue. 

(ildiiia. 
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CIIArTER V. 

THE MISSING DESK. 

But there is something yet to relate of the afternoon. It 
was about five o’clock Avhen Edina reached home. Very 
much to her astonishment she saw a gentleman seated by 
Mrs. llaynor. Tlie tea-things were on the table. Bobby 
sat on tho floor. Kate stood, licr back to the window, 
gazing with some awe at the visitor — so unusual an event 
in tho retired household. Ho was a scanty-haired little 
gentleman, with cold, light eyes, and a trim, neat dress. 
Edina knew him at once, and held out her hand. It was 
Street, the banker. 

It was evident that ho had come in only a minute before 
her, for he had not yet entered upon his business. lie 
began upon it now. Edina silently took off her things as 
she listened, put them on the side-table, and made tho tea. 
There he sat, talking methodically, and appearing to notice 
nothing, but in reality seeing everything : the shabby room, 
tlio scanty attire of tlio young children, the faded appearance 
of Mrs. llaynor, as she sat putting fresh cuffs on a jacket of 
Alfred’s. Edina began to pour out the tea, and brought 
him a cup, handing him the sugar and milk. 

“ Is it cream ? ” asked Mr. Street. “ I can’t take cream.” 

“ It is skim-milk,” said Edina. But it is good : not at 
all watered. We buy it at a small farmhouse.” 

Ho had come to ask Mrs. llaynor whether she remembered 
a small ebony desk that had been at Eagles’ Nest. It had 
belonged to the late Mrs. Atkinson, he observed : she kept 
papers in it : receipts and things of that sort.” 

“ I remember it quite well,” replied Mrs. Raynor. “ My 
husband took it into use, and kept papers of his own in it 
Ho used to put all the bills there.” 

Do you know what became of tho desk, madam ? ” 

“ It was left in the house,” said Mrs. Raynor. 

‘‘Ay: w’O supposed it would bo,” nodded the banker. 
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“ But, madam, it cannot be found. I was at Ea^U s* Nost 
myself all day yesterday, searching for it. IMr. Faiifiix 
says ho does not remember to have seen it.” 

Tlio name struck unfamiliarly on Mrs. Haynor’s vixv, 
“ Mr. Fairfax ? Who is he ? ” 

“The land-steward, who lives in the house, lie iliinl<s 
that had the desk been there wlien he cntercil into i)oss<‘s- 
sion, ho should have noticed it.” 

“Is the desk i)articularly wanted?” interposed Edina, 
struck with the fact that so busy a man as Mr. Stn'cd should 
have been down in search of it. 

“ We should be glad to find it,” was tlio aiiswi'r, as lio 
turned again to Mrs. Raynor. “Land), tlie ])utl(!r, who 
remained in the house for some two or tlirco w<‘(‘ks after 
you loft it, says ho docs not remember to liave scon it tln-ro 
after your departure. So I procured your address from my 
brother, madam, and liavc come to ask you al)out it.” 

Mrs. Raynor, who had put aside her work soon after Blr. 
Street entered, sat with lier cup and sauertr in her hand, 
looking a little bewildered. proceeded to (explain 

further. 

On the evening of Mr. George Atkinson’s arrival in 
London — which had only taken place on Monday, tljo day 
Charles Raynor saw him in Mr. rrceii’s ofiice — lie and 
the banker were conversing together on various matters, 
as would naturally be the case after liis long absemie. 
Amongst other subjects touched upon was tliat of tlie lost 
money and the vouchers : neither of which had ever been 
discovered. Whilst they wore recalling, in a desultory sort 
of way, every probable and improbable place in which these 
vouchers, if they existed, could have been placed, Mr. Atkin- 
son suddenly asked whether the ebony desk liad been well 
examined. Of course it had, and all tho other d<;Kks, was 
Mr. Street’s answer. “ But,” said George Atkinson, “ ih.at 
ebony desk had a false bottom to it, in which things might 
be concealed. I wonder I never thought of that before. It 
may be that tho Raynors never found that out ; and 1 should 
not be much surprised if Mrs. Atkinson put the bonds in it, 
and if they are in it to this day.” 
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Of course the suggestion was worth following up. 
Especially worthy of it did it appear to Street, the banker, 
who had a keen scent for money, whether liis own or other 
l)eople’s. lie went down himself to Eagles’ Nest to search 
the desk: but f»f the desk he could find no traces. The 
land-agent who had since occupied tlic liouso did not 
remember to liavc seen anything of the kind. He next 
inquired for Lamb, the former butler, and heard that he 
was now living with Sir Philip Staiic. To Sir Philii) Stane’s 
proceeded Mr. Street, and saw Lamb. Lamb said ho knew 
the desk quite well ; but he could not recollect seeing it 
after the family had left, and he had no idea what became 
of it. Mr. Str(ict, feeling bafllcd, had returned to town 
without learning anything of the desk. He had now come 
down to question Mrs. Kaynor. 

“ I wish, madam, I could hear that you had brought it 
away with you,” ho observed, the explanation over. It had 
been rather a long one for curt-speaking Mr. Street. 

“ We should not be likely to bring it away,” said poor 
Mrs. Raynor, in her mild, meek voice. “ We were told that w(^ 
must not remove anything that had been Mrs. Atkinson’s.” 

“ True. Those instructions were issued by Mr. George 
Atkinson, through mo, madam.” 

“ And I can assure you, sir, that wo did not remove any- 
thing,” she rcjdicd, a little flurried. “ All tliat we lu'ought 
away belonged strictly to ourselves. Rut I fancy Mr. 
(Jeorgo Atkinson must bo mistaken in sujjposing the bonds 
were in that desk. Had they been there my husband could 
not liavc failed to sec them.” 

“ Did he know of the false bottom ? ” 

“I am not aware that ho did. But still — he so often 
used the desk. It frequently stood in the littlo room, upon 
the low cabinet, or secretaire. I have seen him turn it 
upside down, when searching for some particular bill ho 
had mislaid.” 

“ That does not prove the bonds were not in the secret 
compartment,” remarked the banker. 

“Did you know of this secret compartment?” inquired 
Edina. 
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“I did uot, Miss Kayiior. Or you may bo suro it would 
Iiavo been searched when we were first lookiii*' for tlie bonds. 
This desk George Atkinson Iiimself brought from ( 'eyloii 
the first time ho went there, and gave it to ]\Irs. Atkinson. 
It was not, I believe, really of ebony, but of 1)1 aok avoo»1 
l)cculiar to the country ; handsomely carved, as you no 
doubt remember, if you made aeciuaintance with the desk at 
Eagles’ Nest. Mr. George Atkinson cannot imagine how 
he could have forgotten the desk until now ; but it luid as 
completely slipped his memory, he says, as tliough it had 
never existed.” 

“ I’m sure I wish it could be found ! ” spoke IMrs. Kaynor. 
‘‘It may be that the bonds are in it. That my husband 
never discovered the compartment you speak of, I ferl 
assured. If he had, avo should all have known it.” 

“And — just one more (piestion, madam,” said the l>anker, 
rising to depart. “ Uo you chance to n niember in Avhat 
room that desk Avas left Avhen you (piitted Eagh's’ Nest ? ” 

Mrs. Kaynor paused in thought; and then shook her 
head hopelessly. “ No, I do not,” she answered. “ 1 know 
the desk must have been left there because avo did not bring 
it aAvay, but I have no CRi)ecial recollection about it jit all. 
Dear me! What a strange thing if tlui bonds were lying 
concealed in it all that time ! ” 

“That they arc lying in it I think more than likely 
provided there are any to lie {inyAvherc,” observed the banker, 
“ for it is most singular that none have come to light. It is 
also to bo regretted that Mr. Atkinson did not think of the 
desk before this. Good-evening, madam.” 

“ We heard that Mr. Atkinson Avas in London,” remarked 
Edina, as she accompanied Mr. Street to the front-floor. 

“ Eor a fcAV days only.” 

“ Eor a few days only ! When does he intend to enter 
into possession of Eagles’ Nest ? ” 

“ I cannot tell : he is an invalid just noAV, Avas the 
hurried ansAver, as if the banker did not care tf) be fpies- 
tioned. “ Good-day, Miss Kaynor.” And aAvay he Avent 
Avith a quick step. 

Edina benan to Avash up the tea-things, that she might 
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get to some ironing. Her mind was busy, and somewhat 
troubled. Reminiscences of George Atkinson, thoughts of 
the missing desk and of tho lost bonds that were pcrhaj)s 
in it, kej^t rapidly chasing each other in her brain — and 
there seemed to be no comfort in any one of them. 

“ ITad the desk been brought away from Eagles’ Nest, I 
must liavo seen it,” she remarked at length, but in doubtful 
tones, as if not feeling altogether sure of her assertion. 

“ Rut surely, Edina, you don’t think we should bring it ! ” 
cried Mrs. Raynor, looking up from her work, which she 
had resumed. 

“Not intentionally, of course, Mary. The only chance 
of it would be if Charles, or any one else, inadvertently 
packed it uj).” 

“I am sure he did not,” said Mrs. Raynor. “Had it 
been brought away by accident wo should certainly have 
seen it, and sent it back to Eagles’ Nest.” 

“I remember that desk quite w'cll,” spoke up Kate, 
looking off tho spelling-lesson she was learning. “ I re- 
member seeing Frank empty all tho papers out of it one 
morning.” 

“ Frank did ? ” cried Edina. 

“ Why, yes : it was Frank who examined the desk,” said 
Mrs. Raynor. “ I now recollect as much as tliat. It was 
tho day after tho funeral. You wore upstairs, Edina, help- 
ing to pack Daisy’s things for London. I was crying about 
tho money wo owed, not knowing whether it was much or 
little, and Frank said wo had better examine the bills. I 
told him tho bills wore most likely all in tho little ebony 
desk — and ho wont to get them.” 

“ I saw him do it,” reiterated Kate. “ I was in tho little 
room with Mademoiselle Delruo. Ho came and unlocked 
tho desk, shook all tho papers out of it, and took them away 
with him.” 

“And what did ho do with tho desk?” asked Edina. 
“ Did ho leave it there ? ” 

“ I don’t know. I think ho took that away too.” 

“ I wonder whether Frank would remember anything of 
it?” mused Edina. “Perhaps he put uj) tho desk some- 
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wlicrc for Bafety, after taking tlio 2)ai)erH out of it : in soino 
ca 2 )hoar(l or closet ? ” 

“Pcrliaps he (lit!/* addctl Mrs. llayiior. “ It is so strange 
a tiling that it cannot bo found.” 

“I may as well walk over to Frank’s, and hi?ar wlmt liis 
recollections arc ujiou the subject,” said Fdiiia after a pauses 

“ 13iit you must be so tired, Kdiiia, afivv that walk to 
Hays water.” 

“Not very. I meant to iron tlie boy’s collars and 
(liarley’s wristbands this evening, but I can do that to- 
morrow.” 

Mrs. Ttaynor made no further obj('ciion ; and Edina set 
out. The visit of the banker seeini;d to have saild( ne<l 
rather than cheered her — as so unusual a little change in 
the monotony of their home life might havcj boon exijoott^d 
to do. They all felt faint and weary with tludr diJpnis.sing 
prosjiocts. Were things to go on for life as they now wen* ? 
It was a (question they often asked themselves. And, for 
all they could see, the answer was— Yes. Even Edina at 
tinu's lost heart, and indulged in a good cry in secret. 

^Matters were not in a much better statci at IVank Kay- 
m)r’s. It is true no jiovcrty was there, no jn-ivation ; but 
the old haj^iiiness that existed, between him and his wife 
had disappeared. Daisy was mtiftlfc changed. once 

warm-hearted girl had become cold and sihait, and fright- 
fully apathetic. Her husband never received a kindly 
look from licr, or heard a loving tone. She did not eom- 
2)lain. She did not rc 2 )roach him. She did not tind fault 
with any earthly thing. She just went through life in a 
listless kind of manner, as if all interest had left her ior 
ever. Frank put it down to dissatisfaction at tlujir chaiige<l 
circumstances; to the obscure manner in which they lived. 
Ever and anon he would try to breathe a word of hope that 
things would bo different sometime : but his wile nev^u* 
responded to it. 

Stee2>ed in her miserable jealousy, was Mrs. Frank Kay-j 
nor. All through this year had she been silently 

indiilgni^t.*' It Had become a chronic ailment ; it colourefl 
her mind by day and her di'cams by night. The most pro«^ 
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yoking feature of it all was, that slio could not oLtaiu any 
tangible i)roof of her husband’s delinquency, anything very 
special to make a stir about : and how intensely aggravating 
tliat is to a jealous w'oman, let many confess. That her 
husband did go to Mrs. BeU’s frequently, Avas indisputable : 
but then, as a counterbalance to that, there was the fact tliat 
he went in liis professional capacity. No end of 2)ills and 
potions were entered in Mrs. Bell’s name in the medicine- 
book, and Daisy w'as tliereforc unable to assert that the jdea 
for his visits was a mere ju’eteiice. But slie believed it was 
so. Once, chance had given her an opportunity of speaking 
of those visits. A serious accident happened in the street 
just 02q)osito their door, through a vicious horse. Daisy 
watched it from the drawing-room window ; saw the injured 
man brought into the surgery. She ran down in distress. 
Frank was not at home. The boy flew one way in searcli 
of him. Eve ran anotlier; but Frank could not be found, 
and the poor man had to be carried ins(msiblo elsewhere. 
“ I’m very sorry,” said Frank, when ho returned, speaking 
rather carelessly ; “ I Avas at Mrs. Bell’s.” ‘‘ You a2)2)ear to 
be pretty often there,” retorted Daisy, an angry sound in 
her usually cold tones. “ I go every two or three days,” 
said he. And how much oftener, I wonder ! thouglit Daisy : 
but she said nothing more. 

No, there was no tangible proof of bad behaviour to be 
brought against him. Not once, during the Avholo 2^ast 
twelvemonth, had she even seen them abroad together. She 
did not watch Frank as at first ; she had grown ashamed of 
that, 2^crlia2)S a little w'eary; and she liad not once been 
rewarded by the sight of Kosalino. Had tliat obnoxious 
individual been a myth, she could not have more com2)lctcly 
hidden herself from her neighbours and from Daisy on a 
week-day. On Sundays Daisy generally saw her at church. 
The girl w'ould be sitting quietly in lier pew wearing a 
2dain black silk gowm ; still, devout, seeming to notice no 
one ; had she been training for a nun, the w’orld could not 
have appeared to 2^osscss less interest for her. Her black 
lace veil was never lifted from her face : but it could not 
hide that face’s beauty. As soon as church Avas over 
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Kosiilinc seemed to glide away before any one else stirred, 
and was lost to sight. 

In this unsatisfactory maimer the seasons had passed, 
Frank and liis wife living in an estrangeil atnios])lieri‘, with- 
out any acknowledgcul cause for the iinliaiipy stahi of alVuiis. 

On this self-same evening wlien Fdina was on her way to 
them, the West Indian mail brought a h.tter to Frank fmm 
Mr. Max llrown. That roving individual wrote regularly , 
once a nioiith, all his letters l)eing tilled, more or less, willi 
vague iiromises of return. Vagina, l)eeallSl^ no ciertain tinai 
was ever given. Frank called Eve to light tln^ lamp, and 
stood by the fire in the little parlour wliilst he riad Ids 
letter. It was a genial autumn, and very frw peoph; had 
taken to fires; but Daisy ever seemed chilly, and liked 
one lighted at twilight. 

“lie says he is really coming, Daisy,” cried Frank in 
(piick tones ns lie looked over the letter. “Listen: ‘ I am 
now j)ositively thinking of starting for hunu‘, and may he 
with you soon after the beginning of the new year. J know 
that you liave thought my jirolonged absence singular, hut 
I will explain all in person. My mother is, I fe.ai*, sirdiing ! ’ ” 

Mrs. Frank Raynor made no reply of any sort. For days 
together she would not sjxaik to her husband, unless some- 
thing he might say absolutely demanded an answer. 

“ And when Brown comes, we shall have to leave,” went 
on Frank. “ You will bo glad of it, I am sure.” 

“I don’t care Avhether we leave or not,” was the un- 
gracious retort. 

And she really did not seem to care. Lite, for lu.i’, had 
lost its sweetness. Nay, she probably would i»rcler, (d the* 
two, to remain where she was. If away, the field would bo 
so free and oi>cn»for her husband and that obnoxious young 
woman, Rosaline Bell. 

“I shall be at liberty, once Brown is here again to takci 
to his own practice,” continued Frank; “and 1 will try to 
place you in a more genial atmosphere than this. I know 
you have felt it keenly, Daisy, and are feeling it still ; but 
I have not been able to liel]) my.self.” 

His tone was considerate and tender ; lie stooped un- 
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expectedly and kissed her forehead. Daisy made no 
response: she passively endured the caress, and that was 
all. The tears sprang to her eyes. Frank did not sec 
them: he carried his letter into the surgery, where very 
much of liis homo time was passed. 

His tlioughts were far away. Would Mr. lUasc Pellet 
tolerate this anticipated removal wlicn it came? Or, would 
, lie not rather dodge Frank’s footsteps and establish liimself 
whore ho could still keep him in view ? Yes : Frank felt 
C(5rtain that ho would. Unconscious though Frank was 
of his wife’s supervision, he felt 2 )crsuadcd in his mind that 
ho was ever subjected to tliat of Blase Pellet. It was not, 
ill one sense of the word, offensive ; for not once in tliroe 
months did he and Pellet come into contact with each other : 
but Frank felt always as a man chained — who can go as far 
as the chain allows him, but no farther. With all his heart 
ho wished that lie could better his position for Daisy’s sake ; 
had long wislied it ; but in his sense of danger lie had been 
contented to lot things go on as they were, dreading any 
att(unpt at cliange. Over and over again liad lie felt tliank- 
fiil for the jn’olonged wanderings of Mr. ]\lax Brown, which 
afforded him the jilea for initting iqi with liis present lot. 

Daisy set on with her discontented face. A very jiretty 
face still; iwctticr, if anything, tlian of yore; witli the 
clear eyes and their amber light, the tlelicato bloom on tlio 
lovely features, the sunny, luxuriant hair. She often dressed 
daintily, wishing in her secret heart, in sjntc of her rcsoiit- 
nient, to win back her Inisband’s allegiance. Tliis evening 
she wore a dark blue silk, one of tlic remnants of better 
days, with some rich white lace falling at the throat, on 
\Yhich rested a gold locket, attached to a thin chain. Very, 
very jn’ctty did Edina think her when she .arrived, and was 
brought into the room by Frank. 

“ You never come to see me now,” began Daisy, in fretful 
tones of conijilaint. “ I might be dead and buried, for all 
you or any one else would know of it, Edina.” 

“ Ah, no, Margaret, you might not,” was Edina’s answer. 
“Not while you have Frank at your side. If you really 
needed us, he would take care that wo should be sent for.” 
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“ All the Ramc, every one neglects ine” i\:tuvi\o.il Daisy. 
“ I am glad you liavc thought of mo at last.” 

“I came this evening with a juirposc*,” said Edina: who 
would not urge in excuse the very little tiiiKi slu^ had to 
give to visiting, for Daisy must bo quite aware of it. And 
she forthwith, loosening her bonnet- strings, told Erank of 
Mr. Street’s visit, of its purport, and of tludr own eoiijechiivs 
at Laurel Cottage after the banker had d(q)artiMl. 

“ Why, yes, it was I who emptied that elM)ny d(^sk,” sai<l 
Frank. “ A false bottom! I really can’t bfdieve it, Edina. 
Some of us would have found it out.” 

“We cannot doubt Mr. Street, lie knew nothing of it 
himself, you hear, until Mr. (leorge Atkinson spokt^ about it.” 

“But why in the w'orld did not Atkinson spt^ak a]>ont it 
before? When ho was last in England thest; bonds wen; 
being hunted for, high and low.” 

“ He says, I tell you, that ho forgot all about tin; desk 
and its secret compartment. But, Frank, w(i (‘aniiot remedy 
the omission if wo talk of it for ever; what 1 wanted tt) 
ascertain from you is, whether you rememlxu’ wliero yon left 
the desk.” 

“No, that I don’t. I rcmoinb(T turning tin; bills and 
papers out of it wholesale, and carrying tliein into tin; room 
where Mrs. llayiior was sitting. As to the desk, T snppos-cj 
it remained upon the table.” 

“You arc sure you emptied it of all the papers?” 

“ (Juitc sure,” replied Frank. “ I turned tlie dc'sk upside 
down and shook the pai)crs out, and saw that tlie desk was 
quite empty.” 

“ Kate says she saw you do it. But she docs not reeidleet 
what became of the -desk.” 

“ Neither do 1/ No doubtdt w’as left in tlie room. I daro 
Bay it still remained there when you all came away fnuji 
the house.” 

“ Well, it cannot be found,” concluded Edina. “ I think 
the probability is, that the desk was packed up by the 
servants and brought away in one of the large l)oxc<-!, and 
was lost in the fire. If it liad remained at Eagles’ iNest, it 
would no doubt bp there still.” 
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“ Then I suppoBC they will never find the lost money as 
long as oak and ash grow,” observed Frank. “ It is a very 
unsatisfactory thing. George Atkinson ought to have 
remembered and spoken in time.” 

Ho was called away into the surgery, and Edina began 
to retie her bonnet-strings. Daisy had picked up some 
croch(jt-work. 

“ Why don’t you take your bonnet off, Edina, and stay V ” 

“ Dccauso I must go home, dear.” 

“ Not before you have had some supper. Not stay for it ! 
Why can’t you stay ? ” 

“ I do not like going back so late.” 

“ As if any one would hurt you ! ” 

“I do not fear that. But I am not London bred, you 
know, Margaret, and cannot ipiite (overcome my dislike to 
London streets at night.” 

“ Oil, very well. No one cares to be with me now.” 

Edina looked at her. It was not the lirst indication by 
several that Airs. Frank Baynor had given of a spirit of 
discontent. 

“ Will you toll mo what is troubling you, Margaret ? 
Something is, I know.” 

“ IIow do you know ? ” 

“ Because I perceive it. I detect it every time I see you.” 

“It’s nothing at all,” returned Daisy — who would not 
have spoken of her jealousy for the world. “That is, 
nothing that any one could help or hinder.” 

“ My dear,” said Edina, bending nearer to her, her sweet 
voice sounding like music, “ that some grievance or other is 
especially trying you, I think I cannot mistake. But oli, 
remember one thing, and take comfort. In the very 
brightest and happiest lot, lurks always some sorrow. 
Every rose, however lovely, must have its thorn. We 
ought not, in tlie true interest of our lives, to wish it other- 
wise. God sends clouds, Margaret, as well as sunshine. 
|IIo will guard you whilst trouble lasts, if you only bear 
Patiently and jmt youi*self under His care; and He will 
jbriiig you out of trouble in His own good time. Trust to 
'lllrn, my dear, for He is a sure refuge.” 
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And when Edina had loft, Frank oscoriin«:^ her Hirnn^li 
the more narrow streetK, Daisy hurst inh) fi'iirs, uiid sohlx'd 
bitterly. Indulging this jealousy might bti very gratifying 
to her tcmiier ; but it had lasted long, and at times she felt 
ill and 'weak. 

“If God eared for mo He would punish that Rosaline 
Dell,” was licr comment on Edina’s words. “ J^ay Iier up 
with a broken leg, or something.” • 


GITAPTER VI. 

UNDKU THE CHURCH WALLS. 

“I CANNOT buy the bonnet unless you will mnkr^ the altera- 
tion at once. Now: so that I may take it lioiin; witli me in 
the carriage.” 

The speaker was Mrs. Townley. Daisy was spending tlnj 
day with her in Westbourne Terrace, and they had come 
out shopping. Mrs. Townley had fallen in lov(t willi a 
bonnet she saw in a milliner’s window in Oxford Strciot; 
slie entered the shoi) and otlbrcd to ])uy the bonnet, subject 
to some alteration. The proiudctor of the business seennul 
rather unwilling to make it. 

“ I assure you, madam, it looks better as it is,” she urged. 
“ Wore wo to substitute blue flowers for the grey and carry 
the side higher, it would take away all its stylo at once.” 

Mrs. Townley somewhat hesitated. If thf^ro was one 
thing she went in for, above all else, it was “ styh;.” Diit 
she liked to have her own way also, and thought a great 
deal of her own taste. 

“ Three parts of these milliners object to any suggested 
alteration only to save themselves trouble,” she said asidcj to 
Daisy. “Don’t you think it would look better as I pro- 
pose ? ” 

“ I hardly know,” replied Daisy. “ If we could first sco 
the alteration, wo might be able to judge.” 

But, to make Jhe change, unless the bonnet was first 
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bought, Madame Fran^^ois, the milliner, absolutely refused. 
It would ruin it, she said, for another customer. Of course 
she would alter it, if madam insisted after purchasing tlio 
bonnet ; but she must again express her opinion that it would 
spoil its style. 

The discussion was carried on with animation, madame’s 
accent being decidedly English, in spite of her name. Mrs. 
Townley still urged her own opinion, but less strenuously ; 
for she would not have risked losing the “ stylo ” for the 
world. 

“ I will call my head milliner,” said madamc at length. 
“ Her taste is very superior. Mam’sello, go and ask Miss 
Bell to stop here.” 

Mam’solle— a young person, evidently French — left her 
place behind the counter and went into another room. 
Every pulse in Daisy’s body seemed to tingle to her fingers* 
ends when she came back with Eosalino. Quiet, self-con- 
tained, without a smile on her face to betray any gladness 
of heart there might bo within, Eosalino gave her opinion 
when the case was submitted to her. She took the bonnet 
in her hand, and kept it there, for a minute, or so, looking 
at it. 

“I think, madamc,” sho said to her mistress, “that if 
some grey flowers of a lighter shade were substituted for 
these, it would bo prettier. Blue flowers would spoil the 
bonnet. As to the side, it certainly ought not to bo carried 
higher. It is the right height as it is.” 

“ Then take it, and change the flowers at once, Miss Bell,” 
said madame, upon Mrs, Townloy’s signifying her assent to 
the suggestion. “ The lady will wait. Miss Boll’s taste is 
always to be depended upon,” added madame, as Eosalino 
wont away with the bonnet. 

“ How extremely good-looking she is ! ” exclaimed Mrs. 
Townley : who had never seen Eosaline before, and of course 
knew nothing about her. “ Quite beautiful.” 

“ Yes,” assented madame. “ When I engaged her I in- 
tended her to be in this front-room and wait on customers ; 
for it cannot be denied that beauty attracts. But Miss Bell 
refused, point-blank : she had come to bo. in my work-room, 
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sho said, not to serve. Had I insisted, slie would havo 
loft.” 

“ Is slio respectable ” 

The question came from Daisy. Swelling willi all sorts 
of resentful and bitter feelings, she Iiad allowed her anger to 
get the bettor of her discretion; and the next inonieiit felt 
ashamed of herself. Madame Francois did not like it at all. 

“ Ees-pect-able ! ” sho echoed with unnecessary delil)ei‘a- • 
tion. “ 1 do not understand the question, nuidaiii.” 

Daisy flushed crimson. Mrs. Townley liad also turned a 
surprised look upon her sister. 

“ Miss Bell is one of tlio bcst-condiictcd young persons I 
ever knew,” pursued niadame. “ Shuidy and cpiiid in manner 
at all times, as you saw her now. She is very supi;rinr 
indeed ; quite a lady in her ways and tlioughts. Beforij she 
came to mo, nearly two years ago, she had a l)Usinoss of lier 
own down in Cornwall. That is, her aunt had; and Wim 
Bell was with her.” 

“ She looks very superior indeed, to me,” said IRlrs. 
Townley, wishing to smootli away licr sister’s uncalled-for 
remark : “ her tones are good. Have you any dentellodo- 
Paris ? ” 

The bonnet soon reappeared ; but it was not brought by 
Rosaline. Mrs. Townley chose some lace ; paid the bill, 
and left. As Daisy followed her sister into tlie carriage, 
her mind in a very unpleasant whirl, she knew tliat tho 
matter which had puzzled her — never seeing lior liusband 
abroad with Rosaline — was now explained. Rosaline was 
here by day ; but, she supi)oscd, went home at night. 

It was so. The reader may remember that one (jveiiing 
wlien Frank ^vent in to sec Dame Bell soon after slio liad 
come to London, *8he had told him that Rosaline had gone 
to Oxford Street on some mysterious errand : mysterious in 
so far as that Rose had not disclosed what she went for. 
The fact was, that Rosaline had then gone to this very 
milliner’s by appointment, having procured a letter of in- 
troduction to her from a house of business in I’almoutli, with 
tho view of tendering her services. For sho knew that her 
mother’s income too small to live on comfortably, and 
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it would 1)0 'well if she could iiicrcaso it. Madame Francois, 
I)lcasod with her appearance and satisfied with the letter she 
brought, engaged her at once. Eosalinc liad been there 
ever since : going up in a morning and returning home at 
night. The milliner had wished her to bo entirely in the 
house, but she could not leave her mother. 

On tliis day, as usual, Eosalinc sat at licr work in the 
back-room, jdanning out now bonnets — that would bo dis- 
played afterwards in the window as “ the latest fashion from 
Paris : ” and directing the young women under her. That 
she had a wonderful and innate taste for tlic work was 
recognized by all, and Madame Francois had speedily made 
licr superintendent of the room. The girl, as madainc 
thought, always seemed to have some great care upon her : 
when questioned upon the point, Eosalinc would answer 
that slio was uneasy respecting the decaying hcaltli of her 
motlier. 

More thoughtful tlian usual, more buried in the inward 
life, for the appearance of Mrs. Frank Eaynor, whom she 
know by sight, liad brought back old reminiscences of Tren^ 
lUKjh, Eosalinc sat to-day at her employment until the hours 
of labour liad passed. Generally speaking she went homo 
by omnibus, though she sometimes walked. Slio walked 
this evening : for it was mild and pleasant, and she felt in 
groat need of fresh air. So that it was tolerably late w’hen 
she arrived home : very nearly half-past nine. 

The first thing to be noticed was, that her mother’s chair 
Avas empty; the room also. Eosalinc passed quickly into 
the bed-chamber, and saw that her mother had undressed 
and Avas in bed. 

“ Why, mother ! Avhat’s this for ? Are you not well ? ” 

“ Not very,” sighed the dame. “ Your shppcr is ready for 
you on the table, Eosc.” 

“ Never mind my supper, mother,” replied Eose, snuffing 
the candle, and putting tAA'o or three things straight in the 
room generally, after taking off her bonnet. “ Tell me what 
is the matter wdth you. Do you feel worse ? ” 

“Not much worse — that I know of,” AA’as the answer. 
“ But T grew w’eary, and thought I should be better in bed. 



UNDER THE CIlURdI WATJ.S. 


•lot 


For the past week, or more, I can’t get your poor father out 
of my liead, Eosc: up or in bed, he is always in my mind, 
and it worries me.” 

“ 13ut you know, mother, this cannot bo good for you as 
I have said,” cried Rosaline : for slie had lieard the same? 
complaint once or twice lately. 

“What troubles mo is this, child liow did lie conu! by 
his death? That’s the question Fve wanted answered all 
along ; and now it seems never to leave me.” 

Rosaline drooped her head. No one but herself km w 
how terribly the subject tried her. 

“Blase Pellet called in at dusk for a minute, or two to 
see how I was,” resumed Mrs. Bell. “When 1 told him 
how i^oor Bell had been haunting my mind lately, and how 
the prolonged mystery of his fate seemed to i)ress uiwm nn*, 
he nodded his head like a bobbing image*. ‘ 1 want to know 
how he came by his death,’ I sahl to him. ‘1’lie want is 
always upon me.* ‘ I could tell, if I ehosi*,’ said he, sjaak- 
ing up quickly. ‘ Then why don’t you tell ? I insist upon 
your telling,’ I answered. Uiion that, he drew in, and 
declared ho had meant nothing. But it’s not the iirst time 
he has thrown out those hints, Rosaline.” 

“ Blase is a dangerous man,” spoke R«)Kaline, her voieij 
trembling with anger. “And he could he a dangorous 
enemy.” 

“Well, I don’t sec why you should say tliat, Roscj. He 
is neither your enemy nor mine. But I should like to 
know what reason ho has for saying tliese things.” 

“ Don’t listen to him, mother; don’t encourage him here,” 
implored Rosaline. “I’m sure it will ho hetha* for onr 
p(;ace that he should keep away. And now — will you have 
some arrowroot to-night, or ” 

“ I won’t have anything,” intorru])ted Dame Bell. “ I 
had a bit of supper before I undressed and a droji of ah; 
with it. I shall get to sleep if I can : and I Isjpe with all 
my heart that your poor father will not be haunting me in 
my dreams.” 

Rosaline carried away the candle, and sat down to her 
own supper in the next room. But she could not eat. Mr. 

Edina. 
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131aso Pellet’s reported words were quite suflicicnt supper 
for her, bringing before her all too vividly the horror of 
that dreadful night. Would this state of thraldom in which 
she lived eveu cease, she asked herself; would she ever 
again, as long as the w’orld should last for her, know an 
hour that was not tinged with its fatal remembrances and 
the fears connected with them. 

In the morning her mother said she was better, and rose 
as usual. This was Saturday. When Kosalino reached 
liomc in the afternoon, earlier than on other days, she found 
lier stirring about at some active housework. But on the 
Sunday morning she remained in bed, confessing that slio 
felt very poorly. Eosalino wanted to call in Mr. Eaynor : 
but her mother told her not to bo silly; slic was not ill 
enough for that. 

The internal disorder which afflicted Mrs. Bell, and would 
eventually be her death, was making slow but sure progress. 
Frank llaynor — and his experience was pretty extensivo 
now — had never known a similar case develop so lingeringly. 
Ho thought she might have a year or two’s life in her yet. 
Still, it was impossible to say ; a change might occur at any 
moment. 

On this Sunday afternoon, wlien she and Kosalino w'ere 
sitting together after dinner, Mr. Blase Pellet walked in. 
Kosalino only wished she could walk out. She would far 
rather have done so. But she forced herself to be civil to 
him. 

“ Look here,” said Blase, taking a newspaper out of his 
pocket ^vhon ho had sat some minutes. “This advertise- 
ment must concern tlioso Eaynors that you know of. I’ll 
read it to you.” 

“ ‘ Lost. A small carved ebony desk. . Was last seen at 
Eagles’ Nest in the montli of Juno more than two years 
ago. Any one giving information of where it may bo 
found, or bringing it to Mr. Street, solicitor, of Lawyers’ 
Kow, shall receive ten guineas reward.’ 

“ Those Kaynors, you know, came into tlic Eagles’ Nest 
property, and then had to turn out of it again,” added 
Blase. 
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« Ten guineas reward for an ebony desk ! ” comincnted 
Mrs. Bell. “ I wonder wliat was in it ? ” 

Blase did not receive an invitation to stay tea this after- 
noon, though ho probably expected it. HowciViT, he was 
not one to intrude unwished for, and took his d(‘i)arture. 

“I had a great mind to ask liiin wliat ho nuaiit by the 
remark ho made the other evening about your poor father,’* 
said Mrs. Bell to Eosaline as ho went nut. 

“ Oh, mother, lot it bo I ” exclaimed Kosalino in piteous 
tones, her pale face turning hectic. “ lie (cannot know any- 
tliing that would bring peace to you or me.” 

“Well, I should like my tea now,” said Dame Bell. 
“And I should have asked him to stay, Bose, but for y»mr 
ungracious looks.” 

liosalinc busied herself with th(i tea, which they took 
almost in silence. While putting the things away after- 
wards, liosalino made some remark : which was not answered. 
Supposing her mother did not hear, she spoke again. Still 
there came no roidy, and Bose looked round. "Mrs. Ili 11 
was lying back on the sofji, apparently inse.nsihle. 

“It was the pain, child,” she breathed, when liosalinehad 
revived her; but sho had not (piite fainted; “the sharp, 
sudden pain here, I never had it, I think, as badly as 
that.” 

Like a ghost sho was still, with a pinched look in ber 
face. Bosaline was frightened. Without saying anything 
to her mother, she wrote a hasty line to Frank, to ask if he 
would come round, twdsted it up three-cornered fasliion, and 
despatched it hy the landlady’s daughter. 

The note arrived just as Frank Baynor and his wife were 
beginning to think of setting out for cv(;ning servifa;. 
Frank chanced- to have gone into a small back-i<ajm near 
the kitchen, where ho kejit his store of drugs, and Daihy 
W’as alone when Sam came in, the note held hetwecri his 
fingers. 

“For master, please, ma’am ; and it is to ho given to him 
directly.” 

With an impatient word- for Daisy knew what tlicso 
hastily- written, unsealed missives meant, and she did not 
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caro to go to church at night alone — she untwisted it, and 
read tlie contents. 

“Deau Mu. Raynou, 

“ If you could j)ossibly como round this evening, 
I should bo very much obliged to you. My mother has 
been taken suddenly worse, and I do not like her looks 
at all. 

“ Very truly yours, 

“ 11 B.” 

“ The shameless tiling 1 ” broke forth Mrs. Frank Raynor 
in her rising anger. “ She writes to him exactly as if sho 
were his c(xual ! ” 

Folding the note again, sho threw it on the tabhi, and 
went upstairs to put on her bonnet. It did not take her 
long. Frank was only returning to the parlour a^j sho 
wont down. 

“ Oh,” said ho, opening the note and reading it, “ then I 
can’t go with you to-night, Daisy. I am called out.” 

No answer. 

“ I will take you to the church-door and leave you 
there,” ho added, tossing tlio note into the fire. 

“ Of course you could not stay the service witli me and 
attend to your patient afterwards ! ” cried Daisy, not 
attempting to suppress the sarcasm in her tone. 

No, I cannot do that. It is Mrs. Bell I am called to.” 

“ Oh ! Of all pcojde she must not be neglected.” 

“ Right, Daisy. I would neglect the whole list of 
jiatients rather than Mrs. Bell.” 

lie spoke impulsively, pained by her look and tone. But 
had he taken time to tliink, he w’ould not have avowed so 
much. The avowal meant nothing — at least, as Daisy 
interpreted it. But for him, Francis Raynor, Mrs. Bell’s 
husband might have been living now. This lay on liis 
conscience, and rendered him doubly solicitous for the poor 
widow. To Frank it had always seemed that, in a degree, 
she liad belonged to liim since that fatal niglit. 

But Daisy knew nothing of this ; and the impression the 
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wonls iiiatle upon lior was iiiifortiiiiati', lor pIic oould only 
W‘C matters from her own (listort(ul point of view. It was 
for Itosaliuc’s sake he was anxious for the mother, reasoned 
lier mind, and it had now come to tlie shameful pass tliat lio 
did not hesitate to declare it — even to lier, liis wife ! J\ r- 
haps tlio woman was not even ill - the i*\rl had resorted t«> 
this ruse that they might spend an liveiiing togethm*! 

She kept her face turned to the fire h st he sliould see lier 
agitation: she prt‘ssed hvr hands njion hm- <‘hest, to still its 
laboured breathing. Fraidc was putting on his over-eoat, 
for it was a cool night, and notice d nothing. Tlius tin y 
started: Daisy refusing to take his arm, on tin* ])l(a of 
holding up her dross: refusing to hd. him carry lu'r l*rayor- 
book ; giving no ro]ily to the few remarks Im; made. 'The, 
ehiireh bells wore chiming, the stars were bright in the 
frosty sky. 

Under the silence and gloom of the church walls, away 
from the lights inside and out, Frank stop 2 >ed, and laid his 
hand uiion his wife’s. 

“ You arc vexed, Daisy, because I cannot go to church ; 
but when my jiatients really nec<l me I must not and w'ill 
not neglect tlicni. For a long time now you hav<j He(;me<l to 
live in a state of constant discontent and n scntnuait against 
me. What the cause is, I know not. I <lo not give you 
any, as far as I am aAvarc. If it is that you are dissatisfied 
w'ith our lu’cseiit iiositioii — and I am not surprised that you 
should be— I can only say how much for your sake I rf:gn;t 
that I cannot alter it. I3ut that is what 1 am not yi t ahhi 
to do ; and to find your vexation constantly turned ujion me 
is hard to bear. Let us, rather, look forward to better days, 
and cheer on one another wdth the liojio.” 

Tie wrung her hand and turned away. His voice harl 
been so loving and tender, and yet so full of pain, that Daisy 
found her eyes w'et wdth sudden tears. She w'ont into 
church. What with reseiitmeiit against lier liusband, her 
ow’n strong sense of misery, and this softened mood, life 
seemed very sad to her that night. 

And as the service proceeded, and the soothing tones of 
the sw’eet chant \jhoseu for the Mafjmfu'oi fell on her car 
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and heart, the mood grew more and more softened. Daisy 
cried in her lonely pew. Hiding her face when she knelt 
sho let the tears rain down. A vision came over her of a 
possible happy future : of Frank’s love restored to her as by 
some miracle ; of Rosaline Bell and these wretched troubles, 
lost in the memory of the past ; of the world being fair for 
them again, and slic and her husband walking hand in hand, 
down the stream of time. Poor Daisy lot her veil fall when 
she rose, that her swollen eyes should not bo seen. 

And the sermon soothed her too. The text was one tliat 
she especially loved: “Come unto me, all ye that labour 
and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.” Daisy 
thought none had jvor ])con so heavily laden before as she 
Avas ; just as the lightly chastened are apt to think. 

“ If T can only bo a little more pleasant with him, and 
have patience,” said she to herself, “ who knows l)ut tilings 
may work round again.” 

But the heart of man is rebellious, as all tho world 
knows ; especially rebellious is tho heart of woman, when it 
is filled with jealous fancies. Tho trouble to which Mrs. 
Frank Raynor Avas subjected might bear precious fruit in 
tho futiu’o, but it Avas not effecting much good in the present. 
No sooner was sho out of chui'ch, and tho parson’s impres- 
sive voice and tho SAVCot singing had faded on her oar, 
than all the old rancour came rushing up to the surface 
again. 

“I wonder if he is there still?” she thought. “Most 
likely. I wish I could find out ! ” 

Instead of turning her steps liomeAA'ard, she turned them 
towards West Street, and paced tAvice before tho house that 
contained Dame Bell and her daughter. A light shone 
behind tho white window blind, indicating tho probability 
that tho room had inmates ; but Daisy could not see Avho 
they were. She turned towards homo, and had almost 
reached it when Frank came hastily out of tho surgery, a 
bottle of medicine in his hand. 

“ Is it you, Daisy ? I began to think you were late. I 
meant to come to the church and fetch you, but found I 
could not.” 
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sSliali I walk with you?” asked Daisy, to ot)in- 

iiuTico carrying out the good resolutions slio Imd madr. in 
eliuroli, and perhaps somewhat pacilied hy liis wonls. - It 
is a lino night.” 

For answer lie took her liand, and placid it witliiii his 
arm. Ah, never would tlioro liave heiii a hiisliaiul 

than Frank Raynor, if slie had only im t him liimlly. 

Wlio is the medicine for ? ” asked Daisy. 

“For Dame Dell. I am walking fast, Daisy, hut she 
ought to have it without diday.” 

“ J lave you heen with her all tliis time ? ” 

“ Yes. I was coming away when sIkj liad a S(»i t of faiid- 
ing-lit, the second this tweiiing ; and it took more ili.iii lialf- 
un hour to get her round.” 

“ She is really ill, tlion ? ” 

“ Really ill!” echoed Frank in surprise. Why, Daisy, 
she is dying. 1 do not mean dying to-night,” lie a«lded ; 
“or likely to die immediately ; hut that which she is siillej- 
ing from will gradually kill her. Ny nude siisjiected Lorn 
the first 'what it would turn out to lx*.” 

Divisy said no more, and the house was gaimxl. As l^hanli 
rang the hell, she left his arm ami went a few ste,j>s away ; 
beyond sight of any one wdio might open tlni do(*r, but not 
beyond licariiig of any conversation that might take jilace. 

Rosaline appeared. Frank put tlie bottle into lier liand. 

“I brought it round myself, Rosaline, that 1 might lx*, 
sure it came quickly. Has tlicre been another faintbig- 
lit?” 

“ No, not another, Mr. Frank,” replied Rosaline. “She is 
in bed now and seems tranquil.” 

“ Well, give her a dose of this without delay.” 

“ Verv well, fir. I — I wish you would tell me the truth, 
she went on in a somewhat agitated voice. 

“ The truth as to what ? ” 

“ Whether she is much worse ? Dangerously so.” 

“No, I assure you she is not: not materially so, if you 
mean that. Of course — as you know yourself, Rosaline, or 
I should not speak of it to you — she will grow worse and 
worse with time.” • 
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“ I do know it, fiir, unfortunately.” 

“ But I think it will bo very gradual ; neither sudden nor 
alarming. Tliis evening’s weakness seems to mo to ho quite 
exceptional. She must have been either exerting or exciting 
herself : I said so upstairs.” 

“ True. It is excitement. But I did not like to say so 
before her. For the past few days she has boon complaining 
that my father worries her,” continued Rosaline, dropping 
lior voice to a whisper. “ She says ho seems to be in lier 
mind night and day: asleep, slie dreams of him ; she dwells 
on him. And oh, what a dreadful thing it all is ! ” 

“ Hush, Rosaline ! ’* whispered Frank in the same cautious 
tones : and as Daisy’s cars could not catch the conversation 
now, she of course thought the more. “The fancy will 
subside. At times, you know, she has had it before.” 

“Blase relict excites her. I know ho docs. Only th(‘. 
other day ho said something or other.” 

“ I wish Blase Pellet vran transported ! ” cried Frank 
(piickly. “But it — it cannot be helped, Rosaline. Givcj 
your mother half a wine-glass of this mixture at once.” 

“ I am so much obliged to you for all, sir,” she gently 
said, as he shook hands with her. “ Oh, and I beg your 
pardon for asking another question,” she added as ho was 
turning away. “ I have been thinking that I ought perhaps 
to leave my situation and stay at home with my mother. I 
always meant to do so when she grew*^ worse. Do you sec 
any necessity for it ? ” 

“Not yet. Later of course you must do it: and perhaps 
it might be as well that you should be at homo to-morr(nv, 
though the people of the house arc attentive to her. You 
may rely upon me to tell you when the necessity arrives.” 

“ Thank you, Mr. Frank. Good-night.” ' 

“ Good-night, Rose.” 

Frank held out his arm to his wife. She took it, and 
they walked home together. But this time she was very 
chary in answering any remark ho made, and did not herself 
volunteer one. The interview she had just 'witnessed had 
only served to augment the sense of treason that filled the 
heart of Mrs. Frank Raynor. 
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Time flew on. Sninnior luul come roniitl a^ain : and it. was 
now close upon tlirco years since BFrs. Jiaynoi* and Imt 
cliildnm had quitted Eagles’ Nest. ( \ rtainly, alVairs could 
not ]>e said to he progr(‘Ssing willi lliein. 'J’lie past wilder 
and spring Iiad again brought Ironhh'. The lliree younger 
children W(tc attacked with scarlatina, and it liad left Kale 
so long ill that much care laid to Ixj talo n with her. IMrs. 
IJaynor was laid up at the same time flu* several weeks with 
bronchitis ; and the whole nursing bdl upon Kdina. 

With so much on licr hands, and Mrs. Ihiyner invalidMl, 
Edina could not continue to do the work whieli Jicljied 1o 
kcL'p them. A little of it she continued to tak(*, hut it was 
very little : and slio liad to sit up at night and steal hours 
fr<iiu her rest to accomplish evtui so much. Tliis did not 
pl(‘ase the people who siqqdied her with it; tliey evith iitly 
did not care to continue to supply Jier at all ; and when 
things came round again, and she and Mrs. Kaym>r woidcl 
liavc been glad to do the same quantity of work as be- 
fore, the work was not forthcoming. I’lieir employment 
failed. 

Such, in these early days of June, was the state of atfairs: 
the family pinching and starving more than ever, ( ‘liarh s 
wearing out his days at the office, Aliccj tixiching at .Mrs. 
Proen’s. Never had the future looke<l so dark as it w'as 
looking now. 

One day wlJffn they were at dinner, Alice came in. I*er- 
haps the little pinched faces around tlui scanty hoard and 
both Kate’s and Robert’s looke<l pincJied struck un- 
pleasantly upon Alice, for slic was evidently in less good 
spirits than usual. She had come dow’ii by the omnibus, 
and taken them by surprise. 

An idea, like a fear, flashed into the mind of Mrs. Raynor. 
It was BO very unusual for Alice to conL« down in this un- 
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expected manner. “ You Lave brought bad news, child 1 ** 
she faintly said. “ What is it ? ” 

And, for answer, Alice burst into tears. The knowledge 
of their homo privations was to her as a very nightmare, for 
she had a wann heart. What with that and other thoughts, 
her spirits wore always more or less subdued. 

“I don’t know how to tell you,” she cried; “but it is 
what I have come to do. Mamma, I am going to leave 
Mrs. Preen’s,” 

Mrs. Eaynor sank back in her chair. “ Oh, child ! For 
what reason ? ” 

Alice explained as she dried her eyes. Mrs. Preen, who 
had not been in strong health lately, was ordered for a 
lengthened term to her native jdacc, Devonshire, where she 
would stay with her mother. She could not take her two 
elder children with her, neither did she care to leave them 
at home during her absence. So they were to be placed at 
school, and Alice had received notice to leave at the end of 
a month. 

If I were sure of getting another situation at once, T 
would not mind it so much,” she said, “ But it is the un- 
certainty that frightens me. I cannot afford to be out of a 
situation.” 

“ Misfortunes never come alone,” sighed Mrs. Raynor. 

“ Let us hope for the best,” said Edina. “ A whole month 
is a good while, Alice, and w^o can make inquiries for you 
at once. Perhaps Mr. Jones at the library can hear of 
something. I will speak to him: ho is very kind and 
obliging.” 

“ Do you ever como across that Bill Stano now, Alice ? ” 
cried Alfred, as he picked up his cap to go off to school. 
“ Wo saw in the paper that Sir Philip was ’ dead. That is, 
wo saw something about his will.” 

“ He comes now and then to Mrs. Preen’s,” replied Alice, 
blushing vividly, for sho could not hear William Stanc’s 
name without emotion. “What did you see about Sir 
Philip’s will ? ” she added, as carelessly as she could speak. 

“Oh, I don’t know — how his money was loft, I think 
Charley reckoned up that Bill Stano would have ten 
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thousand pounds to his share. Charley says ho is 
on at tho liar liko a house on lire.** 

“ Shall you not ho late, Alfred?” 

“ I am olf now. Good-bye, Alice, he jolly, you 

know, if you come homo.” 

“Not jolly for tho dinners” put in ])oor Katie, who h-.td 
hiuriit by sad experience what a dillori'iiec! an i-xtra one made. 

“ Oh, bother tho dinners! ” cried Alfred, witli all a seliool- 
boy’s improvidence. “111 eat bnaid-and-tdieest*. (I’ood- 
byc, Alice.” 

“ Did you chance to hoar wliat Sir Philip died f)f, Ali(^e ? ” 
questioned Mrs. Kayiior, when tho do(n‘S liad dom*. biin/^iiq; 
after Alfred. 

“ No, mamma.” 

“ But you Bco William Stano soinetimes, don't you ? ’ 

“Yes, I SCO Mr. Stano now and then. Not olten. Ih; 
lias not said anything about liis falh(‘r in my lira ring. 
When J first wont to Mrs. Preen’s lie was very e»d<l and 
distant; but lately ho bus beem niiieh more friendly. Put 
M e <lo not often meet.” 

Well, cliild, I can only say how unfortunate it is that 
you should lose your situation. It may lie so ditlieult to 
get anotlier.'* 

Another matter, that had been giving IMrs. liayiior iiml 
Edina concern for sonic little time, Mas tlio education of tho 
children. Alfred ought now to go to a bette]’ sxdiofd ; 
Itobert ought to be at one. Tho child Mas eight years oM. 
Sometimes it had crossed Edina’s mind to wish ho could bo 
got int(j Christ’s Ilosintal: she tJiought it high time, now 
that Alice uas coming homo, to think about it i»ractically. 
If poor little Bob could bo admitted tht;rc, it ^^ould makes 
room for Alicc^ 

Talking it over with Mrs. Ilaynor and riiarles that same 
evening, it was decided that the first step towards it must 
be to obtain a list of the governors. It might he that one 
of that body had known something of IMajor Raynor in tho 
days gone by, and u'ould help his little son. How was the 
list to be procured ? They knew not, and went to bed 
pondering the qu'jstion. 
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“ I will go to tlio library and ask Mr. Jones,” said Edina 
tlio next morning. “ Perhaps he has one.” 

Mr. Jones had not a list, but thoiiglil ho knew where ho 
could borrow one. And he did so, and left it at the door 
in the after-pait of the day. Edina sat down to study it. 

“ ITorc is a namo almost at the beginning that we know,” 
she said, looking up with a smile. 

“ Is there ! ” exclaimed Charles, with animation, and 
taking an imaginative view of Robert, yellow-stockinged 
and barehcad(id. “ Whose name is it, Edina ? ” 

“George Atkinson, Esciuirc, Eagles’ Nest,” read out 
Edina. 

“How unfortunate!” exclaimed Mrs. Raynor. “The 
very man to whom wo cannot apply.” 

“ The very man to whom wo will apply,” corrcctc‘d Edina. 
“If you will not do so, Mary, I will.” 

“ Would you ask a favour of him ? ” 

“Yes,” said Edina emphatically. “Mr. Atkinson has 
not behaved well to you : let us put it in his power to make 
some slight reparation.” 

“ Edina, I — I hope I am not uncharitable or unforgiving, 
but I do not fool that I can ask him,” breathed poor Mrs. 
Raynor. 

“ Rut I don’t want you to ask him, Mary ; I will do that,” 
returned Edina. “ Perhaps I shall not lihc doing it more 
than you would ; but the thought of poor little Robert will 
give mo courage.” 

“ Those governors have only a presentation once in three 
years, I fiincy,” observed Charles. “ George Atkinson may 
liave given away his next turn.” 

“We can only ascertain, Charley. And now — I wonder 
how we arc to find his address? I i*ope ho is in 
England ! ” 

“ lie is at Eagles’ Nest, Edina.” 

“ At Eagles* Nest ! ” repeated Edina. 

“ He took possession of it six months ago, and gave Fair- 
fax, who was in it, a house close by. And I know he is 
there still, for only a day or two ago I saw Preen address a 
letter to him,” 
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W oil, I am {jjlail to hoar it, for now I sliull fij<) to liim 
instead of Avritiiij?,’' concluded Kdina. “ In tlu s(^ esiscs a 
personal application is j^onerally of more usi*. than a written 
one. And, Mary, you will, at any rate, wish nu; (i..d 
speed.” 

“ Witli my wliolo Iieart,” replied Mrs. Itayiior. 

Once mere Edina Kaynor stood before the ^^ates (^f I^aj^les’ 
Nest. As she walked from tlie station, tini ^O’eat alti‘ralion 
in tlic place struck tier. Not in Eagles’ Nest itself: that 
looked the same as ever: but in its surronndings. ’riu! 
land was well-cared for and nourishing ; the, cottages had 
])een I’enovated into deci‘nt and liealtliy tenements; tlie row 
(»f ugly skeletons liad becui completed ; all wi re tilhal with 
contented inhabitants; and tin*, men and women that E<iina 
saw about as she passed, looked resjuctabh! ami hapjiy. 
None could look on the estate of Eagles’ Nest as it was now, 
and not see how good and wise was its ruler. 

“Is Mr. Atkinson at home?” asked Edina, as a servant 
whoiji she did not know answ’cred her ring. 

“ lie is at home, ma’am, but 1 do not think you <*an see 
him,” was the an.swer. “Mr. Atkinson is very unwell, and 
does not see visitors.” 

“I think ho will p(;rhaps siio me,” said Mdlna. And slio 
took a loaf from lior poeket-lmok, and wri>te down her name, 
adding that she wished to see him very mucli. 

The man showed lier to a room. He came haek inmn;- 
diately, and ushered her into his uia.ster’s present;. As him 
entered, George Atkinson rose from a sofa on wliicli In* had 
IxHui lying near the window, and went forwanl to nn;et Iier. 

“Edina!” 

The old fan^iar name from the once liA’ed lips nay, 
perhaps loved still: who knew?- in the (»ld familiar voice, 
brought a tremor to her heart and a tear to her ttyc. Mr, 
Atkinson handed her to a chair and sat down in anotlnu’. 
The window stood open to tlie delicious sumnnjr air, tne 
morning sunshine — for Edina had come early, and it was 
not yet much jiast eleven --to the charming hiiidsiiape that 
lay stretched aroipid in the distance. Hut the impulse that 
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liacl prompted the warm greeting seemed to die away again, 
and ho addressed her more coldly and calmly. 

“Yonr coming hero this morning seems to mo to bo a 
very singular coincidence. You see that letter on tho 
table, just ready for tho post: have the kindness to read 
the address.” 

Edina did so. It boro her own name : and was addressed 
to tho “(^aro of Charles Eaynor, Messrs. Prcstleigh and 
Prccn^s.” 

“ I did not know your address. That it was somewhere 
in or near London, I did know, but not the exact locality. 
Tho letter contains only a request that you would kindly 
come down to mo licre.” 

“ I ! ” exclaimed Edina. 

“ Yes. I wanted to see you. But I will ring for my 
lioiisekcepcr to show you to a room where you can take 
your bonnet off.” 

“ I have not come to remain,” replied Edina. “ Half-an- 
hour will be more than enough to transact my business 
with you.” 

“ But half-an-hour will not transact mine with you. 
Remain the day 'with mo,” he pleaded, “ and enliven a poor 
invalid for a short time.” And Edina made no further 
objection. 

When she returned to the room, looking cool and fresh 
in her summer muslin, old though it might 1)0, with her 
brown hair braided from her ideasant face, and the brown 
eyes sweet and earnest as of yore, George Atkinson thouglit 
how little, how very little she was altered. It is these 
placid faces tliat do not change. Neither had ho changed 
very much. He looked ill, and wore a beard now ; a silky 
brown beard; but his face and eyes and ^yoicc were tho 
same. And somehow, now that she was in liis presence, 
heard that musical voice, and met the steadfast, kindly look 
in the grey eyes, she almost forgot her resentment against 
him for his conduct to the Raynors. 

“ You arc a governor of Christ’s Hospital, I believe,” she 
began, entering upon her business at once as she resumed 
her scat. 
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I am.*’ 

“I came here to ask for your next prmnlaiiou to it. Is 
it promised ? ” 

“ Not yet. It falls due next yc‘ar.” 

“ Tlicn will you j)romise it to irie?" conliiim d Ivliiiii. 
“It is for tlic youngest child of Airs. IJaynor. Will you 
‘pve%t to him V ” 

“ No.” 

“ No ! ” she repeated, tone and spirit fulling with tin* dis- 
a2)i)()intmont. “ lint why not V ” 

“I have a boy in my eye wlio is badly in want of it: 
more than Airs, llayiior’s son will be.” 

“It is almost impossible that any boy can want it more 
than poor Kobert docs.” 

“ In that matter our opinions diller, Aliss Raynor.” 

“And it would be making some trilling reparation to lluj 
family.” 

“ Reparation for what ? ” 

“For — what you did,” answered Kdina, hesitating for a 
moment and then speaking up bravtdy. “For turning 
tliem out of Eagles’ Nest.” 

“ AVhat would you have done in my place?” questioned 
Air. Atkinson good-humouredly. “ Have h’ft them in quiet 
possession of Eagles’ Nest ? ” 

“I — don’t— know — wlietlier I should, or not,” liesitatod 
Edina, for the question puzzled her. “(If eouise Eagh s’ 
N(ist wa.s legally yours, and T cannot say you were wrong 
to take it. Rut I think you might in some way have 
Softened the hlow. I could not liave turned a family from 
their Ihuiic and not inquired how tliey were to live in the 
future.” 

“I am aware./you could not: for, urihiss I am mislala;n, 
it was you who^provided them with anotlior. ^I’he Raynors 
wanted a lesson read to them, and it was well they should 
have it. What did I find when I came liomc ; what did I 
hear? Was there a single good act done by any <jne of 
them whilst they were at Eagles’ Nest? I low did they use 
the property they came into : well ? — or disgracefully ? 
Yes, I repeat it, disgracefully. Things wore going to rack 
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and ruin. The poor tenants were ground down to tlie dust, 
the uttermost farthing of rent was exacted from them, whilst 
they were uncared for ; body and soul alike abandoned, to 
g(jt through life as they could, or to perish. And all for 
what ? — to add to the pride, the folly and the prodigality 
of tho Eaynors. Could you approve of all this, Edina, or 
lind excuse for it ? ” 

She shook her head in the negative. He seemed to have 
called her Edina again unconsciously. 

“ It was self with them all ; nothing but self, from Major 
llaynor downwards,” he continued. “Show, extravagance, 
and vanity ! Not a sound moral, or prudent, or wortliy aim 
was inculcated on the children, not a penny given away in 
charity. Charles Eaynor, tho supposed heir, was an apt 
l)upil in all this. Ho even had writs out against him, 
though he was under age.” 

Edina could not gainsay a word. It was all too true. 

“ You had this reported to you on your return, I presume, 
Mr. Atkinson V ” 

“ I had. But I did not take tho report uncorroborated. 
I came down hero, and saw for myself I was here for 
many weeks, watching.” 

Edina felt surprised. “ How could that have been ? Tho 
Eaynors did not see you ? ” 

“ I came down unknown. No one know mo in the place, 
and I stayed on in my lodgings at Jetty the carpenter’s and 
looked about me. Tho natives took me for an impiisitivo 
man who w^as fond of poking himself into matters that did 
not conceni him ; a second Paul Pry, Mr. C.^harles Eaynor, 
I hoard, christened mo the Tiger,” added the speaker, with 
a smile. 

Edina held her breath. What a singular revelation it 
was ! 

“ I was in Australia when I heard that Mrs. Atkinson 
Jiad left Eagles’ Nest to me,” he resumed. “The news 
reached mo in a letter from herself, written only a day or 
two before her death ; w'rittcn chiefly to tell me where her 
will would be found — in tlio hands of my solicitors, Callard 
and Prestleigh, She also stated that a duplicate copy of the 
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will was kept in this, her own house. Tint tlmt, I think, 
must have been a mistake/' 

“lliul one been here, it would liuve been fcmiul at th<! 
time of her death/* remarked Edina. 

“Just so. AVhen tliis letter of hers arrived at Syilinv/’ 
continued Mr. Atkinson, “I was travt'llin^' in tlie mme 
remote and unfrecpioiitcd parts of the country, and I did m>l. 
receive it for somo six months afterwanls, tui my n liirn io 
Sydney. Itather an accumulation of lette rs awaittMl me at 
Sydney, as you may suppose; and I found, l»y fliose fnmi 
my partner, Street, and his brother the lawyer, lliat the 
f<u*iuer will was alone known to exist, ami that ^lajur 
Itaynor had entered into posstjssion of Kaf'h's’ N<‘st. Now 
wliat did I at once resolve to do AVhy, to h ave liim i»i 
])ossessi(m of it ; never to speak of this later will, hut 
destroy it when I got back to Knghind, and say nothing 
about it. The major had a right to Kagh s’ N'est ; I had 
not any right at all to it: and the resolve did not cost me 
a moment’s tliought ” 

“It is just as I should have expected you to act/’ put in 
Edina, her checks flushing. 

“Don’t give me more cre.dit than T deserve?, j\Iiss Kaynor. 
I cannot tell what I might have <lon(i had 1 been a ]»oor 
man. Kej)! the estate, perliaps. Jhit 1 was a ri«;h tme, and 
I did not want it. I sailed for England ; and, on landing, 
went direct to London, to Street the banker s, arriving thero 
at night. lie chanced to be at home alone ; his wife and 
children were at Brighton, and we liad a f(;w lionrs’ ipiiet 
chat. The first thing I luiurd of, was tlie miseralile state; f»f 
affairs down here. Eagles’ Nest was going to ruin, Stref,t 
said, and the major and his son were probably going to ruin 
with it. , ‘ I w'iH^ go down incog, and scf; for myself,’ I said 
to Street, ‘and you need not tell any one of my return at 
present.’ I did go down, ns I have told you : wtujt down 
tlie next day ; and Street kept counsel as to my having 
returned to Europe, and when he wrote to me at firassmere, 
addressed his letters to ‘Mr. George.’ There I stayed, 
looking about at my leisure.” 

“ How was it my uncle Francis did not recognize you?” 

Edina. 
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“ Ho never saw me. At first I kept out of his way lost 
he should do so; but I soon learnt that there was little 
chance of our meeting, as ho never went beyond his own 
gates. Had ho met me, I don’t think ho would have known 
me, my beard altered me so much ; and I always pulled my 
broad-brimmed hat well on. No, I felt quite easy, and 
remained on until my purpose was answered.” 

He paused, as if recalling the scenes of that past time. 
Edina made no remark, rroscntly he resumed. 

“ What I saw hero shocked me. I could not detect one 
redeeming point in the conduct of Major Kaynor and his 
family, though I assure you I should have been glad to do 
so. To leave the estate in their hands would bo little less 
than a sin, as I looked upon it, and a cruel wrong upon the 
poor people wlio lived on it. So I deliberated on my 
measures, and finally took them. Edwin Street announced 
my speedy return, and conveyed a letter from mo fap- 
l)arcntly written in Australia) to Callard and Prostlcigh, 
informing them that they hold the will, and ordering them 
to produce it, that it might be proved and acted upon. I 
was more than justified in what I did, as I thought tlien,” 
emphatically concluded Mr. Atkinson, “and as I think 
now.” 

“Well — yes, I cannot say you were not,” acquiesced 
Edina. “ But it seemed to us so bitterly hard — never to 
inquire what became of the Raynors ; never to offer tlicm 
any help.” 

“Stay,” said he. “I did inquire. I heard that Miss 
Edina Raynor had come forward from Trennach with her 
help, and had established Mrs. Raynor in a school in wliich 
she W'as likely to do well. I heard that Charles Raynor 
was about to bo taken by the hand by anvjld friend of his 
father’s, one Colonel Cockbum, who meant to put him 
forward in the world. In short, I left England again in the 
belief that the Ra 3 ntiors were, in a smaller way, os prosperous 
as they had been at Eagles’ Nest.” 

“ What misapprehensions exist 1 ” exclaimed Edina. “ That 
home was soon lost again through a fire, and Colonel Cock- 
burn only saw Charles to tell him he could not help him. 
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Tlicir life for the last three years has boi'u one lonj^ coarse 
of humiliation, i)overty and jirivation.’’ 

“ Ay ! and you have vtduntarily shari'd it with th(*ni ” lie 
answered, looking straight into licr eyes. ‘‘Well, tlu^y 
needed tlio lesson. But I would liavo been a friend to 
Charles llaynor had he allowed me, and not sliown himself 
so haughtily upstart; and to Jiis eonsin tlie doctor also. 
When Charles was in a mess at blaglcs’ N(‘st, in danger <*f 
being arrested for debt, I asked him to C()nfide his trouble 
to me and let me lielp him. Not a bit of it. He thing my 
words back in my face with as much si'orn as if I had bicn 
a dog. So I let Iiim go his own way : tliongh I privately 
settled the debt for him. Had he known who I was, and 
that I Jiad imwer to eject liim and his family fnnn tlndr 
lioritagc, I could have understood his Ix^liaviour : but that 
was imi)ossible, and I think I never nnd witli so bud an 
(‘xamido of conduct shown to a stranger. Ves: (iliurles 
Kaynor needed a lesson read to him, and In? lias had it.’’ 

‘‘Indeed ho has. They all have, (.harles Kaynor is as 
true and good a young man now as ho was omxi tlioughtless 
jiiid self-sutlicient. There will bo no fear of his lajising in 
tliis life.” 

“I saw him a year ago in IVticn’s ofliei*, ’ rem.'irk(;d Mr. 
Atkinson, “ and liked his tones. Kreeii gives me an 
excellent account of him and his sister.” 

“They deserve it,” said Edina. “But oh, you do not 
know what a struggle it i.s for us all,” she added, lier voice 
almost broken by emotion, “or wdiat a boon it would be to 
get Robert into the Bliiecoat School. If you did, I tliink 
you would grant it me,” 

“ No, I should not,” persisted ho, smiling. “ Tho pn.sen- 
tation falls due^ext year ; and by that time little Raynor will 
not want it. He may be back hero again at I^agles Nest. 

Edina gazed at him. “ What do you mean V ” she gasped. 

“I havo not had particularly strong healtli — as you 
know ; but a couple of months ago I was so ill as to fear 
the worst. It caused me to wdsh to revise my will, and to 
consider certain of its provisions. I think I shall leavo 
Eagles’ Nest to you.” 
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“ I won’t have it,” cried Edina, bursting into tears. “ I 
will not. How can you be so unjust, Mr. Atkinson ? What 
right have I to Eagles’ Nest ? ” 

“ Eight ! You have shared your home with the Kaynors 
when it was a humble one— for the home is virtually yours, 
I am told : you can do the like, you know, when you become 
rich.” 

“ 1 will not have Eagles* Nest,” she cried. “ It is of no 
use to think of such a thing, for I will not. I have told 
you the Eaynors are worthy of it themselves.” 

lie almost laughed at her alarm; at tlic frightened 
earnestness with whicli she spoke. 

“Well, well, the becpiest is not made,” ho said in a 
changed tone ; and an idea flashed over Edina that ho had 
only boon joking with licr. “ Very thankful I am to say 
that health and strength appear to be returning to me ; tlie 
doctors think I have taken a turn, and sliall soon be (][uite 
well again ; bettor than I have been for years. So, as my 
death seems improbable, I have thought of making over 
Eagles’ Nest to Charles Kayiior by deed of gift. That 
rcfiucst for your presence here,” glancing at the letter on 
the table, “ was to ask you whether he was so changed in 
heart and conduct tliat it might safely be done.” 

“Oh yes, indeed he is,” responded Edina, drying her 
Iiappy tears. “ I told you so before I knew of this, and I 
told you only the truth.” 

“ I fully believe you. But I must have an interview 
with him. Let him come doAvn here on Saturday and 
remain Avith mo until Monday morning. If I find that he 
may be fully trusted for the future, in a short time he and 
his mother will be back at Eagles’ Nest. London will bo 
hereafter my chief home. They shall coijie and sec mo 
there Avhen they jileaso : and I shall doubtless be welcome 
to come hero occasionally.” 

“ And you do not intend to go wandering again ? ” 

“ Nevcr-tigain. I have had enough of it. It may be, that 
I should have enjoyed better health had I been contented to 
take more rest. I have purchased the lease of a house in 
London, to which I shall remove on quitting Eagles’ Nest. 
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I am also looking out for some snug little property in lliis 
m‘igli])()urhoo(I~wliicli I have learned to like - and* \\]m\ 1 
ean lind it, sliall pureliaso that.” 

“ How was it,” asked Edina, « that you did not take juis 
session of EagW Nest when tlie Kaym»rs hit it? We were 
told you would do so.” 

George Atkinson smiled. “I had stam ein)ngh of Ea;rles 
Nest while staying at Jetty s. And perliajjs I ilid n.d eme 
to be recognized immediately by tlie erjuimnnity for ’that 
same prying indivi<lual.” 

“ Have the lost bonds been found ? ” 

“No. I feel more tlnui <‘ver eonviiUMal that tliey an* in 
the e])ony desk. Unless, indeed, y<mr aunt left n<i money 
b(;hind lier; in wliieli ease tln're wonhl of <;onrse be no bomls 
any wlierc. I bi'gin to think that whoever has the; desk must 
liave found and used the* bonds.” 

“ You have not lieard of tlui d<*sk ? ” 

“No. The adv(a‘tisements Street inserb'd in tlie mas- 
])apers brouglit fortli no more result than the jn’evioiis 
in(]niri(!S.” 

“Perhaps if a larger reward had been oUVrcd?” said 
Edina. “ We thought the sum small.” 

“Ten guineas was the sum (dVered first; twenty after- 
wards. 1 suggested incn'asiiig it to fifty, or a liundred : but 
the cautious lawyers said no. Sucli a n;wartl olfereil tor a 
di'sk, would have betrayed that it contained something of 
value — if tlie possessor of the desk had not alnanly found 
tliat out for himself. It was certainly singular that I 
slioiild not liave thought to ask wliotlier the seermt eonijiarl- 
nnait of that desk Iiad been searclied wlien I tirst knew tlirj 
bonds were being looked for; but I did not. It altogether 
escaped my in«iiory.” 

A servant caiiio in to lay the cloth for dinner: siner* liis 
illness Mr. Atkinson Iiad taken that m(;al at (me o’clock. 
Tlie tears rose to Edina's eyes as slie sat down to tlie 
abundant table, and a choking sensation to her tliroat. 
George Atkinson noticed her ciiKition. 

“ What is it, Edina ? ” 

“ I was only ^dshing I could transport some of this to 
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London,” slio answered, glancing at him through her wet 
eyelashes with a smile. 

Tlicy sat at the open window again after dinner, talking 
of the past and the future, and Edina stayed to make tea for 
him — which came in early. As she put her hand into liis, 
on saying farewell, he left a small case of money in it. 

“ Shall you bo too proud to accept it for them ? ” 

“ I have not any pride,” answered Edina with a grateful 
smile. “ If I ever had any, the experience of the past three 
years has taken it out of me.” 

“ I never intended to keep Eagles* Nest,** he whispered. 
“ I think you might have divined that, Edina. You know 
mo well once.’* 

“ And sui^poso Charles Raynor had continued to be uii- 
wortliy ? ” 

“ Then Eagles’ Nest would have passed away from liim 
for ever. Its inheritor would have been Edina.” 

The evening was getting on at Mrs. Raynor’s. ( liarlos, 
who had been detained late at the ollico was sitting down to 
his frugal supper, which had been kei)t warm over the lire, 
and little Robert was in bed. They had been saying how 
late Edina was. Mrs. Raynor had a very bad hcadaclie. 

“Let me place that cushion more comfortably for you 
mamma,” said Charles. 

“ It will do very well as it is, my dear,” she answered. 
“ Get your supper ; you must want it.” 

“ Oh, not very much,” said Charles, making a pretence of 
eating slowly, to conceal his hunger. “ Alfred, do be quiet ! 
— don’t you know mamma is ill ? Kate, sit down.” 

“ There’s Edina ! ” cried Alfred, clattering out to meet 
her in the passage. 

She came in, looking pleased and gay, with sundry parcels 
in her hand. Kate and Alfred jumped round her. 
r “ How have you sped, Edina ? ” asked Mrs. Raynor. “ Has 
George Atkinson given Robert the presentation ? ” 

“ No ; ho will not give it him.” 

“ I feared so. He must be altogether a hard-hearted man. 
May Heaven have mercy upon us ! ” 
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« It will, it will,” Raid Edina. “ I hav.- always (..Id you 

SO.” 

She wiiH uiuloiiig the papers. Tln^ youiij» eyos iv-^artlim^^ 
tlicm were opened to their utmost width. Ifud a lah y lu rn 
out with Edina ? Buns, choeohile, a jar df mannalade, a 
beautiful pat of butter, aiid—what (rould be in tliat otluu* 
parcel ? 

“ Open it, C ■barley,” said Edina. 

lie had left liis Hup2)er to look on witli tlie others, and did 
as ho was told. Out tumbled a wlsde vi\r*^n of mulbm 
eho 2 )s. All, that was the best si.t'lit of all, d<;ar as cakes and 
sweets are to the young! Mrs. Uaynor <*oiild see. notliiiu,^ 
clearly for hm* glistening tears. 

“I thought you could nil eat a mutton chop for siippi r, 
Mary. I know you had scarcely any dinner.” 

“Aro wo (ill to have one?” demanded Alfred, lielieving 
.Vladdin’s lanq) must really have been at work. 

“Yes, all. Charley and mamma can liav<* two if they 
like. Don't go on witJi your miserahle supjier, diaries.” 

“ llohcrt,'* cried Kate, Hying to the door, “ Mdina's (‘oim^ 
home, and she has brought uj) so many things, and a mutton 
(diop apiece.” 

AVhy, there he was, tlic audacious little B<d), 2 »(:e]>iiig in 
in his white nightgown ! 

“A whole mutton choj)!” cried he, amazed at the magni- 
tude of the (lucstiou. 

“Yes, a whole one, dear,” said Edina turning to Iiim. 
“ And not only for to-night. Every day you shall have a 
Avhole mutton chop, or something as good.” 

“ And jiuddings too ! ” stammered Kate, tin; idea of the 
fairy becoming a certainty. 

“ And puddiygs too,” said Edina. “ Ali, cliildrmi, I bring 
you such news ! Did I not always tell you that God would 
remember us in Ilis own good time? Mary, are y^ni listen- 
ing? Very soon you Avill all bo back again at Eagles’ 
Nest.” 

Charles’s heart beat wildly. Ho looked at Edina to see if 
she were joking, his eyes fearfully oai'm-st. 

“ 1 am tclling^ou the truth, dear ones : Eagles’ Nest is to 
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bo yours again, and our struggles and privations arc over. 
George Atkinson never meant to keep it from you. You 
are to go down to him on Saturday, Charley, and stay over 
Sunday.” 

“I’ll never abuse him again,” said Charley, smiling to 
hide a dee2)cr emotion. “ Ihit — my best coat is so shabby, 
you know, Edina. I am ashamed of it at church.” 

“ Perhaps you may get another between now and tlien,” 
nodded Edina. 

“ What’s this ? ” cried Kate, touching the last of the 
2)arcels. 

“ A bottle of wine for mamma. She will soon look so fat 
and rosy that wo shan’t know her, for wo sliall have nothing 
to do but nurse her up.” 

“ My goodness ! ” cried Kate. “ Wino ! Mamma, here’s 
some wine for you ! ” 

But there was no answer. Poor Mrs. Raynor lay back in 
her chair unable to sj)cak, the silent tears stealing down lior 
worn cheeks. 

Charles bent over and kissed lior. Little Bob, in his 
nightgown, crouclied down by her side at the lire ; wliilst 
Edina, throwing off her sliawl and bonnet, l)cgau to prepare 
for sui)pcr. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

HARD LINES. 

Lying in her darkened chamber, sick almost unto death, was 
Mrs. Frank Raynor. A baby, a few days old, slept in a cot 
by the wall. No other child had been born to her, until 
now, since that season of j^oril at Eagles’ Nest : and just as 
her life had all but paid the forfeit then, so it had again now. 
She was in danger still ; she, herself, thought dying. 

An attentive nurse moved noiselessly about the room. 
Edina stood near the bed, fanning the j’ooi* f^ce 

resting on it. The window was wide open, behind the 
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IjHikI ; for tlio invalids constant cry tliroii.LjIunit flir niorniii}» 
liad been, “ Give mo air ! ” 

A lif'ht, quick step on the staii-s, and Frank cnlrrcd. lie 
took tlic fan from Edina’s tired liaiid, and slu> sci/.'d thr 
opportunity to go down to tlie kitclieii, to lielp Kve with 
tlio jolly ordered by Dr. Tymms ; a skilful practitiMter, 
who had been in constant attcuidance. Daisy ojM ind lirr 
eyes to look at her Imsband, and the nnrst! qiiittt.l the 
room, leaving tlnuu togc^ilicr. 

“You will soon about again, my darling," said l'’ranli, 
in his low, earnest, liopeful tones. Unit were worth imor* 
tlian gold in a sick ehainbcr. “Tymms assures me you aic, 
better this morning.’’ 

“I don’t want to get alxmt,” faintly respomled Daisy. 

“Not want to get about! ” cried Frank, uncertain wlietla r 
it would bo best to treat tlie nunark as a passing fancy 
arising from weakness, or to inquin^ fartlier inb) it for 
(werything said by liis wife now bore tliis (b pressing tenor. 

“And you ought to know tliat J cannot wish it," shr* 
resumed. 

“JUitIdo not know it, Daisy, juy love. I do not Know 
wliy you should speak so.” 

“ I shall be glad to die.” 

Frank bent a litlhj lower, putting down tin: fan. “ Daisy, 
I honestly believe tliat you will recover: that tlie turning- 
point has conic and gone. Tyninis tliiid^s s(». AVhy, 
yesterday you could not have talked as you are talking 
now.’* 

“I know I am dying. And it is so much tlie latter 
fur me.” 

lie put his hand under the }»i]low, raising it slightly to 
bring lier fuel? nearer bis, and spoke very temb rly and 
])ersuasively. He knew that slui was wd dying; tliat slio 
was, in fact, improving. 

“ My darling, you are getting hettor ; and will get betb r. 
But, M'ere it as you think, Daisy, all the more reason would 
exist for telling me what you mean, and wliy you have so 
long been iu tliis de])ress»:d state of mind. Let me know 
the cause, Daisy.!’ 



. For a low luimitcs she (li<l not reply. Frank 
tliat hIu) was deliberating whether or not she should answer 
— and ho was not mistaken. She closed lier oy(;s again, and 
lie took lip the fan. 

“ I liavc tliought, while lying here, that I should like to 
ttdl you before 1 die,’* spoke Daisy at last. “ But you don’t 
neetl to be told.” 

“ 1 do. I do, indeed.” 

“ It is because you no longer love mo. Perhaps you 
never loved me at all. You care for some one else; not 
for me.” 

Tn very astonishment, Frank ilroppcd the fan on tlie 
count(jri)ane. “ And who is — ‘ some one else ’ ? ” 

“ Oh, you know.” 

“Daisy, this is a serious charge, and you must answer 
mo. 1 do not know.” 

Slie turned her fa(;o towards him, without speaking. 
Frank waib'-d; lie was ransacking liis brains. 

“ Suniif you cannot mean Edina ! ” 

A petulant, reproachful movement betrayed her anger. 
Ellina ! Who was an angel on earth, and so good to tlieni 
all! — and older, besides. The tears began to drop slowly 
from her closed lashes, for she thought he must be trifling 
with her. 

“ Yon w’ill bo sorry for it when I am gone, Frank. 
Edina ! ” 

“ Who is it, Daisy? ” 

A flush stole into her white checks, and the name was 
whispered so faintly that Frank scarcely caught it. 

“ Kosalinc Bell ! ” ho repeated, gazing at her in doubt 
and surprise, for the thought crossed him that her senses 
might bo W’andoring. “But, Daisy, suppose we speak of 
this to-morroiv instead of now,” he added as a measure of 
precaution. “ You ” 

“Wo will speak of it now', or never,” she interrupted, as 
vehemently as any one can speak wdioso strength is at the 
lowest ebb. And the sudden auger Frank’s w'ords caused 
her — for she deemed ho w'as acting altogether a deceitful 
part and dared not speak — nerved her, to toll out her 
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grievances more fully than she luiglit oilurwise liavc Iiad 
courage to do. Frank listened to llie acensation with 
apparent equanimity; to the long line of disloyal conduct 
lie had been indulging in since the early days at dhennach 
down to tlic present hour. His simple attianpt at n fiitatiiui 
made no impression whatever: the ladief was loo long and 
firmly rooted in her mind to lie quickly dis]Hdled. 

“ I could have borne any trial bctti r tliau tlds,” con- 
cluded she, with laboured breathing: ‘‘all mir misfortunes 
would have been as nothing to mi; in comparison. Dmi’t 
say any more, please. Perhaps she will IVm I some nunorse 
when she hears I am dead.” 

“Wo will let it droj) now tlutn, Daisy,” assented Frank. 
“ Put I have had no more thought of J^)salilu^ than of the 
man in tlie moon.” 

“ Will you go away now, plcasii, and waid the nurse in ? * 

“What on earth is to be done? ” tliought Frank, doing as 
lie was ordered. “With tin’s wretched fancy hanging over 
her, she may never get well; never. jMental worry in thesis 
critical cases sometimes means diiath.” 

“How is she now?” asked Edina, meeting him on tla; 
stairs. 

“Just the same.” 

“ She seems so unliappy in mind, Frank,” whispered 
E«lina. “ Do you know^ anything about it ? ” 

“She is low and w’cak at present, you seci,” answerf.d 
Frank, evasively. And he 2)assed on. 

Frank Raynor lapsed into a review of tlie past. Of tlie 
admiration he had undoubtedly given to Rosaline Rc ll at 
Trennach ; of the solicitude lie liad evinced for licr for, 
rather, for her mother) since their stay in London, (d Jiis 
constant visits lo them : visits paid every tliree or four days 
at first ; later, daily or twdee a day — for poor IVlrs. Ikdl was 
now* near her end. Yes, he did see*, looking at the years 
carefully and dispassionately, that Daisy (lier suspicions 
having been, ns she had now confessiMl, tirst urousitd by the 
W’aiting-maid; Tabitha) might have fancied she saw Kuflicirtnt 
grounds for jealousy. She could not know' that his friend- 
ship and SfdicitmV^ for the Hells jiroceeded from a widely 
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different cause. Tliat clue would never, as Jie believed, bo 
furnished to her so long as she should live. 

“ What a blessing it would bo if some people were born 
dumb ! ” concluded Frank, thinking of Tabitha Float. 

The sliglit symptoms of improvement' continued ; and at 
sunset Frank Eaynor knew that his wife’s condition would 
bear tJie carrying out of an idea ho had formed. It was yet 
daylight outside, though the drawn curtains made the room 
dark, when Daisy was conscious of a sad, beautiful fsico 
bending over licr, and an entreating voice whose gentle, 
tones told of sadness. 

“Don’t shrink from me, Mrs. Frank Eaynor,” whispered 
Eosalinc— for she it was. “I have come to strive to put 
straight what I hear has been so long crooked.” 

And the few words she sjwkc, spoke earnestly and 
solemnly, brought peace to the unhappy wife’s heart. 
Daisy was too ill to feel much self-reproach then, l)ut it was 
with some shame she learnt how mistaken she had been. 

“ Oil, believe mo ! ” concluded Eosalinc, “ I liavc never 
liad a wrong thought of Mr. Frank Eaynor ; nor ho one of 
mo. Had we been brother and sister, our intercourse witli 
each other could not have been more open and simple.” 

“lie— lie liked you at Trcnnach, and you liked him,” 
murmured poor Daisy, almost convinced, but repentant and 
tearful. “ People talked about it.” 

“ lie liked mo as an acquaintance, nothing more,” sighed 
Eosalinc, passing over all mention of her own early feelings. 
“He was fond of talking and laughing with me, and I 
would talk and laugh back again. I was light-hearted tlien. 
But never, I solemnly declare it, did a word of love pass 
between us. And, in the midst of it, there fell upon me 
and my mother the terrible grief of my father’s unhai)py 
death. I liave never laughed since then.” 

“ I have been thinking these past tw^o years that he went 
to West Street only to see you,” sobbed Daisy. 

Eosalinc shook her head. “He has come entirely for my 
mother. Without fee, for he will not take it, he has been 
unremittingly kind and attentive, and has soothed her pains 
on the way to death. God bless him foi; it ! A few days, 
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and I shall never see him again in this world. Ihit I shall 
not forget what he has done for us ; and God will not forget 
it either.” 

“ You are not going to die, are youV” cried pour puz:£lcd 
Daisy. 

“I am going out to New Zealand,” replied Kosaline. 
“ As soon as I have laid iny dear mother in h(3r last home - 
and Death’s shadow is even now ujKin her — I bid farewell to 
England for ever. \Vc have relations who are settled muir 
Wellington, and they are waiting to receive me. Were Mr. 
Kaynor a free man and had never possessed any other ties 
on earth, there could be no <xuestion, now or ever, of love 
between him and me.” 

Daisy’s delicate hand went out to clasp the not hiSS 
delicate one that rested near her on the bed, and her cheeks 
took quite a red tinge for her own folly and mistakes in tlio 
past. A wonderful liking, fancy, admiration, esteem — she 
hardly knew what to call it— was H 2 >ringing up in her heart 
for this sad and beautiful young woman, whom she had so 
miserably misjudged. 

“ Forgive mo my foolish thoughts,” she whis 2 )ercd, quite 
a iminful entreaty in her eyes. “ 1 wish I liad known you 
before : I would have made a friend of you.” 

“ Thank you, thank you ! ” warmly rcispondcd llosalinc;. 
“ That is all I came to say ; but it is Heaven’s truth. I, 
the unconscious cause of the trouble, am more sorry for it 
than you can be. Farewell, Mrs. Jtaynor : for now I must 
go back to my mother. I shall ever 2 )ray for your hap])ines8 
and your husband’s.” 

“ Won’t you kiss me V ” asked Daisy with a Kf)b. And 
Rosaline bent over her and kissed her, 

“Arc you oojiviuccd now, Daisy V” questioned Frank, 
coming into the room when he had seen Rosaline out of tlio 
house. “ Arc you happier ? ” 

All the answ’cr she made was to lie on his arm and cry 
silently, abjectly murmurhig something that he could not 
hear. 

“ I thought it best to ask Rosaline to come, as you would 
not believe me. When I told her of the mischief that was. 
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supposed to have been afloat, she was more eager to come 
tlian I to send her.” 

“ Forgive me, Frank ! Please don’t be harsh with mo ! 
I am so ashamed of myself ; so sorry I ” 

“ It is over now ; don’t think about it any more,” kissing 
her very fervently. 

“ I will never bo so stujnd again,” she sobbed. “ And — 
Frank — I think I shall — perhaps — get well now.” 

Rosaline had said that Death’s shadow lay upon lier 
mother even while she was talking with Mrs. Raynor. In 
just twenty-four hours after that, Death himself came. 
Wlion the day’s sunlight was fading, to give place to the 
tranquil stars and to the cooler air of niglit, Mrs. Rell 
passed peacefully away to her heavenly home. She had 
been a great suftbror : she and her suftbrings were alike at 
rest now. 

It was some two hours later. Tlie attendant women had 
gone downstairs, and Rosaline was sitting alone, her eyes 
dry but her heart overwhelmed with its anguish, wlicn 
Blase Pellet came to make a call of inquiry. He had shown 
true anxiety for the poor sick woman, and had often brought 
her little costly dainties ; such as choice fruit. And once 
— it was a positive fact — once when Rosaline was absent. 
Blase had sat down and read to her from the New Testament. 

“Will you see her, Blase?” asked Rosaline, as ho stood 
quiet and silent with the news. “ She looks so peaceful.” 

Blase assented ; and they went together into the death- 
chamber. Very peaceful. Yes : none could look more so. 

“ Poor old lady ! ” spoke Blase. “ I’m sure I feel very 
sorry : almost as though it was my own mother. Was she 
sensible to the last ? ” 

“ Quite to the very last ; and collected,” replied Rosaline, 
suppressing a sob in her throat. “Mr. Frank Raynor 
called in the afternoon,; and 1 know he saw that nothing 
more could bo done for her, though he did not say so. She 
was very still after he left, lying with her eyes closed. 
When she opened them and saw me, she put up her hand 
for mo to take it. ‘ I have been thinking about your father 
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and that past trouble, dear,* she said. ‘I am to him ; 
and what has never been cleared licre will ho mado, clear 
there.’ They were nearly the last words she spoke.” 

“ It’s almost a pity hut it had been cleared up for her 
here,” said Blase. “ It might liavc set her uncertainty at 
rest, don’t you sec. Sometimes I had tliroo parts of a mind 
to tell her. She’d liavo thought a little less of Mr. Frank 
llaynor if I had told.” 

Kosaliiie, standing on one side the bed, cast a steady look 
on the young man, standing on the other. “Blase,” she 
said, “ I think the time has come for me to ask you what 
you mean. As you w'ell know, it is not your iirst liint, by 
many, in regard to what you saw that fatal night at 
Trennach. I have wanted to set you right; but I was 
obliged to avoid the subject wliilst my mothcT lived; fen* 
had the truth reached lior she might have died of it.” 

“Died of it! Set mo right!” ro2)catod Blase?, gazing 
back at Rosaline. 

“By the words which you have allowed to (iscap(.* you 
from time to tiiin?, I gather that you liave ])eli<?ved my 
unfortunate father owed his death to Mr. Frank Raynor.” 

“ So lie did,” said Blase. 

“ So he did not, Blase. It was I who killed my father.” 

The assertion seemed to confound him. But for tlio 
emotion that Rosaline was struggling wdth, her impress ivt? 
tones, and the dead woman lying there, across whom they 
si)okc. Blase might have deemed she was essaying to deceive 
him, and accorded her no belief. 

“Aro you doubting my w'ords, Blase?” she asked. 
“Liston. In going home from Granny Sandon’s that night, 
I took the street way, and saw you standing outside the 
shop, preparing^ to shut it up. You nodded to me across 
the street, and I thought you meant to f )llow me as soon as 
you were at liberty. When I w'as out of your sight, I 
quickened my pace, and should have been at home before 
you could have caught me up, but for meeting Clerk Trim’s 
wife. She kept mo talking for I cannot tell how long, 
relating some sad tale about an accident that had happened 
to her sister at Pendon. I did not like to leave her in the 
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iniddlo of it ; but I got away as soon as I could, tliougli I 
dare say a quarter-of-an-liour had been lost. As I reached 
tlio middle of the Plain, I turned and saw some one follow- 
ing me at a distance, and I made no doubt it was you. At 
tliat same moment, Mr. Frank Eaynor met me, and began 
telling me of a light that had taken place between Molly 
Janes and her husband, and of the woman’s injuries, which 
lie had then been attending to. It did not occu2)y above a 
minute, but during that time, whilst I was standing, you 
were advancing. I feared you would catch mo up ; and I 
wished Mr. Frank a hurried good-night, and ran across to 
hide behind the mounds whilst you jjassed by. He did not 
understand llie motive of my sudden movement, and followed 
mo to ask what was tlie matter. I told him : I had seen 
you coming, and I did not want you to join me. When I 
tliouglit you must have gone by, I stole out to look ; and, as 
I could not see you, thought what good sliced you liad 
made, to be already out of sight. It never occurred to mo 
to suppose you had come to the mounds, instead of 
passing on.” 

“ But I had como to them,” interrupted Blase eagerly. 
“ My eyes are keener than most jieoiile’s, and I know you 
both ; and I saw you dart across, and Eaynor after you. So 
I followed.” 

“ Well — in very hccdlessness, I ran uj) to the mouth of 
the shaft, and pretended to be listening for Dan Sandon’s 
ghost. Mr. Eaynor seized hold of me ; for I was too near 
the edge, and the least false stei) might have been fiital. 
Not a moment had we stood there ; not a moment ; when a 
shout, followed by a blow on Mr. Eaynor’s shoulder, startled 
us. It was my poor father. He was raising his stick for 
another blow, when I, in my terror, pusbo'l between him 
and IVlr. Eaynor to part them. With all my strength— and 
a terrified woman i^ossesses strength — I flung them apart, 
not knowing the mouth of the pit was so near. I flung my 
father into it^ Blase.'* 

“ Good mercy ! ” ejaculated Blase. 

“Mr. Frank Eaynor leaped forward to save him, and 
nearly lost his own life in consequence ; it was an even 
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touch wlictlicr he followed my hither, or wlu tlu r ho coiihl 
hahinco himself hackwarcls. I liis coat, and .1 

holievo — he believes -• that that alone savi'd him.” 

“ I saw the scnnie,” gasjied lllase. ‘‘ I could llav(^ taken 
my oath that it ivas Ihiynor who pushed your father in.” 

“ T am telliiif' tlui trutli in tlio prosencci of my (h ad 
motlicr and before Heaven,” s2)ok(! Jiosaline, lifting her 
hands in solemnity. “Do you doubt it, lllasi; IVlhd?” 

“No — no; I can’t, I don’t,” confessed IMaso. “ Mo^n- 
liglit’s dccejitive. And the wind was rusliin^ aloii*' likcj 
mad between my eyes and the shaft.” 

“ I only meant to them,” wsiiled Rosalim'. “ And 
but that my jmor father was unsteady in his j^ait that ni.idtt, 
he need not have fiillcn. It is true I ^iuslaul him close to 
the brink, and there ho tottered, in his unshnidiness, for tin*. 
S2>aec of a second, and fell backwards : his lameness made 
him awkward at the best of times. A stron^nu* man, snrcj of 
his feet, need not and would not have fallen in. Rut oh, 
Dlase, that’s no excuse for me! It do(!S not lessen my f^niilt 
or my misery one iota. It was I who killcMl him : 1 , 11 ” 

“Has Mr. Ttaynor known this all alonj^y” asked IJlaso, 
whose faculties for the moment were somewliat (loijfused. 

Ilosalinc looked at him in surprise. “ Knomn If / ^Vhy, 
he was an actor in it. Ah, Blase, you have been holdinj^^ 
Mr. Baynor guilty in your sus2ncious heart; he knows you 
have ; and he has been keeping the secret out of eonq^assion 
for me, bearing your ill thoughts in 2>atient silenc(;. All 
these four years he lias been dreading that you would 
bring the accusation against him publicly. It has been in 
your heart ; I know it has ; to accuse him of my father’s 
murder.” 

“No, not really,” said Blase, knitting his brows. “I 
should never have done it. I only wanted him to think 
I should.” 

“ And, sec you not what it would have involved ^ I 
honestly believe that Frank Bayiior would never have 
cleared himself at my ex2^ensc, whatever charge, you might 
have brought, but he feared that I should sjicak and clear 
him. As I should have done. And that confession would 

Edina. 
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have gone well-nigh to kill my poor mother. For my sako 
Mr. Raynor has borne all this ; borne with you ; and done 
what lay in his power to ward off exposure.” 

“lie always favoured you,” spoke Blase in crestfallen 
tones. 

“ Not for the sake of that has ho done it,” quickly returned 
Rosaline. “Ho takes his share of blame for that night’s 
^vork ; and will take it, although blame docs not attach to 
lihn. Had ho gone straight homo as I bade him, and not 
followed mo to the mounds, it would not have happened, ho 
says ; so lie reproaches himself. And, so far, tliat is true. 
It was a dreadful thing for both of us, Blase.” 

“ I wish it had been him instead of you,” retorted Blase. 

“ It might have been better, far better, had I spoken at 
the time — or allowed Mr. Raynor to speak. To have told 
the whole truth — that 1 had done it, though not intention- 
ally ; and that my poor father was lying where ho was — 
dead. But I did not; I w'as too frightened, too bewildered, 
too full of lioiTor: in short, I believe I was out of my 
senses. And, as I did not confess at the time, I could not 
do so afterwards. Mr. Raynor would have given the alarm 
at the moment, but for me : later, when I in my remorse 
and distress would have confessed, he said it must not bo. 
And I see that ho was right.” 

Blase could only nod acquiescence to this : but his nod 
was a sullen one. 

“You know that our old clergyman at Trennach, Mr. 
Fine, was in Loudon last Easter and came hero to see my 
mother,” resumed Rosaline. “ I privately asked him to lot 
mo have half an-hour alone with him, and he said I might 
call on him at his lodgings. I went ; and I told him what 
I have now told you, Blase; and at myr*xoqucst ho got a 
lawyer there, who drew up this statement of mine in duo 
form, and I swore to its truth and signed it in their 
presence. A copy of this, sealed and attested, has been 
handed to Mr. Raynor ; Mr. Fine keeps another copy. I 
do not suppose they mil ever have to bo used ; but there 
the deeds are, in case of need. It was right that some 
guarantee of the truth should be given to secure Mr. 
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Eaynor, as I was iutonclinf^ to go to tlic otlior ciul of tlio 
world.” 

“ It sounds altogether like a tale,” cried Bluso. 

A very hideous one.” 

« And as to your going to the end of tlio world, llosaliiK', 
you know that you need not do it. I am well elf, now iny 
father’s dead, and ” 

She held up her hand warningly. “ Blase, you know that 
this is a forbidden subject. I shall never, nevtjr many. in 
this world; and, of all men in it, the two whom T would 
least marry are you and Mr. Raynor. Ho takes a sluire of 
that night’s blame ; you may take at least an equal shani : 
for, had you not persisted in following mo from Tro7inach, 
when you know it would bo distasteful to mo, I should luivii 
had no need to seek refuge in the mounds, and tlie calamity 
could not have occurred. Never speak to mo of ij)arriago 
again, Bhise.” 

“ It’s very hard linos,” grumbled Blase. 

“And are not my lines hard V— and have not l^lr. Frank 
Raynor’s boon hard?” she asked with emotion. “ But, oh, 
Blase,” she softly added, “let us remember, to our consola- 
tion, that these ‘ hard linos ’ arc only sent to us in mercy. 
Without them, and the discipline they bring, wo might 
never seek to gain heaven,” 


CHAPTER IX. 

TKAUS. 

Alice Raynor ^yas sitting in a small parlour at Mrs. 
Preen’s, dedicated to herself and the children’s studies, 
busily employed in correcting exorcises. The afternoon 
sun shone upon the room, and she had drawn the table into 
the shade. Her head and hands were given to their w'ork, 
but her deeper thoughts were far away : for there existed 
not a minute in the day that the aiixiety caused by her 
uncertain prospects w’as not more or less i>reHeut to her 
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mind. Slic knew nothing of tho now hopes relative to 
Eagles’ Nest. In truth, those liopes, both to Mrs. Kaynor 
ilnd Edina, seemed almost too wonderful to ])c real ; and as 
yet they refrained from giving them to Alice. 

Tho corrections did not take very long, and then Alice 
laid down tho pen and sat thinking. She felt liot and 
weary, and wished it was nearer tea-time. Tho old days at 
Eagles’ Nest came into her thoughts. They very often did 
bo; and tho contrast they presented to these later ones 
always made her sad. 

A slight tap at tho door, and a gentleman entered : William 
Stano. Alice blushed through her hot checks when she saw 
who it was, and brushed tho tears from lier eyes. But not 
before he had scon them. 

“ I beg your pardon, Miss Eayiior. Mrs. Preen is out, I 
hoar.” 

“ Yes, she is out with the two little girls.” 

“ 1 am sorry. I have brought up some admission tickcjts 
for tho Botanical flower-show: they were only given mo 
this morning. Do you think Mrs. Preen will bo back 
soon?” 

“ Not in time to use tho tickets. They have gone to an 
afternoon-tea at Bichmond.” 

“ What a pity ! It is tho rose show. I— suppose you 
could not go with me? ” added Mr Stano in some licsitation. 

“ Oh dear, no,” replied Alice, glancing at him in astonish- 
ment. “ Thank you very much.” 

“ Mrs. Preen would not like it, you think ? ” 

‘‘ I am Ruro she would not. You forget that I am only 
the governess.” 

Down sat Mr. Stano on tho other side the table, and 
began fingering absently one of tho cxcrchjo-books, looking 
occasionally at Alice while he did so. 

“ What were you crying about ? ” he suddenly asked. 

Alice was taken aback. “ I— I don’t think I was quite 
crying.” 

“ You were very near it. What was the matter ? ” 

“I am very sorry to have to leave,” she truthfully 
answered. “Mrs. Preen is about to stay for a time in 



Devonshire, as perhaps you know, and the little girls are to 
go to school. So I am no longer wanted here.” 

“I should consider that a subject for laughter instead of 
tears. You will bo spared work.” 

“ Ah, you don’t know,” cried Alice, her tone one of pain. 
“ If I do not work here, 1 must elsewliere. And the next 
place I get may bo harder than this.” 

“ And you were crying at the anticipation V ” 

“No. I was crying at the thought of jxuliaps not being 
able speedily to find another situation. 1— sn])i)os(‘ she 
timidly added, “you do not hai)pen to know of any situation 
vacant, Mr. Stane ? ” 

“ WJiy, yes, 1 believe I do. And I think you will be just 
the right person to till it.” 

Her blue eyes brightened, her wliolo face lighted up willi 
cjigerncss. 

“Oh, if you can only obtain it for me I 1 shall be so 
thankful, for mamma’s sake.” 

“ But it is not as a governess.” 

. “ Not as a governess I Wliat then ? ” 

“ As a housekeeper.” 

“Oh dear ! ” cried Alice in dismay. “ I don’t know very 
mucli about housekeeping. People would not think nuj old 
enough.” 

“ And as a wife.” 

Sho did not understand him. Ho was rising from his 
seat to approach her, a smile on liis face. Alice sat looking 
at liim with parted lips. 

“ As mij wife, Alice,” ho said, bending low. “ Oh, my 
dear, surely our foolish estrangement may end! 1 have 
been wishing it for some time past. I am tired of chambers, 
and want to sct'iij) a homo for myself. I want a wife in it. 
Alice, if you will bo that wife, 'well : otherwise I shall 
probably remain as I am for ever.” 

Ah, there could bo no longer any doubt : he was in 
earnest. His tender tones, his beseciching eyes, tlie warm 
clasp of his hands, told her all tlie haj)])y truth — his love 
was her own still. She burst into tears of emotion, and 
William Stane kisgod them away. 
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“ You don't dcsi^iso me because I have been a governess ? ” 
sbc sobbed. 

“My darling, I only love you the better for it. And 
sliall prize you more.” 

Ho sat down by her side and quietly told Lor all. That 
for a considerable period after tbeir parting, ho had steeled 
liis heart against her, and done his best to drive her from it. 
He thought he had succeeded. He believed ho sliould have 
succeeded but for meeting her again at Mrs. Preou’s. That 
showed liim that she was just as dear to him as ever. Still 
ho strove against his love ; but he continued his visits to 
the Prcoiis, wlio were old friends of his: and each time, 
that he chanced to see Alice, served to convince him more 
and more that ho could not part with her. lie was about 
to tell his fatlicr that ho had made up his mind to marry 
Miss llaynor, when Sir Philip died, and then ho did not 
speak to Alice quite immediately. All this he explained 
to her. 

“ And but for your coming into this house, Alice, and my 
opportunities of seeing you in it, wo should in all human 
probability have remained estranged throughent life. So, 
you see that I would not have had you not become a 
governess for tlio world.” 

She smiled through her tears. “ It was not in that light 
I spoke.” 

“ I am aware of it. Rut you are more fitted to make a 
good wife now, after your experiences and your trials, than 
you would have been in the old prosperous days at Eagles’ 
Nest. I shall be especially glad for one thing— tliat wlieu 
you are mine I shall have a right to ease your mother’s 
straits and difficulties. She has deemed mo very hard- 
hearted, I dare say : but I have often aiui'bftcn thought of 
her, and wished I had a plea for calling on and helping 
her.” 

His intention showed a good heart. But William Stanc 
and Alice were both ignorant of one great fact — that Mrs. 
Eaynor no longer needed help. She would shortly be back 
again at Eagles’ Nest, all her struggles with poverty over. 

The hot sun still streamed into the lil^tle room, but Alice 



wondered what had become of its opyrossion, what of lu r 
own weariness. The day and all things witli it, witlioiit 
and wdthin, had changed to Elysium. 

Prank Raynor attended the funeral of old ;Mrs. Ih ll. \U\ 
chose to do so : and Rosaline felt the respect warnily, aiid 
thanked him for it. He would have been just as woU 
jdcased not to have Mr. Rlasc Pellet for his eoni 2 )iiuion 
mourner: but it liad to be. On liis return lionie from .the 
cemetery, Frank’s way led him through West Sti’eet, and lie 
called in just to see Rosaline, who had been too disturbed 
in health, too depressed in siniits, to attend hers(‘lf. Not 
one minute had ho been there when ]\rr. llhiscj Pellet also 
came in. On the third day from that, Rosaline was to sail 
for New Zealand. 

“ And I say tliat it is a very cruel thing of lier to sjiil at 
all,” struck in Blase, when Frank chanced to niak(5 sonu* 
remark about the voyage. “As my wife, she ^vouhl ” 

“ Blase, you know tho bargain,” quietly interrupted 
Rosaline, turning her sad eyes nj)oii him. “Not a word of 
that kind must ever be spoken by yon to me again. I will 
not licar it, or bear it.” 

“ I’m not going to sjnjak of it ; it’s of no use speaking,'* 
grumbled Blase. “But n fellow who feels his life is 
blighted can’t be wholly silent. And you im'ght have Ix-en 
so hai)i)y at Trcuiiach ! You liked tlio phic(i oiie(\” 

“Are you going back to Trcnnach?” asked Frank in 
some surprise. 

“ Yes,” said Blase. “ I only came to London to be near 
her; and I shan’t care to stay in it, once she is gone. 
Float, tho druggist, has been wanting me for some time. I 
am to be his pi^tncr ; and the whole concern will be mine 
after lie has done with it.” 

“ I wish you success, Blase,” said Frank heartily. “ You 
can make a better thing of the business than old Float 
makes, if you will.” 

“ I mean to,” answered Blase. 

“ 1 will take this opportunity of saying just a word to 
you, Blase,” again spoke up Rosaline, smootliing down tho 



440 


EDINA. 


crapo of Iicr gown with one hand, in what looked like 
iiorvousiicsH. “I have informed Mr. llaynor of tlio con- 
vei’Katioii I liad with you the night my mother died, and 
that you are aware of the confession he and Mr. Pino alike 
liohl." 

Frank turned (piiekly to Blase. “ You perceive now that 
you have heeii lying under a mistake from tlic first, with 
rcigard to me.’* 

“ I do,** said Blase. “ I am never ashamed to (ronfess 
myself in the wrong, once I am convinced of it. But I 
slumld never have brought it against you, Air. Frank 
Ibiynor; never; and that, I fancy, is what you have l)eeii 
fearing. In future, tlie less said about that past night tlie 
bettm*. Better for all of us to try and forget it.** 

Frank nodded an emphatic ac<iuiescenco, and took up liis 
hat to depart. Yes, indeed, better forget it. JIo should 
liave to allude to it oiujo again, for lie meant to tell the full 
truth to Edina ; and then ho would put it from his mind. 

lie W(uit homo, woiidoriiig whether any urgent calls liad 
botui made upon him during tliis morning’s absence ; and 
was standing behind the counter, questioning Sam, when a 
sunburnt little gentleman walked in. Frank gazed at him 
in amazement : for it was Air. Alax Brown. 

“ How are you, Kayiior ? ** cried the traveller, grasjiing 
Frank’s hand cordially. 

“ Aly goodness ! *’ exclaimed Frank, “ Have you dropped 
from tlie moon ? ” 

“ I dropped last from the Southampton train. Got into 
port last night.’* 

“ All well?** 

“ Very well. And my good old mother is not dead yet.’* 

Thoro was no mistaking the stress upoir^tlie first word : 
no mistaking the perfectly contented air that distinguished 
Air. Alax Brown’s whole demeanour. AVhatever cause might 
have detained him so long from his homo and country, it 
did not appear to be an unpleasant one. 

“ There was a young lady in the case,” he acknowledged, 
entering on his cxidanation with a smile on his bronzed 
face. “L )ta Elmaine; old Elmaiiic the planter’s only 
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flauglitor. The old man would md let iis Ih' marrit;d: 
Lota was too young, lie said; the marriage sliuiihl not lahe 
place until slie was in Europe. Will you helievc} it, 
Itaynor, old Elmaiue has kept me on like that all the 
blessed time I have been away, p(;rpetually saying h<5 was 
coming over liere, and never coming! Never a month 
passed but he gave out he should sail the next.’’ 

“ And so you stayed also ! ” 

“I stayed also. I would not havij Lota to 1 m‘ sn:ip|KMl 
up ])y some covetous rascal in my absemu*. Truth to ti ll, I 
could not part witli lier on my own score.” 

“ And where is Miss Lota Elniaiiu!?” 

“ No longer in existeiuH^. Slie is Mrs. Max IJrown.” 

“ Then you have brought her over with you ! ” 

“Poor Elmaiue died a few months ago; and liota liad a 
touch of tlie native fever, which h;ft Inu* thin and ju’ostrate: 
so I persuaded lier to marry me otl-hand tliat I might bring 
her here for a cliaiige. She is lietter already, I'lie voyag«! 
has done lier no end of good.” 

“Where is she V” 

“ At a private hotid in Westminster. We have taken up 
our quarters there for the time being.” 

“Until you can come here,” assumed Frank. “ 1 sujjposo 
you want me to clear out as soon as possible. IMy wife hi 
ill ” 

“I want you to stay for good, if you will,” interriij)ti d 
Mr. Brown. “The business is excellent, you know, better 
than when 1 left it. If you will take to it J shall make it 
(juite easy for you.” 

“ What are you going to do yourself?” questioned h lank, 

“Nothing at present,” said Mr. IMax Brown. “Lota’s 
relatives on thdimother’s side live in Wales, and she wants 
to go amongst them for a time. l*(U‘hai)S I shall k(; 1 iqi in 
practice there. Lota’s fortune is more than enriugli for us, 
but I should be miserable with nothing to do. Will you 
take to this concern, Ilaynor ? ” 

“I think not,” replied Frank, shaking his head. “My 
wife does not like the neighbourhood.” 

“ Neither would my wife like it. Well, there's no hurry ; 
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it is a good offer, an you can consider it. And, look here, 
Kayjior : if you would like a day or two’s holiday now, tako 
it : you have been hard at work long enough. I will conio 
down and attend for you. I should like to rckj my old 
patients again; though some of tliem were (pieer kind of 
people.” 

“ Thank you,” said Frank mechanically. 

Thouglit after tliouglit was passing through his mind. 
No,*lio would not stay liero. lie had no further motive for 
seeking obscurity, thank Heaven, and Daisy should be 
removed to a more congenial atmosphere. But— wliat could 
ho do for means? lie must be only an assistant yet, he 
supposed ; but better luck might come in course of time. 

And better luck, though Frank knew it not, was on liis 
way to him even then. 

What with one thing and another, that day seemed 
destined to bo somewliat of an eventful day to Frank llaynor. 
In the evening a letter was delivered to him from Mr, 
(loorge Atkinson, re<piesting him to go down to Eagles’ Nest 
on the morrow, as ho wished particularly to see hini. 

“Wliat can ho want with me? — unless he is about to 
appoint mo Surgeon-in-Ordinary to his high and mighty 
self! ” quotli Frank, lightly. “ 13ut I should like to go. I 
should like to see the old place again. Can I go? Daisy 
is lietter. ]\[ax Brown has offered me a day or two’s rest. 
Yes, I can. And I’ll drop Max a note now to say his patients 
will bo wailing for him to-morrow morning.” 
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CIIArTEll X. 

M A 1) KMO I SKLLk’s LKTTK U. 

A PAKCEL fur you, ku*.’* 

“ A pared for me ! ” repeated Mr. Atkiiifion to liis servant,. 
Homo slight surprise in his tone. For was not ifi 
liahit of receiving parcels, and womha-ed wluit was hcang 
sent to liim. 

The parcel was done up rather clumsily in hrown ])ai)(‘r, 
and appeared, by the label on it, to have conui by fast train 
from Hereford. ]\Ir. George Atkinson IooIcimI at tlu; address 
Avitli curiosity. It did not bear his name, but was simply 
directed to “ The licsident of Faglcs’ Nc'st.” 

“ Undo it, Thomas,” said he. 

Thomas took off the string and unfohh.*d tluj brown ])aj)er. 
This disclosed a second envelope of wliib? ])aj)er ; and a 
sealed note, similarly superscrib(jd, lying on it. Mr. Atkin- 
son took the note in his hand ; but Tliom.is was cpiiek, and 
in a minute the long-lost ebony desk stood revealed to view, 
its key attached to it. 

“ Oh,” said Mr, Atkinson. What do(;s the lettrr say V ” 

The letter proved to be from Mademoiselle l)(;lrue, tin; 
former governess at Eagles’ Nest. In a long and rather 
complicated explanation, written piirtly in French, partly in 
English, the following facts came to liglit. 

When about to leave Eagles’ Nest; tilings and servants 
being at that time at sixes-and-sevens there ; the kitchen- 
maid, one Jape — or, as mademoiselle wrote it, Jeanne— a 
good-natured girl, liad offered to assist her to pa(;k up. She 
liad shown Jeanne lier books piled ready in the small study, 
and Jeanne had packed them together in several parcels : for 
mademoiselle’s stock of books was extensive. After leaving 
Mrs. Raynor’s, Mademoiselle Delruc Imd gone into a family 
who spent a large portion of their time in travelling on the 
Continent and elsewhere: much luggage could not be 
allowed to madi^moisclle, consequently her parcels of books 
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liatl remained unpacked from that time to tins. Slio had 
now settled down with the family in Ilcrefordsliirc, had her 
parcels forwarded to her, and unpacked them. To her con- 
sternation, her grief, her horror — mademoiselle dashed all 
three (jf the words— in one of these parcels she discovered 
not hooks, hut the hlack desk, one tliat she well rememhered 
as h(jlongiiig to Major Kaynor: that stu2)id Jeauiio must 
have taken it to he hers, and committed the error of putting 
it uj).’ Mademoiselle finished hy asking whether slic could 
ho forgiven : if one slight element of consolation could jieei) 
out upon lier, she ohserved, it was to find that the desk was 
empty. She had lost not an instant in sending it back to 
Eagles* Nest, and she begged the resident gentleman there 
(wliose name, she had the uf confessing, had nuite 

escaped her memory) to he so kind as to forward it, together 
with this note of contrition and exidanation, to Mrs. Kaynor 
— whoso iiresent residence she was not acquainted with. 
And she liad the honour to salute him with respectful 
cordiality. 

“ Don’t go away, TJiomas,” said his master. “ I want you 
to stay wliile 1 search the ^irivate conqiartmcnt of this desk : 
I fancy tliose missing iiapers may ho in it. Let me see? 
Yt^s, this is the way — and here’s the sju’ing.” 

Witli one touch, tlio false bottom was lifted out. Beneath, 
ipiietly lay the lost bonds ; also a copy of Mrs. Atkinson’s 
last will— the one made in favour of George Atkinson, and 
a few words written hy her to himself. 

“ You see them, Thomas ? See that I have fouud them 
here ? ’* 

“ Indeed I do, sir.” 

“ That’s all, then. Poo2)lo arc fond of saying that trutli 
is stranger than fiction,” said Mr. Atkinson 16 Jiimself with 
a smile, as flic man withdrew. lie examined tlie bonds ; 
ascertained, to his astonishment, that the money they, related 
to had been invested in his name, and in one single 2n’ofit- 
ahlo undertaking. And it appeared that Mrs. Atkinson 
had given directions that the yearly interest, arising, should 
remain and he added to tlie 2>riiici2)al, until such time as he, 
George Atkinson, should come forward to claim the whole. 
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“Little wonder wc could not find llio money,” llioujrht 
lie. “ And now— wliat is to lie done with it V ” And 
only Ji few ininntos for consideration, lu; :iddross('d tlie l< tler 
siiokon of in tlie foregoing chapter, to Frank Ihiynor. Wliieli 
brought tho latter down in 2 >crson. 

“ I never licard of so romantic a tiling ! ” crit d Frank 
witli liis sweet smile and gay manner, tliat so won uiioii evi ry- 
body; and was now winning upon (ieorgo Atkinson, as lie, 
listened to tlic narrative on liis arrival at Fagles’ Nest; “ I 
am suro I congratulate you V(Ty heartily. 'J’he. hunts tliat 
2 )oor Uncle Francis used to liave over those very bonds ! 
And to think that they were lying all tlu' time (dose nndrr 
his hand ! ’* 

“I exjicct that very little of the money would hav(? hein 
loft for mo had he found them,” signiticantly n niarked IMr. 
Atkinson. 

Frank laughed. “ To sjujak the truth, 1 don't think it 
would. Is it very much V ” 

“A little over twenty-one thousand pounds, ddiat is 
what I make it at a rough calculation— of cmirse irndinling 
tho interest to this date.” 

“ What a lieap of money ! ” exclaimed Frank. “ You can 
set uji a coa(di-and-six,” ad<led he, joking lightly. 

“Ay. Jly tlie way, Mr. Francis Faynor, how came j/uh lo 
treat me so cavalierly when I was idaying ‘ Tiger’ hen.V - 
the name you and Charlc'S were ideased to bestow - - ” 

“ Oh, Charley gave you that name,” inte,rrui»ted Fraidv, his 
blue C 3 ’es dancing with merriment. “ lie took you for a 
sheriff’s officer about to cJijdiire him. 7’ni sure I never ^^as 
so astonished in all my life as wln n ('harh;y told me Ihe 
other day that tho Tiger had turned out to be, not a Tiger, 
but Mr. George Atkinson.” 

“I can understand his shunning mo, under tlic misai)pre- 
heiision. Hut why, I ask, did you do it ? You w(;re not in 
fear, I presume, of a sheriff’s officer V ” 

Frank’s face grew grave at once. “No, 1 was not in fear 
of that,” he said, dropping his voice, “ hut I liad fears on 
another score. I had reason to fear that 1 was being watcliod 
—looked after- tracked ; and I thought you were doing it. 
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I- am thankful to say,’’ ho added, his countenanco brighten- 
ing again, “ that I was under a iiiisa 2 )i)rchension altogether : 
but I only learnt that very lately. It has been a groat 
troublo to mo for years, keeping mo down in the world — 
and yet I had done nothing myself to deservo it. I — I 
cannot explain further, and would be glad to drop tho sub- 
ject,” lie continued, raising his eyes ingenuously to George 
Atkinson’s. “ And I heartily beg your pardon for all tho 
disccurtosy I was guilty of. It is against my nature to show 
any — even to a Tiger” 

“ As I should fancy. It gave me a wrong impression ot 
you. Made mo think all you liaynors wore alike — worthless. 
It’s true, Frank. I was ready to bo a good friend to you then, 
had you allowed mo. And now tell mo of your plans.” 

Frank, opon-natured, full of candour, told freely all lio 
knew about himself. That ho did not intend to remain at 
Mr. Max Brown’s, for Daisy disliked tho neighbourhood, and 
he should look out for a more desirable situation at the West 
End as assistant-surgeon. 

“Why not set up in practice for yourself at tho West 
End ? ” asked George Atkinson. 

“Because I have nothing to sot up upon,” answered 
Frank. “ That has boon a bar all along. Wo must live, 
you SCO, whilst tho practice is coming in.” 

“You could do it on seven thousand pounds.” 

“ Sevtui thousand pounds ! ” echoed Frank. “ Why, yes ! 
on half of it ; on a (piartcr. But I have no money at all, 
you understand.” 

“ Yes, you have, Frank. You have just that sum. At 
least you will have it in tho course of a few days 1 ” 

Frank’s pleasant lips wore parting with a smile. Ho 
thought it was meant as a joke. ^ > 

“ Look hero. This money that has como to light, of your 
aunt Atkinson’s— you cannot, I hoi)e, imagine for a moment 
that 1 should keep it. By law it is mine, for she willed it 
to mo ; but I shall divido it into three portions, and give 
thorn to those who aro her rightful heirs : her brothers’ 
families. Quo portion t o Mrs. Bayiior ; one to you ; one to 

angonrimodlnrssri^ " 
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“ And she is an augul,” inteiTii 2 )terr Frank liotly, curried 
away by the praise. “How wo should all have oii 
without Edina, I don’t know. But, Mr. Atkinson, you must 
not do this that you arc talking of : at least as far as 1 am 
concerned. It would bo too chivalrously generous.’* * 

“ Why not to you ? ** 

“ I could not tliink of taking it. I liavo no claim upon 
you. Who am I, that you should benefit mo ? ” 

“ I benefit you as your fatlier’s son. Wen-o Ikj living,- this 
money would be his : it will now be yours. Tlieri*., say no 
more, Frank ; you cannot talk mo out of doing bani justice. 
You will own seven thousand pounds next week, and you 
can lay your iilaiis accordingly.’* 

“ I shall not know how to thank you,” cried Frank, with 
a queer feeling in his throat. “Eagles* Nest ilrst, and 
twenty-one thousand iioiinds next! You must have been 
taking a lesson from Edina. And wliat will Max IJrown 
say when he hears that I shall leave hini for certain ? Ilo 
does not believe it y<it.” 

“Max Brown can go promenading.” 


(dlAPTER XI. 

SUNSHINE. 

It was a warm September day. The blue sky was without 
a cloud; the sunbeams glinted through tlicj foliage;, Ix;- 
giiining to change with the coming autumn, and fell on the 
smooth velvet lawn at Eagles* Nest. On that same grcrui 
lawn stood a tjroup of peoido in gala attire, for this liad 
been a gala day with them. William Staiie and Alice 
Raynor were married that morning. Tliey had now just 
driven from the gates, around which the wliite satin sliocs 
lay, and the rice in sliowers. 

It had been Mr. George Atkinsoifs intention to resign 
Eagles’ Nest at the end of Juno, almost immediately uft(;r 
he lirst spoke of doing so. But his intention, like a great 



jiiany jju)rc intoiitlons foriiiod in tliis uncertain world of 
ours, was friisti’atod. The Ilaynors could not come down 
so soon to take iiosscssion of it. Charles had given notice 
at once to leave Prestleigli and Preen’s ; hut lie was re- 
quested, as a favour, not to do so until the second week in 
August, for tlie ollice had a hard task to get through its 
work hefore tlic long vacation. And as Charles had learnt 
to study other people’s interests more than his own, ho 
cheerfully said ho would remain. It was a proud moment 
for him, standing amongst the fellow-clerks who had looked 
down upon him, when one of those very clerks copied out 
the d(a;d of gift hy which Eagles’ Nest was transferred to 
him hy Ceorge Atkinson, constituting him from henceforth 
its rightful owner. Charles, who knew a little of law hy 
this time, proposed to himself to commence reading for the 
Par: he had acquired the hahit of work and knew its valiu), 
and did not wish to he an idle man. Put (fcorge Atkinson, 
their true friend and counsellor, spoke against it. The 
master of Eagles’ Nest need he no idle man, ho said ; rather, 
if he did his duty faithfully, too busy a one. Better for 
Charles to learn how to till his land and manage his 
prop(u*ty, than to plead in a law court ; hotter to constituto 
liimself the active manager of his estate. Charles saw the 
advice was sound, and meant to follow it. 

Neither was Alice ready to leave London as soon as she 
had cxpectiMl, for Mrs. Preen’s intended departure from 
home was delayed for some weeks, and she also requested 
Alice to remain. Alice was nothing loth. She saw William 
Stane frequently, and Mrs. Preen took a warm interest in 
the arrangement of her wedding clothes. 

Put the chief impediment to their departure from Laurel 
Cottage, the poor home which had sheltered them so long, 
lay with Mrs. Paynor. Whether the reaction, at finding 
their miscrahlo troubles at an end and fortune smiling 
again, told too strongly upon her weakened frame ; or 
whether that lieadache, which you may remember she com- 
plained of the night Edina reached homo with the joyful 
news from Eagles’ Nest, was in truth the advance symptom 
of an illness already attacking her, certain it was that from 
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that night Mrs. Kayuor drooped. The headache did not 
leave her ; other symptoms crept on. At the end of a few 
days : days that Edina had spent at Frank’s in attcndanco 
on his sick wife : a doctor was called in, lie proiiomicod 
it to be low fever. Edina left Daisy, who was tlicii out of 
danger, to return home, where she was now most wante<l. 
For some weeks Mrs. Eaynor did not leave her bed. 
Altogether there had been many hindrances. 

It was getting towards the end of August before tlie -day 
came wdieu they went down to take i)ossessioii of Eagles* 
Nest. Mrs. Eaynor was better then ; almost well ; but 
much reduced, and still needing care. 

“ This place wdll bring back your licalth and spirits in 
no time, motlicr,** cried Charles, bending towards her, as 
they drove up to the gates of Eagles* Nest'. Sho was 
leaning back in the carriage, side by side witli Edina, and 
tears were trickling down her pale cheeks. lie took her 
hand. “ You don’t speak, mother.** 

“Charley, I was thanking God, And wondering what 
we can do to show our thanks to Him in tlie fnliiro, 1 
know that my life will bo ono long, heartfelt hymn of 
gratitude.’* 

Charley leaned from the carriage window. Talking to 
the lodge-kcei)cr was Jetty the carpenter. Standing with 
them and watching the carriage was a man whom ( ’harles 
remembered as ono Beck ; remembered, to his shame, what 
his own treatment had been of the poor fellow in the days 
gone by. Good Heavens! that he should have been so 
insolent, purse-proud, haughty a young iijjstart ! his 
cheeks reddened now with the recollection. Ungenerous 
words and deeds generally come flashing back u 2 )on us as 
reminders whon jwe least want them. 

Could that bo Charles Eaynor !— their future master? 
Jetty and Beck scarcely believed that in the pale, self- 
contained, gentle-faced man, who looked so much older than 
his years, they saw the arrogant youth of other days: 
scarcely believed that the sweet smile, the passing word of 
greeting, the steadfast look shining from the considerate 
eyes, could be indeed meant for them. Ah yes, they might 
Edina. 29 
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cast out fear ; it was' Charles Raynor. And tlicy saw that 
the good news whisjiercd to them all by Mr. Atkinson was 
indeed true : their new master would be as good and faith- 
ful a friend to them as he himself had been during these 
past three years. 

“God ever helinug me to be so!” aspirated Charles to 
his own heart. A whole lifetime of experience, spent in 
prosperity, could not have worked the change wrought in 
liiin-by this comparatively short period of stern adversity. 

George Atkinson stood at the door to receive them, lie 
had not left l^]aglcs* Nest. For a week or so they were 
to bo his guests in it: or lie tlieirs. Some hearty joking 
and laughter was raised in this the first moment of meeting, 
as to which it would be, led to by a remark of Mrs. 
Raynor’s : that she hoped he would not find the children — 
coming on with Alice in another carriage— troublesome 
guests. 

“Nay, the liouse is yours, you know, not mine: you 
cannot bo my guests,” laughed George Atkinson, “llow 
do you say, IMiss Raynor ? ” 

“I say wo are your guests,” answered Edina, “And 
very glad to be so.” 

“ At least I did not think yon would side against mo,” 
said George Atkinson, with pretended resentment. “ For 
this day, let it be so, then. To-morrow I subside into my 
proper jdace, and Mrs. Raynor begins her reign.” 

“ I have been wondering how wo can ever bo sufficiently 
grateful to God,” she whispered with emotion, taking his 
liand in hers. “ I know not how we can ever thank you,'* 

“ Nay, my dear lady, I have done only what w*as right 
and just ; right and just in Ilis sight, and according to Ilis 
laws,” was Gcorgo Atkinson’s solemn ans\vor. “We must 
all strive for that, you know, if we would ensure peace at 
the last. Hero comes the other fly with the young ones ! — 
and that curly-headed urchin, gazing at us with his great 
bluo eyes, must bo my disappointed littlo candidate for the 
Bluecoat School.” 

The week passed soon ; and the wedding morning dawned. 
And now that was past, and the bridal carriage had driven 
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off ; and the white slii^i^crs and the Vice wove thrown, and 
they had all collected on the lawn in tlie afternoon siin. 
The only guests were- Frank Ihiynor and his wile, who liad 
arrived the night before. Street the lawyer and a brother 
of William Stano’s had come for the iiieriiiiig ; 1)111 had 
already left again by an aft(‘rin)on train. 

Frank Eayiior, aided by the seven tlioiisaiid pounds made 
over to him, liad taken to the house and practice of a 
deceased medical man in IMayfair, and was seenrely 
established tlicro and doing already fairly wiill. IMr, Max 
Brown, who, with liis wife, liad been spending a week witli 
them, had dis2)osed of the Lambelli practice to anotln-r 
purchaser. Daisy Avas happy again, and just as prijtty ami 
blooming as in the old days at Trennacli. Frank, without 
entering into actual particulars (he did tliat only to Edina), 
liad disclosed to lier enougli of that jiast night’s fatal work 
to account for his interest iji, and care of, Mi‘s. Bell and 
l)Oor Bosalino. A dozen times at least in ilie day, J)aisy, 
with mucJi contrition and many reiunlant tears, would 
whisper prayers to lior hushand to he forgiven; saying 
at the same time she could never forgive lua-scdf Fraidc 
would kiss the tears aAvay and tell her to let bygones ho 
bygones; they Avcrc beginning life afrcsli. Kosaline liad 
sailed for her new borne and country—was probably by ibis 
time nearing its shores. Most earnestly v.as it to be hoped 
she would regain happiness there. 

Who so proud as Daisy, flitting aliout the lawn Avith lujr 
three-months’ old hahy in her arms, resplendent in its Avhite 
robes! The little thing Avas named Francis fieorgo, and 
George Atkinson Avas its godfather. So many interests had 
claimed tlicir attention that day, that not a minute liad yet 
been found foi’ (juestions and aiiSAver.s ; and it Avas only iioav, 
at the first quiet moment, that Mr Atkinson was beginning 
to inquire how Frank Asas prospering. 

“ First-rate,” said sanguine Frank, his kindly face glow- 
ing. “ I Avish Avith all my heart every beginner Avas getting 
on as well as I.” 

“ And my mother ha.s recovered her amiability,” put in 
Daisv. irreverentlv, handing the baby over to its nurse, who 
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stood by. “I had quite a long letter from her yesterday 
morning, Mr. Atkinson, in which she graciously forgives 
mo, and says I shall have my share of the money that my 
uncle Tom left her last year. That will be at least some 
thousands of pounds.” 

“ It never rains but it pours, you know,” smiled Frank* 
“ Money drops in, now that we don’t particularly want it.” 

“And so,” added Daisy, “we mean to set up our 
brougham. Frank needs one very badly.” 

“ Frank needs it for use and you for Ishow,” cried George 
Atkinson, laughing. 

“ Yes, that is just it,” acknowledged Daisy. “ I expect I 
shall not have much of it, though, as his practice increases. 
When do you take possession of your town house, Mr. 
Atkinson ? You will not bo very far from us.” 

“ I go up to it from Eagles* Nest to-morrow,” was the 
reply. “Perhaps not to remain long in it at present. I 
am not yet able to form my plans.” 

“Not able to form your plans!** echoed Daisy, in her 
saucy, engaging way ; her bright eyes gazing qucstioningly 
into his. “ Why, I should have thought you might have 
laid your plans on the first of January for all the year, 
having no one to consult but yourself.” 

“ But if I am uncertain — capricious ? ” returned he, in 
half-jesting tones. 

“ Ah, that’s a different thing. I should not have thought 
you that at all. But — pray tell mo, Mr. Atkinson ! What 
do the people down hero say, now they have found out that 
it was you, yourself, who lived amongst them three years 
ago?” 

“ They say nothing to me. I dare say they conjecture 
that I had my reasons for it. Or perhaps fhoy think I was 
only amusing myself," continued George Atkinson, glancing 
at Edina. 

Edina smiled at him in return. All’s well that ends 
well : and that incognito business had turned out very well 
in the end. To her only had George Atkinson spoken out 
fully of the motives that swayed him, the impressions he 
received. 
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Edina stood near them in all her finery. Slic had never 
been so grand in her life : and pcrliaps had iiovc?r looked so 
well. A lilac-silk dress, and a lovely pink rose) in In r 
bosom, nestling amidst white lace. Edina was rich now - 
as she looked upon riches. Seven thousand pounds, and all 
her own ! She had held out strenuously against rc'ceiving 
it, pointing out to George Atkinson that it would be wrong 
and unfair to give it to her, as her aunt Ann had nev(.‘r 
meant to leave her any money at all. Hut Edina’s argunrents 
and objections proved of no avail. IMr. Atkinson ([iiietly 
closed his ears, and transfmT(id the money to her, in spite 
of her protests. The first use Edina made of Iicr ebequt?- 
book was to send a hundred pounds to ]\Ir. Pine, that he 
might distribute it amongst the 2>oor of Trcnnacb. 

Like George Atkinson, as he had just avowed, Edina had 
not formed her i)lans. She could not dechb) where her 
chief rcsidenco should be. IMrs. Ibiynor and CJiarlcs 
naturally pressed her to remain at Eagles' Nest : but sIk; 
hesitated. A wish to have a home (►f her own, soimj little 
jdaoe of her own setting iij), was making itself lieaid in her 
licart: and she could visit Eagles’ N(jst from time to time. 
Should tlie little lioincstead be near to them? -or at 
Trennach ? It was this that she could Jiot y(d dc<;ide. 
But she must do so very shortly, for slie* wisln:d !») givcv 
them her decision on the morrow. 

Turning away from the busy talkers, from tluj excited 
children ; Kate in white, and little Bob, not in a loiig^ 
skirted blue coat and yellow stockings, but in black velvfit 
and knickerbockers ; Edina wandered away, her mind full, 
and sat down on a bench shaded by clustering trees, out of 
sight and sound of all. The small opening in the trees 
before her disclosed a glimpse of the far-off* scenery — the 
Kentish hills, with their varying foliage, lying under the 
calm, pale blue sky. 

“I like Trennach,” she argued with herself. “T love it, 
for it was my girlhood’s home; and I love thoscj who are in 
it. I could almost say wdth Buth, ‘ The people there shall 
be my people, and their God my God.’ On the other liand 
are the claims of Eagles’ Nest, and of Frank and Daisy. I 
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love them all. Marj-' Eaynor says she cannot get on unless 
I am near her ; and porha2)s the young ones need me too. 
If I only know ! ” 

“ Know what ? ” cried a voice at her elbow — ^for she had 
spokOn the last sentence aloud. 

The interruption came from George Atkinson. Ho had 
been about looking for her, and at last had found her. Edina 
blushed at having allowed her words to be heard : as he sat 
down beside her. 

“ I was only wishing I knew wdiether it would be better 
for me to settle near London or at Trcnnach,” she answered 
with a smile. “ It was very silly of mo to speak aloud.” 

“ Charles Raynor has just informed us that you intend to 
remain for good at Eagles’ Nest.” 

“ Oh no, I do not. I have never said I would ; and to- 
morrow I shall tell them why. I should like to have a little 
place of my own ; ever so little, but my very own. Either 
at Trcnnach, or in this neighbourhood: or perhaps— in 
London.” 

“ Doth in this neighbourhood and in London,” he inter- 
rupted. “And, sometimes sojourning elsewhere: at the 
seaside or at Trcnnach. That is what I should recom- 
mend.” 

“ You have made mo a millionaire in my own estimation, 
but not quite so rich as that,” laughed Edina. 

“ The houses arc ready for you, and waiting.” 

Some peculiarity in his tone made her heart stand still 
He turned and took her hands in his, speaking softly. 

“ Edina ! Don’t you know — have you not guessed — that 
I. want you in my houses, my home ? Surely you will como 
to mo ! — you will not say mo nay ! I know that it is late, 
very late, for mo to say this to you : but 1 will try and 
make you ha2)py as my wife.” 

Her pulses went rushing on tumultuously. As the W’ords 
fell on her car and heart, the truth was suddenly opened to 
her — she loved him still. 

“ I am no longer young, George,” she whispered, the tears 
slowly coursing down her cheeks. 

“ Too young for mo, Edina. The world may say so.” 



SUNSllIXR 


455 


“ And I — I don’t know that others eln spare me.” 

“ Yes, they can. Had I been wise I should have st'cuin'd 
you in the days so Idng gone by, Edina. I have luwor 
ceased to care for you. Oh, my best friend, my first and 
only love, say you will come and make the sunshine tSi my 
home ! Say you will.” 

“ I will,” she whispered. 

And Mr. George Atkinson drew her to him and sheltered 
her face on liis breast. After all the sadness and vicissitihles 
of her life, what a haven of rest it felt to Edina ! 

“There shall bo no delay; wo cannot afford it. As soon 
as possible, Edina, I shall take you away. And that sijveii 
thousand pounds that you tried hard to light me over— you 
can now transfer it to the others, if you like.” 

“ As you will,” she breathed. “ All as you will from 
henceforth, George. I have found my home ; and my 
master.” 

“ God bless you, my dear one ! May lie be ov(5r wnth ns, 
as now, and keep us both to the end, in this world and in 
the next.” 

The birds sang in tho branches; the distant hills werii 
fair and smiling ; tho pale blue sky had iKJVer a cloud : all 
nature spoke of peace. And w'ithin their own hearts nogiuid 
that holy peace and rest which comes alone from Heaven ; 
the peace that passeth all understanding. 


TUE END, 
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